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"No:  but  it  is  so  terrible  to  curse  anyone;  it 
makes  me  shiver  to  think  of  it!" 

"Terrible!  yes  truly,  Kate;  the  terror  of  that 
day  yet  lives  in  my  heart,  although  I  was  only  a 
girl  often  years.  When  I  caine  running  home  to 
my  father,  sobbing  and  crying  as  if  my  very  heart 
would  break,  and  told  him  of  all  that  had  hap- 
pened, he  soothed  my  grief,  and  explained  to  me 
how  the  Church  is  ever  a  fond  mother  and  a  true 
judge  in  defining  the  times  when  such  means  are 
to  be  used ; — "  to  save  men's  souls  from  destruc- 
tion;— we  are  not  always  permitted  to  see  why; 
(perhaps  that  we  may  have  an  opportunity  of  ex- 
ercising our  faith  in  the  wisdom  of  our  dear 
mother,  Holy  Church)  learn,  my  child,"  said  he, 
"2iever  to  judge  anyone  unless  you  know  their 
motive;  for  in  ihe  motive  or  intention  consists  all 
the  merit  or  demerit  of  our  actions." 

"Poor,  dear  uncle!  how  careful  he  was  not  to 
judge  rashly !  Lucy,  do  think  we  will  ever  be  as 
careful!  Well, — I  shall  try  to  be  less  hasty  in  the 
future.  Did  not  you  tell  me  that  you  had  seen 
the  curse  fulfilled  ?" 

"Yes;  God  has  permitted  me  to  see  in  my  life- 
time the  propriety  of  Father  William's  action, 
which  so  scared  my  childish  heart." 

"Do  tell  me  about  it?  I  really  did  not  think 
the  Church's  anathemas  were  ever  publicly  hurled 
at  anyone  nowadays.  It  always  appeared  to  me 
to  be  a  sort  of  tild-fashioned,  dead-letter  arrange- 
ment, which  might  have  been  used  in  Apostolic 
times  to  scare  new  Christians,  and  thereby  keep 
them  from  relapsing  into  paganism." 

"You  don't  believe  that  modern  paganism  re- 
quires the  scaring  process?" 

"  Ha,  ha!  you  think  I  ought  to  consider  money- 
worshippers  pagans!  Were  the  delinquents  in  the 
present  case  such  kind  of  pagans?  Do  tell  me  all 
about  them ! " 

"  1  don't  know  that  it  would  do  much  good  to 
tell  who  they  all  were;  but  what  they  did,  I  shall 
tell  you — as  you  have,  no  doubt,  seen  some  of  the 
evil  that  resulted  from  it.  Well,  then,  you  must 
first  know  that  in  the  year  18 —  there  were  very 
few  Protestants  in  Cahir,  and  such  a  thing  as  a  Se- 
cret Society  of  any  kind  was  unheard  of.  Some 
two  years  later,- a  number  of  gentlemen  from  the 
county  around,  together  with  the  Protestants  of 
the  town,  formed  a  club  called  'The  Cahir  Sport- 
ing Club,'  and  hired  rooms  for  their  meetings  at 
Dan  Going's  Hotel,  'The  Cahir  Arms.'  To  please 
them,  Dan — then  re-painting  his  hotel — changed 
its  name  and  called  it  the  'Club-House  Hotel.'  It 
was  a  handsome,  spacious,  three-story  building." 

"Oh,  I  remember  it  very  well!  it  is  on  Francis 
Street,  opposite  the  Green,  is  it  not?" 

"Yes.    What  is  it  now?" 


"  A  hotel,— kept  by  Mr.  Horrigan,  who  calls  it 
the  'O'Connell  Inn';  I  never  could  account  for 
the  mystery  that  seemed  to  hang  over  the  place; 
everybody  seemed  unwilling  to  speak  of  it;  I  sup- 
pose you  will  enlighten  me  at  last?" 

"Well,  directly  across  the  street,  just  above  the 
Green,  was  a  row  of  four  houses  with  elegantly 
finished  stores  in  the  lower  story;  large  panes  of 
glass  and  metal  sashes  were  never  before  seen  in 
the  town,  and  Dan  felt  quite  proud  of  his  stylish, 
buildings; — for  they  were  his,  and  one  of  them  he 
occupied  as  a  grocery,  and  did  a  flourishing  busi- 
ness in  it.  As  a  business-man  and  property-owner 
Dan  Going  was  considered  the  third  man  in  Cahir; 
in  a  money-point  of  view,  he  succeeded  with  every, 
thing  he  undertook.  Alas,  for  him,  poor  soul! 
prosperity  had  the  fatal  effect  it  has  for  so  many: 
it  dazzled  and  deceived  him  to  his  ruin.  Amongst 
the  sporting  club  members  were  two  who  were 
Freemasons,  and  when  they  saw  a  good  oppor- 
tunity they  proposed  to  their  companions,  who 
were  all  Protestants,  to  start  a  Freemasons'  Lodge 
in  the  town.  Several  of  the  club  members  agreed, 
and  after  some  time  spent  in  discussion  they  pro- 
posed to  Dan  Going  that  he  should  erect  a  Lodge 
on  a  vacant  piece  of  property  adjoining  the  hotel. 
It  was  to  be  owned  by  shareholders,  Dan  to  find 
the  stocktakers  in  the  speculation,  the  club  prom- 
ising him  their  patronage  and  custom.  A  very 
easy  way  of  having  a  lodge  built  for  them  free  of 
expense.  Well,  Dan  represented  the  speculation 
in  such  glowing  colors  to  some  of  his  friends,  tell- 
ing them  how  it  would  draw  the  wealthy  men  of 
the  county  to  spend  their  money  at  home,  and 
make  Cahir  a  place  of  note,  that  they  unfortunately 
lent  their  aid  and  entered  into  agreement  that  they 
four  would  take  equal  shares.  There  was  another 
with  them  at  the  time:  Mr.  Roache,  the  wealthi- 
est man  in  Cahir;  he  prudently  said  he  would 
first  consult  Father  William,  to  find  if  it  would  be 
allowable  for  Catholics  to  assist  in  such  an  under- 
taking.  Father  William  told  them  to  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  it;  and,  like  a  good  pastor  as  he 
was,  he  immediately  called  on  the  others  and  told 
them  the  same  thing.  Finding  they  were  not  in- 
clined to  obey,  he  told  them  plainly  that  if  they 
persisted  he  would  go  to  the  last  extremity  that 
the  Church  permitted,  as  he  was  bound  to  protect 
the  young  men  of  his  parish  from  so  great  a  danger. 
Well,  for  a  month  or  more  there  was  nothing  done, 
and  Father  William  thought  grace  had  triumphed, 
and  that  they  had  given  up  the  speculation.  He 
was  mistaken,  however,  and  soon  heard  that  they 
were  digging  the  foundation.  He  sent  for  the 
men;  they  would  not  come;  so  he  called  on  them 
again  and  used  all  his  eloquence  to  dissuade 
them,— but  in  vain.  When  the  cellar  was  nearly 
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dug,  and  before  a  single  stone  was  purchased  for 
it,  lie  attain  warned  them  "that,  the  first  stone  laid 
in  that  building  would  cause  him  to  curse  them 
i'r-oi»  the  altar.  He  did  not  wait,  however,  fearing 
they  would  make  it  an  excuse  that  their  money 
was  invested,  and  it  Would  be  too  lute  for  them  to 
withdraw.  So  before  they  spent  any  money  on  it 
he  read  the  Church's  anathema  from  the  altar 
against  them  if  they  ever  took  any  part  in  erecting 
a  Masonic  Lodge  in  C .  If  they  now  perse- 
vered in  their  work  the}-  would  have  no  excuse — no 
one  to  blame  but  themselves. 

"  It  is  long  since,  and  his  exact  language  I  cannot 
recall;  after  naming  many  things,  he  suddenly 
paused,  and  said  solemnly:  "No:  they  are  my 
children ;  they  have  grown  from  childhood  to  man- 
hood since  I  came  among  you;  I  shall  not  curse 
their  last  moments,  but  leave  that  hour  in  the  hands 
of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  Jesus.  May  she  obtain  for 
them  the  grace  of  sincere  repentance."  Oh,  how 
strong  men  sighed  and  women  wept !  every  mem- 
ber of  the  congregation  of  St.  Mary's  appeared  to 
have  been  to  the  requiem  of  their  dearest  friend. 
Well  for  nearly  a  month  every  thing  stood  still  about, 
the  Lodge;  not  a  mechanic  in  the  town  would  work 
on  it,  for  love  or  money;  it  was  cursed — that  was 
enough;  some  of  them  would  not  even  walk  on 
that  side  of  the  street. 

"Some  men  were  hired  from  Ballincollig,  but  as 
soon  as  they  heard  from  the  townspeople  about  its 
being  cursed  they  left.  So  Dan  represented  to  Mr. 

H ,  one  of  the  Masons,  how  it  was  not  possible 

for  him  to  build  the  Lodge  since  Father  William 
cursed  it. 

" '  D— 1  take  your  priests  and  their  superstitious 

followers,'  said  the  reverent  II ;   'I'll  send  to 

Antrim  for  workmen,  and  will  build  it  in  spite  of 
Father  anybody.' 

"He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  so  from  An- 
trim the  arlizans  came,  and  they  really  did  erect 
the  Lodge.  Even  a  horse  or  cart  to  haul  materials 
for  building  could  not  be  hired;  the  lime  had  to 
be  brought  from  Lucan,  and  the  stone  from  a 
quarry  on  Mr.  TurnbuH's  demesne;  after  the  curs- 
ing, nothing  but  timber  could  be  got  in  Cahir;  the 
largest  timber-yard  in  the  town  was  owned  by  a 
Protestant,  Mr.  Coaks,  so  that  everything  about  the 
Lodge  was  Protestant  except  the  four  unfortunate 
Catholic  shareholders. 

"Well,  it  slowly  rose  in  all  its  goodly  proportions 
despite  my  passing  it  every,  day— on  the  other  side 
of  the  street— to  see  if  the  miracle  of  Babel  would 
be  repeated,  for  I  firmly  believed  something  of  the 
kind  would  surely  happen.  My  anxiety  to  see  it 
tumble  down  or  be  struck  by  lightning  was  very 
great.  Ah  me!  in  the  language  of  St.  Paul,  'when 
I  was  a  child,  I  thought  as  a  child,'  I  would  have 


been  delighted  to  see  the  terrors  of  God's  visible 
chastisements  overtake  those  unhappy  men.  Grace 
and  mature  years  hare  s'mce  done  much  to  alter 
the  tone  of  my  mind;  then,  in  the  impetuosity  of 
youth,  I  would  have  everybody  receive  summary 
punishment.  Long  years  of  observation  have 
taught  me  the  happy  lesson  of  God's  gentle  deal  ing 
with  His  erring  creatures.  The  action  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  is  ever  slow  to  our  impatient  minds,  so  apt 
to  forget  that  we  are  creatures  of  a  few  short  years, 
passing  swiftly  away,  and  in  a  great  hurry  to  finish 
everything  in  our  short  span,  though  we  daily 
witness  neighbor  after  neighbor  called  away  in  the 
midst  of  their  labors,  always  leaving  something 
unfinished, — as  if  in  this  daily  example  God  would 
read  us  a  lesson  on  the  futility  of  our  human  pro. 
jects. 

"So  they  built  their  Lodge  after  all!  I  wonder 
the  men  were  not  ashamed  of  the  townspeople! 
human  respect  often  deters  people  whom  the  fear 
of  God  fails  to  hold!" 

"  True !  when  there  is  no  money  in  question ! 
but  from  Iscariot  to  the  last  miser,  the  tale  is  the 
same.  Yes,  the  Lodge  was  built;  and  opened,  or 
inaugurated,  or  whatever  you  wish  to  call  it,  by  a 
grand  dinner  at  the  Club-house.  All  the  Freema- 
sons within  convenient  distance  attended  it,  and 
Dan  informed  father,  a  few  days  after,  that  he  had 
made  a  clear  hundred  and  fifty  guineas  by  the 
transaction.  He  was  quite  elated  by  his  success. 

"'Don't  place  your  trust  in  money,  Dan,' said 
my  father;  'it  is  as  quickly  gone  as  got;  and  if 
not  earned  justly,  is  a  curse.  I  cannot  think  their 
money  lucky;  get  out  of  their  custom  as  soon  as 
you  can,  is  my  advice.' 

"Not  man}-  months  after,  1113'  father  failed  in 
business;  and  as  he  was  now  penniless,  and  noth- 
ing talked  of  but  hard  times,  he  thought  it  best  to 
accept  mother's  oft'er  and  emigrate  with  his  fam- 
ily,— mother  having  had  a  little  money  left  her  in 
her  own  right,  which  she  judged  would  be  best 
used  in  that  manner.'' 

"Lucy,  did  any  Catholics  join  the  Masons?" 

'•  Xot  before  I  left.  Cahir;  but  Letty  Ormiss,  in 
one  of  her  letters,  mentioned  five  or  six — the}'  had' 
been  generally  considered  rather  careless  Catho- 
lics— who  were  induced  to  join  them." 

"Then  Father  William  was  right  in  his  surmise- 
that  it  would  prove  a  temptation  to  the  weaklings 
of  his  flock." 

"Of  course  he  was;  did  he  not  possess  the  wis- 
dom given  him  by  God  in  virtue  of  his  office  of 
parish  priest,  besides  the  natural  wisdom  acquired 
by  long  years  of  contact  with  his  people?  " 

"Yes,  Lucy,  I  believe  priests  have  knowledge 
different  from  any  one  else;  I  remember  how  I 
sometimes  thought  Father  William  knew  even-- 
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thing  that  passed  through  my  mind.    But  pardon; 
don't  let  me  interrupt  3-011." 

"Well,  you  know  all  about  our  emigrating,  so 
I  will  merely  add  that  when  we  left  Ireland  the 
Freemasons  and  their  Catholic  abettors  were  in 
the  high  noon  of  their  prosperity.  For  a  few 
years  I  heard  of  the  doings  there  through  Letty; 
but  in  our  many  migrations  through  the  New 
World  our  correspondence  ceased,  and  I  might 
say  I  had  almost  forgotten  Cahir  and  its  people. 
We  had  settled  here  on  the  banks  of  the  Missis- 
sippi in  what  was  then  a  rising  town,  but  now  so 
large  a  city.  In  1859  we  were  living  on  Franklin 
Street,  near  Grove,  in  that  large  frame  building 
which  was  taken  down  last  year  when  they  com- 
menced bulding  the  new  hotel.  Well,  one  pleas 
ant  day,  early  in  March,  father  came  quite  late  to 
dinner;  everyone  had  dined  and  returned  to  their 
business.  I  had  set  father's  dinner  in  the  heater, 
and  proceeded  to  arrange  the  dining-room,  when 
I  heard  him  enter  the  parlor  in  company  with 
some  one.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came  to  me,  say- 
ing; 'Lucy,  child,  prepare  a  good  dinner  for  a 
poor  wanderer.1 

"  I  did  so,  and  shortly  announced  everything  in 
readiness.  Directly,  father  entered  the  dining- 
room,  accompanied  by  a  man  whom  he  introduced 
by  saying: 

"  '  Lucy,  don't  you  remember  Mr.  Going?' 

"Mr.  Going  extended  his  hand  to  me — which  I 
took  rather  coldly,  remarking  at  the  same  time 
that  although  I  did  not  remember  him,  I  did  his 
daughters,  Lil  and  Nora,  who  were  classmates  of 
mine, 

"During  dinner  I  ventured  to  inquire  when  he 
had  arrived,  and  if  his  family  were  with  him;  to 
which  he  replied: 

'"Indeed,  Miss  Lucy,  mine  is  a  hard  lot;  I 
came  West  to  seek  for  my  only  son — a  fine  young 
man — only  to  learn  that  he  was  drowned  some  ten 
months  ago,  and  lies  buried  in  a  lonely  tomb  in 
your  Cemetery  of  Holy  Cross ;  so  that  a  sight  of  his 
grave — that  some  Cahir  boys  were  good  enough 
to  give  him — was  all  that  I  had  for  my  journey. 
I  left  tuy  family  in  New  York,  in  good  employ- 
ment, hoping  to  find  Willie  here  and  then  send 
for  them,' 

"'That  is  indeed  sad,'  said  I;  *  yet  God  orders 
all  things  for  the  best;  He  will  comfort  you,' 

'•'It's  many  a  long  day  since  I  troubled  Him 
for  comfort,  and  it's  little  of  it  I  ever  goty '  he  an- 
swered, bitterly. 

"Seeing  the  disposition  of  his  heart,  I  dropped 
the  conversation.  After  dinner  father  took  him  to 
the  Bogota  House,  a  large  mechanics'  boarding- 
house  in  our  neighborhood,  for  Dan  had  used  up 
all  his  means,  and  was  now  a  penniless,  homeless 


wanderer— but  he  boasted  of  his  being  a  Freema- 
son, and  how  his  brothers  would  help  him  when 
they  came  to  know  of  his  need. 

"Unfortunately,  Dan  had  lately,  to  drow^  his 
grief,  contracted  a  habit  of  drinking  too  much  at 
times— so  when  he  presented  himself  at  their 
Lodge  he  quickly  discovered  that  he  was  only  one 
of  those  '  low  Irish,'  to  be  got  rid  of  as  decently  as 
they  could — but  not  at  all  worthy  of  the  high  dig- 
nity of  an  American  Mason;  they  treated  him 
very  coldly.  Alas!  Dan  leant  on  a  reed,  and  it 
broke  beneath  his  weight  and  sorely  wounded  his 
already  grieved  spirit.  Poor  soul!  he  sought  in 
the  oblivion  procured  from  strong  drink  that  sol- 
ace for  remorse  which  is  only  to  be  found  in  a  re- 
turn  to  God." 

"I  wonder,  Lucy,  the  Freemasons  did  not  help 
him!  I  have  always  heard  their  benevolence 
lauded  so  highly." 

"  That  is  very  true,  Kate,  but  being  praised  for  a 
virtue  and  having  it  are  two  very  different  things. 
Philanthropy  soon  wearies  of  well-doing,  and  so 
shows  itself  to  be  a  miserable  counterfeit  of  char- 
ity— that  truly  Christian  virtue  so  exquisitely  de- 
scribed by  St.  Paul.  Philanthropy  has  no  pity 
for  the  'dear  sinners'  of  St.  Liguori;  so,  finding 
that  Dan  was  a  sinner,  inasmuch  as  he  frequently 
drank  to  excess,  and  so  dishonored  the  brother- 
hood iu  the  eyes  of  the  world — that  world  in  whose 
smile  they  bask  and  whose  approval  is  their  life — 
that  world  for  which  Jesus  refused  to  pray,  and 
which  He  declared  to  be  His  irreconcilable  en- 
emy,—to  be  disgraced  by  a  member  who  could  be 
termed  'drunken  Irish'  was  not  to  be  borne  in 
those  days  of  Nativism;  so  Dan  was  expelled." 

"Ah,  Lucy,  how  unlike  our  Holy  Mother  the 
Church,  who  bears  with  her  members,  no  matter 
how  disgraceful,  with  all  the  patient  love  of  a 
mother! " 

"Yes,  but  she  is  divine,  like  her  Author;  and 
though  she  may  cut  off  from  her  communion  no- 
torious or  dangerous  sinners,  yet  they  are  dear  to 
her  until  death  has  stilled  their  repentant  or  im- 
penitent hearts. 

"Dan's  drinking  soon  culminated  in  a  quick 
consumption.  Everyone  saw  that  he  must  soon 
die.  One  or  two  of  the  Masons — who,  bad  Irish- 
men like  himself,  though  they  were — secretly  paid 
for  his  board  at  the  Bogota  House.  Father  vis- 
ited  him  constantly,  and  when  he  was  no  longer 
able  to  leave  his  bed,  and  the  doctor  had  told  him 
that  there  was  no  more  hope,  father  asked  him  if 
he  would  like  to  see  a  priest. 

"  Oh,  no ;  never!  "  One  of  them  had  blasted  all 
his  prospects  in  life,  so  he  would  have  nothing  to 
do  with  priests.  The  Sisters  of  Charity  visited 
him,  and  all  their  endeavors  proved  equally  una- 
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vailing;  all  means  were  tried,  but  to  no  purpose; 
he  persisted  in  saying  that  as  he  had  lived  so  he 
•would  die.independeut  of  priest  or  Sacrament. 

Even  when  a  courageous  friend  reminded  him 
that  if  he  did,  God  would  surely  send  him  to  hell,— 
"Well,  let  Him,"  WHS  his  hardened  reply. 
"  Oh,  shall  I  ever  forget  that  last  Sunday  in  May  ? 
Father  had  been  trying  all  his  eloquence  to  move 
Dan,  but  in  vain  ;  returning  home,  he  sat  for  a  long 
time  with  an  open  book  in  his  hand— bat  he  was 
not  reading;  suddenly  he  said  aloud; 
" '  Ah  yes,  dear  Mother — ' 
" He  then  turned  to  me,  saying: 
'"Lucy,  are   you  going  to    St.  Francis'  this 
evening?' 
"  I  said  I  was. 

"'Well,  I  will  send  a  petition  by  you.  Our 
Blessed  Mother  never  yet  refused  me  a  favor,  and 
I  am  going  to  ask  her  to  obtain  the  grace  of  repent- 
ance for  Dan.  I  can't  see  him  die  as  he  is  now, 
with  his  heart  full  of  bitterness.' 

"'The  very  thing,  father!  Why  didn't  we  think 
of  it  before  '—knowing  so  well  all  the  conversions 
that  have  been  obtained.' 

"That  evening  the  prayers  of  the  Association  of 
the  Holy  and  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary  were 
asked  for  that  poor  sinner.  On  the  Wednesday 
following,  quite  early  in  the  morning,  a  young 
German  girl  called  to  ask  if  Mr.  Norris  was  home, 
saying  that  the  sick  man  at  the  'Bogota-House' 
wanted  him  to  come  to  him  quickly  and  bring  a 
priest,  as  he  was  dying.  It  is  needless  to  say  how 
soon  father  was  up  and  off  for  dear  old  Father 

S ,  and  took  him  to  the  poor  dying  man.    O 

Mary!  thou  art  the  destroyer  of  all  heresies  of 
heart  or  head !  Now  was  the  hour  of  her  power. 
— that  hour  that  poor  Father  William  had  confided 
to  her  so  many  years  before.  At  one  in  the  after- 
noon father  returned,  and  immediately  assembled 
us  all  to  recite  the  De  Profundis  and  an  act  of 
thanksgiving  to  God  for  His  mercies,  telling  us 
that  Dan  Going  had  just  died  a  most  penitent  and 
edifying  death,  having  abjured  Masonry  and  re- 
ceived all  the  Sacraments,  his  last  request  being 
that  lather  would  make  known  his  repentance  to 
all,  thereby  to  make  some  atonement  for  his  bad 
example.  I  have  only  to  say,  Kate,  that  though 
GoU  shewed  mercy  to  his  soul,  yet  did  the  curse 
follow  him  inasmuch  as  that  he  died  in  a  foreign 
land,  among  strangers,  without  wife  or  child  to 
soothe  his  dying  hour,  and  lies  in  a  nameless  tomb, 
buried  by  the  alms  which  father  and  another 
member  of  the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul's  Society 
begged  from  door  to  door.  Some  day  I  shall  show 
you  his  lonely  grave  in  Holy  Cross.  O  Mary! 
refuge  of  sinners !  pray  for  us  now  and  at  the  hour 
of  our  death ! 


PILGRIMAGES  BEGUN*. 
Notre   Dame   de   Fourvieres. 

BY  JttSS  ROSE  HOWfi. 

It  13  one  of  the  dark  shades  of  a  sojourn  in 
Europe  that  one  can  seldom  if  ever  part  on  good 
terms  with  one's  landlady.  If  any  of  the  readers 
of  the  "AVE  MARIA"  should  contemplate  spend- 
ing a  year  or  two  abroad,  let  them  make  up  their 
minds  beforehand  to  the  fact  that  they  will  always 
ride  with  heavy  hearts  to  the  railway  station,  hav- 
ing been  fleeced  90  unfairly,  so  unkindly,  so  un- 
gratefully that  the  smallness  of  the  sum  is  over- 
looked in  the  largeness  of  the  injury.  At  first  the 
American  comes  from  his  native  shore  plucky, 
and  combats  "not  for  the  money  but  for  tire  prin- 
ciple"—"for"  the  sake  of  others,"  etc.,  and  re- 
solves "not  to  be  taken  in  in  that  way  again ; "  bat 
the  Continental  fauxfrau  or  mdifregxe  de  bl  mai- 
s<m  is  a  veritable  Proteas.  He  is  on  his  gtfnrd 
against  her  in  one  form— she  has  caught  him  in 
another,  and  the  consequence  always  is  a  lighten- 
ing of  his  pocket..  It  is  useless  for  him  to  reflect 
how  often  he  has  recommended  her  apartments, — 
that  she  was  ill,  and  he  refrained  from  scolding, 
though  everything  did  go  wrong,  and  he  returned 
in  the  evening  to  rooms  in  the  same  condition  that 
he  left  them  in  the  morning;  that  he  shared  with 
her  the  remedies  that  had  reMeved  him  in  a  shrri. 
lar  malady ;  once  to  oblige  her  he  paid  his  month's 
dues  in  advance.  We  can  tell  the  unlucky  wight 
that  these  are  all  cases  in  which  most  emphati- 
cally "virtue  is  its  own  reward."  In  a  year  Or 
two  "Principle"  will  have  one  plucky  defender 
the  less,  and  he  will  submit  quietly  to  the  shame- 
less robbery,  though  UMJ  human  heart  will  not  be 
stilled,  and  often  he  will  find  himself  riding  out  of 
the  stifling  city,  past  the  green  fields  and  mead- 
ows, before  the  sunlight,  the  birds  and  the  flowers 
can  crowd  out  of  his  heart  the  ever-recurring 
thought:  "  She  ought  not  to  have  done  so  to  me!  " 
Poor  fellow,  does  he  not  know  that  even  if  he  had 
become  "sort  o'  fond  of  the  old  woman,"  a  land- 
lady never  becomes  too  fond  of  her  lodgers  to 
cheat  them?  The  sum,  trifling  in  itself,  may  be 
larger  to  the  lodger  than  to  the  landlady,  but  in 
the  landlady's  eyes  lodgers  are  always  rich,  for  is 
it  not  from  them  she  gets  her  living?  and  how 
could  they  come  to  her  house  if  they  had  not 
money?  A  priest  said  once  to  us,  in  a  meditative 
way:  "There  is  something  perfectly  wonderful  in 
that  profession.  I  don't  understand  it  at  all;  it 
seems  to  take  all  the  religion  out  of  those  who 
follow  it;  and  I  don't  see  why  it  should,  any  more 
than  any  other  trade.  Now  there  is  Chalons,  a 
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town  often  thousand  inhabitants.  I  don't  believe 
there  are  ten  landladies  there  who  make  their 
Easter;  some  few  send  their  daughters,  who  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  household  affairs,  to  con- 
fession, and  thus  keep  up  the  respectability  of  the 
family.  A  few  months  since  a  very  pious  family 
came  highly  recommended  to  the  clergy  from  the 
South  of  France  and  opened  a  little  restaurant, 
and  we  are  all  very  much  interested  to  see  how 
long  they  will  continue  to  practise  religion.  I  am 
really  curious  about  them;  but  I  suppose  by  the 
time  I  get  back"  (he  was  in  Palestine)  "they  will 
be  like  the  rest!"  and  he  sighed  and  shook  his 
.head. 

These  reflections  glide  of  themselves  down  my 
penholder,  off  my  pen-point,  on  to  my  paper,  as  I 
turn  my  memory  on  the  16th  day  of  August,  1873, 
and  contemplate  our  little  family  in  the  "Gare  de 
Lyons,"  at  Paris,  setting  out  on  our  Summer  trav- 
els,— not  a  tour  this  year,  but  a  pilgrimage  in  the 
strictest  signification  of  the  word. 

"I  feel  as  if  we  had  been  on  a  long  and  peril- 
ous journey  in  winter  lodgings,"  said  F — ,  laugh- 
ing,  "and  we  have  at  last  got  back  home  to  a 
railway  station;"  and  it  did  look  very  natural  to 
see  mother  quietly  sitting  by  the  little  heap  of  trav- 
elling-bags, shawl-straps  and  umbrellas,  whilst 
we  walked  back  and  forth,  occasionally  stopping 
to  exchange  a  few  words  with  her  as  we  kept 
watch  over  the  ticket-office  and  indemnified  our- 
selves for  the  long  sitting-time  to  come.  There 
are  always  subjects  enough  for  interest  and  amuse- 
ment in  a  railway  station;  there  are  the  fright 
ened-looking  bride  and  the  important-acting  bride- 
groom, the  lady  who  seldom  takes  a  journey  and 
feels  very  timid  at  finding  herself  in  such  a  place 
alone,  and  the  fussy  old  gentleman  who  detains 
twenty  or  thirty  impatient  passengers  at  a  gate 
whilst  he  pKts  the  same  question  in  various  forms, 
repeating  each  form  several  times.  (Ladies  travel 
with  much  less  fuss  than  gentlemen,  and  lose 
fewer  articles  of  luggage.)  Then  there  is  the 
English  lady,  dressed  as  only  an  Englishwoman 
can  dress;  e.  g.,  a  black  silk  skirt,  a  calico  tunic 
made  apparently  out  of  "the  thirteen  original 
States  "of  some  star-spangled  banner,  above  which 
she  wears  a  black  velvet  jacket^  her  bonnet  is 
very  coquettish  and  gives  one  an  involuntary  start 
of  surprise  at  the  large  red  face  to  which  it  is  a 
most  unfitting  frame.  Once,  on  the  first  day  of 
February,  in  a  city  where  ladies  did  wear  furs,  we 
saw  an  English  lady  in  a  dress  composed  of  black 
lace  flounces.  Our  British  cousin  seems  "to  feel 
like  one  who  treads  alone  some  banquet-hall  de* 
serted ; "  she  takes  long  strides,  and  is  so  uncon- 
scious of  your  presence  that  you  startle  and  ask 
yourself:  "Is  it  possible  that  I  died  and  am  now 


wandering  about  the  earth,  a  disembodied  spirit? 
—and  are  these  all  ghosts  moving  about?"  She 
makes  the  place  uncanny  for  an  instant;  you 
shiver  and  turn  delightedly  to  the  Italian,  who  is 
elegantly  dressed  in  black,  carries  a  great  deal 
of  beautiful  guipure  lace,  and  wears  very  showy 
though  inexpensive  jewelry.  She  is  as  helpless 
as  a  child,  but  the  gentleman  with  her  is  very 
kind  and  attentive.  The  American  lady  passes; 
examine  her  critically:  from  the  crown  of  her 
head  to  the  sole  of  her  tiny,  beautifully-shod  feet 
you  will  not  find  anything  odd,  or  contrary  to  the 
strictest  rules  of  good  taste;  the  French  them- 
selves  admire,  and  say  " Les  Anglatnes  are  always 
so  perfectly  dressed !  "  and  you  smile  to  think  that 
your  oddly-attired  English  cousin  should  enjoy 
the  reputation  of  your  countrywoman's  good  taste. 
The  American  calls  nervously:  "First  "class!  re- 
member, we  always  takejirsf  class!"  She  need 
have  no  apprehensions  on  that  subject;  nothing 
would  astonish  the  whole  corps  of  officials,  porters 
and  hack-drivers  more  than  to  see  her  in  anything 
that  would  not  be  first  class.  All  the  world  knows 
that  she  will  pass  from  a  first  class  coupee  to  a 
first  class  carriage  and  drive  to  a  first  class  hotel, 
take  a  first  class  guide,  and  see  everything  in  a 
very  first  class  manner,  reading  a  Murray  that 
never  gels  shabby.  Perhaps,  if  she  is  a  New-Eng- 
land  girl,  she  will  disenthral  herself  from  a 
guide's  dominion  and  sally  forth,  guide-book  in 
hand,  study  the  city  plan,  eager  interest  in  every 
line  of  her  face,  while  the  gentleman  beside  her 
good-naturedly  allows  her  to  take  the  guidance, 
only  lending  her  a  little  aid  from  time  to  time 
when  she  gets  into  some  difficulty  from  which  she 
could  never  extricate  herself. 

After  all,  far  more  in  accordance  with  nature's 
first  law  are  the  German  pair.  The  lady  has  the 
gentleman's  arm,  and  he  holds  the  guide-book 
whilst  ke  reads  it  aloud,  pointing  his  finger  to 
every  word,  that  the  companion  whom  God  has 
given  him  may  not  miss  one  syllable ;  and  she  takes 
it  all  in  with  eyes  and  ears,  and  both  are  all  ab- 
sorbed in  wonder  and  admiration.  Then,  one  re- 
marks  the  dress:  it  is  so  comfortable  so  appropri- 
ate, so  befitting  all  times  and  all  places  in  which 
travellers  may  find  themselves— and  withal  inex- 
pensive.  The  gentleman  is  dressed  in  light  gray; 
and  the  material  is  fuzzy  and  rough,  but  it  can 
never  be  mistaken  for  common  and  cheap.  The 
lady,  too,  wears  grey— something  soft,  that  does  not 
show  for  crumpling,  and  she  has  a  hat  that  droops 
and  shades  her  face;  one  never  knows  how  it  is 
trimmed,  only  that  it  is  charmingly  neat.  If  it  is  a 
half-season,  she  has  a  grey  single  shawl  folded  on 
her  arm,  which  she  throws  about  her  as  she  enters 
a  church  or  art-gallery.  In  rainy  weather  she  trips 
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about  as  cheerily  as  in  the  sunshine,  a  light  grey 
waterproof,  neatly  belted,  covers  her  whole  costume, 
and  she  and  he  both  carry  silk  umbrellas  with 
pretty  handles.  If  the  weather  is  fine  she  has  a  silk 
"  en  cas  " — that  is,  a  small  umbrella  or  large  parasol, 
as  you  may  choose  to  call  it ;  it  is  "  en  cas  "  it  should 
rain  or  "  en  cas  "  it  should  be  very  sunny.  All  the 
world,  knows,  also,  how  they  travel.  For  years  t)>ey 
have  been  laying  by  a  little  of  their  income  witli 
this  jaunt  in  view.  Every  summer  they  have 'con- 
tented themselves  with  a  four  or  five  weeks'  trip 
into  their  own  beautiful  mountains,  where  they  de- 
manded the  bare  necessaries  of  life  and  lived  for 
almost  nothing.  At  the  village  inns  they  asked 
neither  for  carpet  nor  sofa,  nor  arm-chair,  but  only 
for  cleanliness ;  and  when,  on  running  to  the  win- 
dow, they  found  a  prospect  over  a  verdant  valley 
to  the  mountains  beyond,  they  threw  up  their  hands 
in  delight,  exclaiming :  "  Schan'  e'mal,  schati'  eTmal 
nur,  was  fur  eine  schone  Aussicht '  es  ist  ja  pracht- 
voll ! "  "  Look,  look !  what  a  beautiful  view !  it 
is  glorious  I "  For  more  expensive  pleasures  they 
substituted  the  grander  ones  of  walking  to  distant 
pilgrimage-churches  situated  on  mountain  heights, 
to  ruined  castles,  to  hunting  villas,  whence  fine 
views  might  be  obtained,  and  they  visited  on  foot  all 
the  mountain  waterfalls  and  mountain  lakes  in  the 
vicinity  and  returned  to  their  homeswith  a  fine  stock 
of  health  to  meet  the  burdens  of  the  coming  year, 
and  with  an  enthusiastic  delight  over  their  sojourn 
in  the  mountains ;  and  for  all  this  they  spent  a  little 
less,  journeys  included,  than  they  would  have  done 
had  they  staid  at  home.  And  now  they  travel  with 
their  faithful  Baedeker.  They  speak  fluently  the 
language  of  the  country  through  which  they  are 
passing.  They  take  a  second-class  ticket,  walk 
from  the  stations  to  second-class  hotels,  seldom 
ride  anywhere,  and  in  fine  do  everything  in  a  very 
ignoble,  humiliating,  second-class  kind  of  manner; 
sometimes  even,  when  they  are  seized  with  a  wish 
to  see  some  interesting  town  full  of  antiquities  and 
boasting  the  possession  of  some  great  artist's  mas- 
terpiece, which  town  is  "only  a  short  distance  off," 
but  not  laid  down  in  the  original  plan  of  their 
travels,  they  step  gaily  into  a  //«>$-class  coupee, 
find  themselves  just  as  well  there,  and  take  the 
same  enthusiastic  interest  in  the  scenery  as  if  they 
were  travelling  second-class.  The  occupants  of  the 
first-class  coupees  generally  rattle  express  through 
the  countries,  and  provide  themselves  with  novels 
to  relieve  the  tedium  of  being  transported  from 
one  city  to  another.  But  to  Germans,  passing 
through  the  country  is  a  part  of  the  travel,  and  not 
the  least  part,  and  they  have  the  grand  advantage 
over  many  wealthier  travellers  of  understanding 
and  appreciating  what  they  see,  and  of  never  being 
for  one  instant  bored,  or  conscious  that  anybody  is 


doing  more  elegantly  than  they.  And  nobody 
does  enjoy  more  thoroughly,  or  will  remember 
more  accurately,  more  intelligently,  more  enthusi- 
astically all  the  treasures  of  art  or  nature  which 
they  see  than  the  German  tourists. 

So  remarking  upon  our  fellow-travellers,  the 
hour  in  the  raihvay  station  passed  off  quickly 
enough,  and  we  were  once  more  gazing  out  of  the 
coupee  windows  interesting  ourselves  in  the  char- 
acter of  a  foreign  country.  From  the  coupee  win- 
d?>\v  France  is  not  so  beautiful  as  either  Italy  or 
Germany.  Italy  is  ^nrpa&Mngly  beautiful,  and 
Gennany  is  beyond  all  things  interesting  to  the 
Catholic  tourist  because  it  retains  features  of  the 
mediaeval  days  when  Europe  was  truly  Christian. 
Every  village  has  its  pilgrimage-church  crowning 
some  pretty,  conspicuous  height ;  every  field  has  its 
wayside-cross  j  and  every  now  and  again  one  passes 
a  bass-relief  representation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
In  France,  the  Revolution  swept  away  all  the  an- 
cient marks  of  Catholicism,  and  France  to-day 
presents  the  curious  spectacle  of  a  nation  all  Cath- 
olic but  as  totally  without  Catholic  traditions  and 
Catholic  customs  as  ourselves — if  we  except  her 
great  pilgrimages.  It  may  startle  the  readers  of 
the  "AvE  MARIA"  to  hear  that  there  is  less  for  the 
American  Catholic  to  see  and  learn  in  France  than 
in  any  other  Catholic  country,  and  yet  we  found  it 
so.  For  this  there  are  several  reasons,  one  is  as 
above  cited,  the  French  Revolution.  One  sees 
more  pious  customs  in  a  day  in  any  part  of  South 
Germany  than  one  could  find  in  all  France,  where 
mediaeval  Catholicism  was  destroyed  and  forgot- 
ten a  hundred  years  ago.  Next ;  we  ourselves  are 
more  like  the  French — half  from  natural  disposi- 
tion, half  because  our  Catholicism  is  derived  from 
them  in  most  part,  either  directly  through  the  early 
French  missionaries,  or  indirectly  through  the 
Irish  educated  in  their  colleges.  And  though 
France  is  fertile  and  pleasant  to  look  at,  there  is 
little  for  the  railway-traveller  to  describe. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  Blessed  Alanus,  speaking  of  perseverance 
in  the  daily  recitation  of  the  Rosary,  says :  Let  it  be 
a  most  probable  sign  of  eternal  salvation  if  you 
perseveringly  honor  the  Blessed  Virgin  by  daily 
reciting  the  Rosary. 

THE  arm-chair  of  Gustavos  V;is>a  was  purchased 
for  58,000  florins ;  Nelson's  coat  for  £150;  that  of 
Charles  XII  for  £'22,000;  a  tooth  of  Newton  for 
£730;  a  cane  of  Voltaire  for  500  francs;  the  vest 
of  Rousseau  for  959  francs;  the  wig  of  Sterne  for 
200  guineas;  Napoleon's  hat  for  1,920  francs. 

"Why,  then,  may  we  not  prize  the  relics  of  the 
saints? 
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Pastoral  Letter  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  of 
Fort  Wayne. 

VENERABLE  BIIETHHKN  OF  THE  CLERGY, 
'AND  DEAKLY  BELOVED  CUILDUEX  OF  THE  LAITY: 
Again  we  are  about  to  celebrate  the  joyous  festival 
of  Christmas — that  anniversary  of  Our  Saviour's  graci- 
ous birth,  that  commemoration  of  the  most  wonderful 
mystery  of  God's  infinite  mercy  and  love.  Wonderful 
it  is,  indeed,  in  itself;  wonderful  in  its  attendant  cir- 
cumstances. His  divinity  is  veiled  under  the  most 
weak  and  helpless  form  of  humanity,  the  stable  affords 
Him  shelter,  instead  of  a  palace;  the  manger  receives 
Him,  instead  of  a  royal  throne.  But  what  makes  this 
mystery  more  wonderful  still  is  the  consoling;  teach- 
ing of  our  Holy  Faith,  that  our  misery  drew  Him  down 
from  heaven :  that  He  became  man  to  make  us  children 
of  God;  that  He  became  poor  to  make  us  rich;  that 
He  humbled  Himself  that  we  might  be  exalted.  With 
what  true  spiritual  joy,  with  what  love  and  grati- 
tude towards  our  Infant  Redeemer  should  we  therefore 
celebrate  this  holy  season !  With  what  holy  care  and 
solicitude  should  we  prepare  our  hearts  for  His  recep- 
tion in  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist, 
where  He  renews  the  wonders  of  His  Incarnation,  and 
by  the  warmth  of  our  affection  make  Him  some  com- 
pensation for  the  coldness  and  indifference  with  which 
He  was  received  the  first  Christmas  Night!  "What," — 
we  should  exclaim,  with  the  royal  prophet, — "  what 
shall  I  return  to  the  Lord  for  all  He  has  given  to  me?" 
We  cannot,  like  the  wise  men,  lay  our  gifts  at  the  feet 
of  our  Infant  Saviour  Himself;  we  cannot,  like  Mary 
and  Joseph,  serve  Him  in  person.  Are  we  then  de- 
barred the  happy  privilege  of  succoring,  of  helping 
Him  witli  those  goods  with  which  His  bountiful 
hand  has  so  liberally  blessed  us?  No:  that  opportunity 
is  still  left  to  us.  For  although  He  is  no  longer  visibly 
amongst  us,  He  has  left  with  us  the  representatives  of 
His  poverty.  And  those  who  most  perfectly  repre- 
sent Him  in  His  destitute  and  helpless  infancy,  who 
therefore  most  urgently  appeal  to  our  generosity,  are 
the  poor  orphans.  "  He  that  receiveth  one  such  little 
one  receiveth  Me."  Shall  they,  or  rather  shall  our  new- 
born Saviour,  appeal  in  vain? 

The  number  of  orphans  is  very  great.  Many  poor 
emigrants,  not  accustomed  to  the  climate,  succumb  to 
their  incessant  labors  and  privations,  and  leave  a  large 
number  of  children  in  absolute  poverty — very  ofteu 
without  a  friend  or  relative.  Alas!  often  poor  children 
may  say,  with  the  Psalmist:  "For  my  lather  and  my 
mother  have  left  me."*  At  the  same  time,  so  many  ef- 
forts are  made  by  non-Catholics  puuinfidels  to  gain  pos- 
session of  Catholic  children,  and  to  alienate  them  from 
their  Holy  Faith.  How  many  who  are  now  iniidels  and 
Protestants  were  children  of  pious  Catholic  parents, 
who  in  losing  their  parents  lost  witli  them  their  faith! 
It  is  hard  enough  to  save  the  poor  orphans,  though  we 
give  them  in  our  asylums  a  good  Catholic  education, 
but  what  shall  become  of  them  if  allowed  to  grow  up 
without  religious  training  altogether?  Hence  we 


*  Ps.  xxvi,  10. 


must  provide  for  our  orphans,  not  only  to  saye  them 
from  hunger  and  want,  but,  far  more,  to  save  their  im- 
mortal  souls. 

We  have  a  temporary  Asylum  in  Renssalaer,  but  the 
small  frame  buildings  are  entirely  insufficient  to  ac- 
commodate the  orphans  of  our  diocese.  We  had  this 
last  year  in  our  Asylum  from  109  to  114  orphans,  and 
had  to  refuse  quite  a  number  because  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  find  room  for  them.  We  had  to  refuse,  although 
in  some  instances  we  had  reason  to  fear  that  these 
poor  children  would  be  brought  up  without  religion. 
At  the  same  time,  our  present  Asylum  is  in  the  most 
remote  part  of  the  diocese ;  it  is  very  expensive  to  send 
orphans  there,  or  to  bring  them  from  the  Asylum  to 
places  secured  for  them.  At  present  our  orphans  are 
not  seen,  and  by  many  seldom  thought  of;  30  much  so 
that  at  present  not  a  single  Society  exists  in  the  whole 
diocese  for  the  support  of  our  Orphan  Asylum. 

We  must  build  a  new  asylum  or  allow  many  poor 
orphans  to  perish,  body  and  soul.  As  the  number  of 
orphans  is  constantly  increasing,  it  would  be  a  useless 
expenditure  to  put  up  small  temporary  buildings; 
hence,  notwithstanding  the  poverty  of  our  diocese  and 
our  own  heavy  debt,  we  intend  to  build  a  new  and  sub- 
stantial asylum  next  year,  near  Lafayette,  that  will 
cost  about  $30,000;  and  afterwards,  as  soon  as  possible, 
another  one  near  Fort  Wayne,  so  as  to  have  one  asylum 
for  the  boys  and  another  for  the  girls,  near  the  prin- 
cipal cities  of  our  diocese,  where  the  orphans  can  be 
seen,  and  where  we  can  hope  to  hare  a  flourishing 
Orphan  Society  to  support  them. 

We  appeal  to  all  the  faithful  to  aid  us  in  this  noble 
work ;  we  appeal  in  the  name  of  the  poor  orphans,  who 
otherwise  will  be  lost  to  Faith;  we  appeal  in  the  name 
of  our  Infant  Saviour,  who  has  declared  that  He  will 
consider  what  is  done  to  these  little  ones  as  done  to 
Himself;  and  we  hope  not  to  appeal  in  vain. 

Charity  is  a  duty:  not  to  practice  it  is  enough  to  in- 
cur eternal  damnation.  "Depart  from  Me,  ye  cursed, 
into  everlasting  fire  ....  for  I  was  hungry  and  you  did 
not  give  Me  to  eat."f  Charity  is  the  greatest  virtue,  the 
distinctive  mark  of  being  a  child  of  God.  Charity  cov- 
ers a  multitude  of  tins,  almsd«eds  deliver  from  death. 
We  often  see  great  sinners  that  obtain  the  grace  of  con- 
version on  account  of  their  almsdeeds.  A  hundrdd- 
fold  reward,  and  eternal  life,  Christ  has  offered.  What 
inducements  to  be  charitable  could  be  held  out  tons 
greater  than  these  ?  and  who  is  more  worthy  of  our 
charity  than  the  poor  forsaken  orphan  ?  How  many  are 
well  off,  revel  in  luxury,  spend  large  sums  foolishly, 
whilst  crowds  of  poor,  homeless  orphans  are  losing  their 
faith  or  grow  upas  heathens!  How  many  are  rich  and 
have  no  children  of  their  own,  and  who  refuse  to  become 
a  father  to  the  poor  orphans!  How  many  that  are  well 
to  do  give  only  a  few  cents!  And  yet  it  is  given  to 
Christ  Himself;  the  orphans  are  His  representatives,— 
He  gave  the  last  drop  of  His  Blood  for  their  souls. 

We  request  the  Rev.  Clergy  to  do  all  they  can  to 
have  a  good  collection  for  the  orphans  on  Christmas 
Day,  and  also  otherwise  by  soliciting  contributions  to 
aid  us  in  building  the  new  Asylum.  We  request,  the 

t  St.  Matth.,  xxv. 
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faithful,  for  the  sake  of  Christ  Jesus,  our  sweet  Re- 
deemer, born  for  us  in  the  stable  of  Bethlehem,  to  con- 
tribute liberally  to  this  holy  object. 

We  order  this  our  Circular  to  be  read  in  every  church 
of  our  diocese  before  taking  up  the  collection  for  the 

orphans, 

4- JOSEPH  DWENGER, 

Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 
FORT  WAYNE,  December  10th,  1874. 


EASTER   COLLECTION   IN  THE  DIOCESE  OF   FORT  WAYNE 


Cathedral  Church  of 
the     Immaculate 

Conception, $318,61 

St.     Peter's,      Fort 

Wayne, 33,95 

Arcola, 28,70 

Logansport,  St.  Jo- 
seph's,    56,10 

Michigan  City, 100,00 

South  Bend,  St.  Pat- 
rick's,   79.60 

Dyer,     23,00 

Notre  Dame 42'00 

Laporte,  St.  Joseph's,  44,09 

Valparaiso, 89,25 

Hesse  Cassel, 33,50 

Fulton  and  Harrison,  27,00 

Attica  and  Missions,  51,31 

St.  John's,     -...  60,00 

Lafayette,  St.  Mary's,  174,34 

Bcsancon, 10,00 

Muncie 26,00 

Whittley 1190 

Oxford, 2000 

Blufton  Road, 25,25 

Plymouth 8768 

Kentland, 3315 

Delphi, 40.00 

Avilla,  37,00 

Girardot, 550 

Chesterton, 13.20 

M  on  terey, 4.25 

Cedar  Lake, 30,25 


St.   Mary's,    Fort. 

Wayne, $201,50 

St.    Paul's,     Fort 

Wayne, 87,04 

New  Haven, 81,40 

Columbia  City,....    27,00 

Pierceton, 11,50 

Union  City, 52,00 

Lafayette,  St.  Bon- 
iface's,   106,35 

South  Bend,  St.  Jo- 
seph's,      30,45 

Laporte  St.  Peter's.   32,00 

Crown  Point, 21,30 

Renssalaer, 7,45 

Elkhart    and  mis- 
sions      44,00 

Decatur, 52,00 

Turkey  Creek, 9,70 

La  srro, 27,10 

Anderson, 55,00 

Huntinjrton, 126,70 

Roanoke, 10,00 

Monroeville, 950 

Leo  and  Missions. .    21,50 

St.  Anthony's 16,00 

Lojransport,  St.  Vin- 
cent's  14000 

Kendallville, 1700 

Otys 31.60 

Winamac, 10,50 

Indian  Creek, 8,20 

Wabash, 20,00 


COLLECTION  FOR  THE   POPE  IN    THE  DIOCESE  OE  FORT 
WAYNE,   IND. 

Cathedral  Church  of  ,  New.  Haven,  $62,62 

the  Immaculate  Lafayette,  St.  Mary's,  67,38 

Conception $153,35  Lojransport,  St.  Jo- 

Loiransport,  St.  Vin-  soph's, 44,54 

cent's, 82,50  Laporte,  St.  Joseph's,17,50 

Laporte,  St.  Peter's, . .  .22,50    Hesse  Cassel, 25  00 

Fort  Wayne,  St.  Paul's, 35,16    Blufton  Road, 30,00 

Michigan  City, 55,00 

Turkey  Creek, 11,67 

St.  Anthony's, 14,20    Crawfordsville, 22,50 

Anderson, 26,00    Renssalaer, 14,70 

Crown  Point, 14,63 

Monterey 7,50 

South  Bend, 7500 

Columbia  City, 18,25 


Mishawaka, 43,00 

Kentland 36,90 


Arcola, 29,00 

Winamac, 7,00 

St.  John's,  (Lake  Co.)58,50 
Avilla, 32,30 


Peru, 54,00    Decatur, 41,00 

Monroeville 7,80    Lasrro, 20,00 

Wabash, 33,25    Elkhart 27,45 

Kendallville, 4,00    St.    Vincent's,    (Al- 
len Co.) 6,50 


The  New  Year. 

What  are  you  going  to  accomplish  during  the 
New  Year?  No  doubt  you  are  going  to  accom- 
plish something.  Time  was  given  you  to  profit  by, 
and  a  few  days  of  this  year  are  already  gone.  Will 
you  let  any  more  pass  by  without  determining  on 
what  they  shall  bring  you?  You  are  in  health  and 
strength,  there  is  every  probability  that  you  will  con- 
tinue so;  what  irregularities,  then,  are  you  going 
to  correct?  what  virtues  are  you  going  to  acquire? 
what  are  you  going  to  do  for  God?  what  are  you 
going  to  do  towards  your  improvement,  your  ad- 
vancement during  the  new  year  ?  You  come  from 
God,  you  belong  to  God,  you  will  return  to  God. 
Your  first  duty  then  is  a  duly  to  God!  He  is  the 
Author  of  your  existence:  He  has  every  claim  on 
you.  The  time  you  consume  in  reading  this,  is 
His  gift.  The  days,  weeks  and  months  of  this  new 
year,  which  you  are  going  to  map  out  and  profit 
by,  will  come  from  Him.  In  your  plan  and  dis- 
tribution of  them  you  will  not  then  forget  Him. 
Pay  Him  faithfully  the  homage  of  adoration,  of 
love,  and  of  prayer  which  you  owe  Him,  and  He 
will  bless  you  and  prosper  you,  make  you  firm  and 
constant  in  your  resolutions,  and.crown  your  un- 
dertakings with  success. 

Every  good  gift  comes  from  God.  We  do  not 
refer  all  things  to  Him;  we  do, not  consult  Him, 
and  we  wonder  why  life  is  so  full  of  ills,  why  we 
are  not  more  prudent,  more  just  and  upright,  more 
firm  and  constant,  more  moderate  and  temperate. 

LEX. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— The  Pope  continues  in  jrood  health. 

— Every  day  we  read  of  conversions  in  England. 

— Gov.  Dix  vetoed  the  bill  incorporating  the  Catholic 
Union. 

— A  Catholic  Congress  was  opened  at  Lille,  France 
Nov.  13th. 

— One  half  of  the  children  of  Rochester  attend  the 
Catholic  free  schools. 

—A  Lord  Camoys,  a  Lord  Acton  and  a  Mr.  Petrc  are 
the  only  Catholics  who  follow  Gladstone. 

— The  daughter  of  the  famous  Georgey,  leader  of  the 
Hungarians  in  '49,  has  become  a  Catholic. 

—The  members  of  the  Parish  of  St  Henry,  La.,  made 
a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes, 
Carroll  ton. 

—The  spire  of  the  Boston  Cathedral  will  be  300  feet 
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high,  that  of  St.  Xavier'a  Church,  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  will 
be  320  fuel. 

— In  Besancon,  France,  by  order  of  the  Bishop,  the 
Roman  Liturgy;  and  so  the  Gallican  Liturgy  passes 
away  for  ever. 

— The  Pope  will  not  recommend  the  Brizilian  Bishops 
lately  imprisoned,  to  resign.  So  the  cable  tells  us.  It 
would  be  strange  if  he  would. 

— Twenty-live  years  ago  Archbishop  Purcell  could 
not  find  a  house  in  which  to  say  Mass  in  Toledo. 
There  are  many  churches  there  now. 

— John  Ignatius  Cullen,  well  known  as  a  lecturer, 
died  in  Westerly,  R.  I ,  on  the  12th  of  December.  He 
was  connected  with  the  New  York  Tablet. 

— A  deputation  of  Catholic  ladies  from  England  vis- 
ited the  German  countesses  in  Munster,  lately,  fined  for 
sympathizing  with  the  BUhop  of  Paderborn. 

— After  the  Archbishop  of  Tyre  inpartibus,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Cincinnati  is  the  Senior  Assistant  at  the  Pon- 
tifical throne  when  the  Pope  celebrates  Mass. 

— Herr  Sigel,  Editor  of  the  Vaterland,  has  been  im- 
prisoned for  asserting  that  Kullman's  attempt  on  the 
life  of  Bismarck  was  a  sham.  There  is  liberty! 

— Mr.  Ithiel  Lawrence,  of  South  Hadley,  Mass.,  is  in 
possession  of  a  copper  plate  found  1863,  while  excavat- 
ing near  the  lower  part  of  the  mouth  of  the  harbor  of 
Castine,  Me.,  for  earthworks.  The  plate  bears  a  Latin 
inscription;  the  interpretation  is  as  follows:  "1668, 8th 
of  June,  I,  Friar  Leo,  of  Paris,  Capuchin  missionary,  laid 
this  foundation  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Holy  Hope." 

— The  Catholics  have  secured  a  partial  triumph  in 
Cleveland,  Ohio.  Religious  services  are  now  held 
every  otlfer  Sunday  by  Catholic  priests,  though  confes- 
sion is  withheld.  The  Catholic  Univrrse  credits  the 
partial  victory  to  the  exertions  of  Father  Kulen  and 
the  Catholic  Central  Association.  We  accord  to  them 
the  merit,  since  the  Universe  does  so;  but  we  believe 
that  much  credit  is  due  to  that  staurrch  Catholic  organ, 
which  does  not  shrink  from  defending  Catholic  inter- 
ests on  all  occasions.  The  Catholics  of  Cleveland — 
and  indeed  other  places — should  give  to  the  Catholic 
Universe  the  support  it  so  well  deserves.  Father 
Thorpe  wields  a  read}'  and  a  keen  pen,  which  makes 
his  articles  not  only  readable  but  of  influence  in  every 
quarter.  The  other  editorial  writers  are  of  first  class 
ability;  while  the  contributors  make  the  reader  inter- 
ested in  every  department.  There  are  few  Catholic 
papers  which  have  so  much  original  matter  of  a  high 
order  as  the  Universe. 


Rev.  Patrick  To&er. 

"  In  the  Bradford  (Pa.)  Argus  of  November  12th, 
we  find  the  following  reference  to  the  Rev.  Patrick 
Toner,  the  respected  pastor  of  Towanda,  whose 
recent  lecture  on  the  "  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Ireland  " 
afforded  so  much  pleasure  To  those  who  listened  to 
it  in  the  Cooper  Institute.  Such  a  tribute,  says  the 
Irish  American,  from  a  gentleman  who  does  not 
belong  to  the  Catholic  faith,  but  who  has  known 
Father  Toner  for  many  years  in  the  community  ot 
which  his  pastoral  labors  have  been  devoted,  shows 


how  highly  the  Kev.  gentleman  is  appreciated  by  all 
classes  wherever  he  is  known : — 

Rev.  Patrick  Toner  is  spoken  of  in  connection  with 
the  mitre.  Father  Toner  has  many  fi  lends  in  this  part 
of  the  country,  who  would  be  glad  to  see  him  raised  to 
the  dignity  of  a  Roman  Catholic  Bishop,  but  would  be 
sorry  to  see  him  leave  Towanda.  The  Kev.  -rentleman 
has  been  for  the  past  twelve  years  in  odf  towtt,  and 
during  that  time  has  endeared  himself  by  his  Integrity 
and  amiability  to  our  people  in  general,  of  all  relig. 
ious  denominations.  As  Catholic  pastor  of  a  widely, 
extended  congregation  over  the  hills  and  mountains  of 
Bradford  County,  he  was  always  most  vigilant  in  the 
discharge  of  his  ministerial  duties,  and  especially  in 
attending  "sick  calls."  We  Protestants  can  hardly 
realize  how  much  fatigue  a  Catholic  priest  endures  for 
his  congregation.  We  think  Father  Toner  is  well  qual- 
ifled  to  make  an  excellent  Catholic  Bishop.  He  is 
most  zealous  for  his  Church,  and  his  eloquent  sermons 
would  change  the  heart  of  the  hardest  and  vilest  sinner. 
As  an  orator  we  think  he  is  second  to  no  ecclesiastic 
in  the  United  States.  His  lecture  lately  delivered  in 
the  Cooper  Institute,  New  York,  was  an  exhibition  of 
singular  oratorical  power.  The  large  hall  was  filled 
to  its  utmost  completion,  and  hundreds  were  obliged 
to  go  away  who  could  not  <rain  admission.  We  are 
sorry  to  be  obliged  to  record  the  probable  departure 
of  Father  Toner  from  Towanda.  The  magnificent  new 
church  which  he  has  built  is  an  honor  taour  town  and 
an  everlasting  monument  of  his  untiring  zeal  and  en- 
ergy. We  wish  him  every  success,  and  we  know  that 
he  will  have  warm  friends  wherever  he  goes.  We 
heartily  tender  to  him  our  sincere  congratulations  on 
his  promotion  to  the  mitre.'' 


The  Progress  of  the  Church. 

The  Church  lias  made  a  steady  progessive  begin- 
ning with  the  conversion  of  St.  Paul  to  the  pres- 
ent hour.  In  Hie  epoch  of  persecutions,  we  have 
missions  to  India  and  to  Gaul.  The  ^Elhiopians 
are  converted  after  the  First  General  Council.  lu 
399,  there  is  the  mission  to  the  Scythians;  496,  con- 
version of  Clovis;  558,  conversion  of  the  Visigoths; 
596,  conversion  of  England;  648,  mission  to  the 
Low  Countries;  690,  mission  to  Friesland ;  725, 
the  Germans  are  converted;  in  778,  the  Saxons; 
in  826,  the  Danes;  Sweden,  in  830;  Russia,  in  847; 
Bulgaria,  in  855;  Bohemia,  in  880;  Poland,  964; 
Hungary,  1001 ;  and  so  on. 


THE  heart  of  a  Christian  should  be  a  tomb  for 
the  faults  of  his  friends. 

THE  praise  of  Mary  is  a  fountain  so  full  that 
the  more  it  extends  the  fuller  it  becomes,  and  the 
fuller  it  becomes  the  more  it  extends;  which  sig- 
nifies  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  so  great  and  sub- 
lime that  the  more  we  praise  her  the  more  there  is 
to  praise.'— St.  Alphomus  Liguori. 


Ave   Maria. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

PROM  THE  OTH  TO  THE  IGTH  OP  DECEMBER. 
*  One  hundred  and  seventy-four  letters  have  been 
entered  ou  our  register;  one  hundred  and  two  new 
Associates  have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has 
been  asked  for  sixty  six  individuals  and  one  local- 
it\r;  eighty-six  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended; special  favors  have  been  solicited  for 
thirty.eight  individuals,  one  congregation,  one 
community,  one  novitiate,  one  hospital,  eight 
schools  and  five  families. 

KAVOUS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"  Rev.  Father,  I  thank  you  very  much  for  the  water 
of  Lourdes  you  sent  me  about  a  year  ago;  it  has  re- 
lieved me  very  much.  Thanks  be  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin for  favors  I  have  obtained  where  there  Was  no 
earthly  help."  .  .  .  .  "  Mrs.  M'G — — •  is  entirely  cured  of 
the  infirmity  In  her  throat,  since  she  became  a  member 
of  the  Association;  it  was  most  dangerous,  and  threat- 
ened her  life.  I  myself  am  much  better  now,  after 
Covering  for  several  weeks  on  the  confines  of  eternity. 
j  got  over  that  attack,  and  was  very  much  relieved  by 
the  use  of  the  water  of  Lourdes."  ....  "The  vial 
you  sent  me  last  April  cured  me  of  a  severe  pain  in  my 
head.  I  gave  the  last  of  the  water  to  a  neighbor  who 
was  ill  with  cramp,  and  whosoou  after  using  the  water 
got  well." 

One  of  our  Rev.  friends  writes  thus: 
"Some  time  ago  I  wrote  you  asking  admission  to  the 
Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  ask- 
ing a  few  favors — amongst  them,  I  believe,  that  of  an 
improvement  in  my  health.  Thanks  to  God  and  Our 
Blessed  Mother,  my  health  did  improve  quite  consider- 
ably very  soon  after.  I  feel  confident  that  when  I  take 
some  of  the  miraculous  water  of  Lourdes  my  health 
will  still  further  improve." 

We  have  been  handed  the  following  and  deem 
it  not  unworthy  of  publication : 

NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  Dec.  16th,  1875. 

VBRT  REV.  FATHER: — A  few  days  ago,  on  the  evening 
of  Sunday,  Deeember  13th,  happening  to  visit  the  in- 
firmary here,  I  was  witness  to  an  incident  that  was  well 
calculated  to  renew  one's  fervor  in  these  days  of  cold 
materialism.  One  of  the  students  of  the  University  (of 
Notre  Dame)  was  taken  suddenly  ill  with  a  violent 
racking  pain  in  the  region  of  the  heart,  and,  the  doctor 
not  being  present  at  the  time,  it  was  supposed  by  some 
to  be  an  attack  of  heart-disease;  others  thought  it 
might  be  the  effect  of  exposure  and  a  severe  cold ; — but 
be  this  as  it  may,  the  pain  was  intense.  The  Sister  In- 
tirmarian  whose  Ion;;  experience  lias  rendered  her  an 
adept  in  medicine,  immediately  applied  a  strong  mus- 
tard plaster  to  the  part  affected  and  administered  suit- 
able remedies,  but  all  to  no  avail.  Finally  one  of  the 
five  or  six  persons  present  suggested  that  the  water 
from  the  Grotto  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  should  be  re- 
sorted to.  A  vial  of  it  being  procured,  a  portion  of  its 


contents  was  put  in  the  sufferer's  medicine;  but  it  pro- 
duced  no  visible  change  in  his  condition.  After  the 
mustard  plaster  had  been  on  for  fifteen  minutes  or  more 
it  was  deemed  advisable  to  remove  it.  All  this  time  the 
pain  continued  unabated.  As  the  plaster  was  slowly 

removed,   Rev.   Father    L rubbed   a   little   of  the 

water  of  Lourdes  on  the  breast  of  the  sufferer,  when 
he  immediately  cried  out  that  the  pain  was  moving  up- 
wards, though  continuing  as  violent  as  before.  In  a 
few  seconds,  however,  he  said  the  pain  was  all  gone; 
and  with  the  exception  of  a  headache  and  the  flaying 
of  the  mustard  plaster  he  was  perfectly  free  from  all 
traces  of  his  recent  agonizing  torture.  The  sufferer 
wits  not  aware  at  the  time  what  had  been  applied,  so 
that  the  force  of  imagination  could  not  be  said  to  have 
any  part  in  his  cure.  It  was  not  until  some  moments 
afterwards  that  he  was  made  aware  of  what  had  been 
rubbed  on  his  breast.  Tours,  etc.,C. 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MRS.  ELIZA  KELLET,  of  St.  Louis,  Mo; 
Mr.  BERNARD  and  DENIS  BRANEY,  Miss  JANE 
BRANKEY,  Mies  ANNA  McKiNXEY,  all  of  Jackson, 
Mich.;  MRS.  MULLIGAN,  of  Rome,  N.  Y. ;  MRS. 
ELIZABETH  DIBBE,  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  who  died 
on  the  9th  of  December,  1874,  being  80  years  of  age; 
her  death  was  most  edifying,  and  she  recceived  all 
the  rites  of  the  Church.  Mr.  John  O'Dwyer,  of 
Washington,  D.  C.,  a  member  of  the  Association 
and  a  subscriber  to  the  "  AVE  MARIA,"  who  died 
November  1st,  1874;  Miss  M.  SIMMONS,  of  Nor- 
folk, Ya. ;  MRS.  MARGARET  MCCARTHY,  who  de- 
parted this  life  at  Florence,  Oneida  Co.,  N.  Y.,  on 
the  24th  of  November,  1874. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Religious  News. 

DEATHS. 
PRIESTS. 

Dec.  12,  1874.— At  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  REV.  JOHN  L. 

O'KEEFE. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Nov.  3.— At  Newark,  N.  7.,  SISTEK  M.  FIRMINE,  of  the 

Sisters  of  Notre  Dame. 
Dec.  13. — At  Notre   Dame,  Ind.,  BROTHER  ANTHONY, 

(HENRY  Reissachcr),  of  the  Congregation  of  the 

Holy  Cross. 

RECEPTIONS. 

Nov. 22.— At  Fort  Smith,  Ark.,  Miss  Hannah  O'Connor 
(Sister  M.  Aloysius),  Miss  Bridget  Supple  (Sister 
M.  Bernard),  Johanna  Leahy  (Sister  M.  Joseph), 
of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 


THIS  short  prayer  of  invoking  the  names  of  JE- 
SUS and  MARY,  says  Thomas  a  Kempis,  is  as  easy 
to  retain  in  the  memory  as  it  is  sweet  to  consider, 
and  at  the  same  time  a  powerful  protection  to  who- 
ever uses  it  from  all  the  enemies  of  our  salvation. 


Ave  Maria. 
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An  Irish  Pilgrimage  to  Paray-le-Monial,  and 

to  the  "  Grotto  "  of  Our  Blessed  Lady  of 

Lourdes. 

To  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  DUBLIN  NATION: 

Sir:— Pius  IX,  the  glorious  and  beloved  Pontiff  of  the 
" Immaculate  Conception,"  has  blessed  nil  pious  pil- 
grimages, and  in  one  of  his  recent  and  venerated  ad- 
dresses recommended  a  great  love  for  them,  remind- 
ing us  that  we  were  pilgrims  on  earth,  weighed  down 
with  trials  and  afflictions,  and  that  we  should  be  ever 
wending  our  way  to  our  heavenly  country  in  the  prac- 
tices of  prayer.  Pilgrimages  are  neither  journeys  of 
pleasure  nor  of  curiosity,  but  exercises  of  piety  and 
penance;  they  should  then  be  performed  with  great 
faith,  fervor,  and  with  pure  and  holy  intentions;  for 
the  sanctification  of  our  souls,  for  the  conversion  of 
sinners,  and  in  particular  for  our  own  relatives  and 
friends;  for  the  triumph  of  the  Church — in  a  word,  to 
obtain  from  Almighty  God  the  spiritual  and  temporal 
graces  necessary  for  our  salvation.  Amongst  all  the 
pilgrimages  of  Mary,  that  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion holds  the  place  of  dignity  and  attraction. 

"The  sweet  name  of  Our  Blessed  Lady  of  Lourdes  is 
in  every  mouth,  her  love  in  all  hearts.  The  consecrated 
walls  of  the  magnificent  sanctuary  at  Lourdes  are 
draped  with  rich  and  costly  banners  from  every  nation, 
yet  we  miss  the  ever  graceful  banner  from  the  "Island 
of  Saints,"  that  peaceful  and  happy  country  so  loved 
and  blessed  by  the  great  Vicar  of  Christ  for  iis  unflinch- 
ing faith,  devotion  to  the  Most  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 
to  the  great  Mother  of  God,  and  fidelity  to  the  Holy 
See. 

"At  Lourdes,  the  pious  pilgrims  from  Erin's  lovely 
shores  are  welcomed  and  invited  to  mingle  their  holy 
prayers  and  rosaries  with  those  of  other  nations. 

"Mary,  who  proclaimed  by  her  own  sacred  lips  to 
Bernadette  that  she  was  "the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion," invites  all  her  children  to  come  to  her  feet  to 
receive  the  wonderful  blessings  and  graces  which  she 
bestows  upon  those  who  love  her.  She  bids  us  to 
drink  and  to  wash  at  her  sacred  fountain,  where 
cures  and  conversions  are  daily  witnessed.  Let  us  pre- 
pare to  depart,  then,  dear  pilgrims  of  Erin,  to  honor  the 
Most  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  to  which  Ireland  has  been 
recently  consecrated,  and  the  great  Immaculate  Queen 
of  Heaven;  also  to  celebrate  the  glorious  birth-clay  of 
our  beloved  Holy  Father,  to  implore  at  her  chosen 
grotto  his  long  preservation,  the  speed}'  triumph  of  the 
Church,  peace,  prosperity,  and  every  blessing  upon 
Ireland  and  her  faithful  children. 

"The  national  banner  to  be  presented  by  the  Celtic 
pilgrims  to  the  great  Sanctuary  of  Our  Blessed  Lady 
of  Lourdes  must  be  worthy  of  Erin. 

"In  order  to  gratify  your  readers,  we  now  give  a  brief 
description  of  the  proposed  banner,  which  will  surpass 
in  richness  and  artistic  embroidery  those  of  other  na- 
tions which  embellish  Mary's  matchless  sanctuary. 

"The  national  emblems  will  be  in  the  ancient  Celtic 
style— St.Patrick,  St.  Bridget  and  St.  Columbkille  round 
Our  Blessed  Lord,  with  His  Most  Sacred  Heart;  these 
emblems  richly  embroidered  in  real  gold  and  silks, 


stones  and  gems,  massive  green  and  gold  fringe  and 
tassels,  mounted  upon  a  mainiiliccnt  -ill  polo.  It  will 
be  seven  feet  long  and  four  wide.  This  banner  will 
be  executed  by  a  very  eminent  Irish  ecclesiastical  art- 
ist devoted  to  his  country. 

"As  the  cost  of  the  banner  will  require  to  be  guaran- 
teed previous  to  its  commencement,  we  invite  all  Celts 
to  contribute  toward*  this  national  pledge  of  our  great 
love  and  fidelity  to  our  glorious  Immaculate  Queen. 

"As  the  national  pilgrims'  offering  to  be  presented 
to  the  Holy  Father  will  come  from  this  fund,  we  trust 
that  the  subscriptions  will  be  as  generous  as  means 
may  permit.  All  foreign  pilgrimages  arc  conveyed  by 
third  class  rail  (clergy  included). 

"When  pilgrims  come  to  Lourdes  from  a  great  dis- 
tance they  remain  two  days — the  beautiful  church  is 
open  all  night — Masses  commence  at  midnight  and 
continue  without  intermission  (at  the  various  surround- 
ing chapels)  until  midday  by  pilgrim  priests;  during 
their  celebration,  thousands  of  petitions  (sealed  up) 
are  laid  on  the  altar,  deposited  by  those  clergy  en- 
trusted with  them.  After  Mass  they  are  burned,  or  re- 
turned to  the  senders,  if  required.  Confessions  are 
heard,  and  Holy  Communion  given. 

"All  pilgrims  take  their  own  provisions.  All  ar- 
rangements for  this  pilgrimage  will  be  formed  upon 
the  most  economical  principle,  such  as  travelling  by 
the  cheapest  mode.  No  hotel  or  lodging  accommoda- 
tion afforded.  (Pilgrims  desiring  such  will  please  to 
observe  that  it  must  be  at  their  own  expense).  By  this 
arrangement  a  greater  number  will  be  enabled  to  join 
the  pilgrimage  (travelling  being  the  sole  expense), 
and  much  anxiety,  labor  and  confusion  avoided. 

."It  is  particularly  requested  that  all  pilgrims  come 
in  modest  and  grave  attire,  black  being  generally 
adopted  on  such  religious  occasions. 

"No  luggage  will  be  permitted  except  a  small  hand- 
bag or  basket  for  provisions. 

"We  cordially  invite  the  noble  and  zealous  ex-Zou- 
aves to  honor  their  country  by  their  presence,  and 
bearing  the  national  banner  and  that  of  Pius  IX. 
If  the  pious  members  of  the  League  of  St.  Sebastian 
would  also  unite  in  this  sacred  cause,  we  should  give 
them  a  thousand  welcomes.  Those  who  may  desire 
to  contribute  towards  this  National  and  Papal  Fund, 
can  forward  their  donations  to  Mr.  David  McMahon, 
Paternoster  Row,  Cheapside,  London,  England;  or  to 
Mr.  L.  F'mney,  8  St.  James'  walk,  Clerkenwell  green, 
London,  where  a  list  of  subscribers  will  be  kept.  We 
solicit  a  speedy  response  to  this  invitation,  as  the 
execution  of  the  banner  will  require  some  months. 

"Circulars  will  be  shortly  issued  by  the  committee, 
to  be  distributed  among  the  Celts  in  England. 

"CELTIC  PJLGKIMS." 

For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

James  Easley,  Kittanning,  Pa., $10  00 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Easley,  Kittanning,  Pa., 10  00 

Mrs.  Mary  Burke,  Honesdale,  Pa., 10  00 

James  Heery,  Cascade,  Iowa 5  00 

Mrs.  Mary  Fenton    and  Children,    Bertram!, 
Michigan.    (Correction) 1000 
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Ave  Maria. 


Notre  Dame  de  la  Treille. 

[CONTINUED.] 

On  the  20th  of  last  June  a  little  party  of  pil- 
grims left  B with  fervent  hearts,  intending  to 

share  in  the  gladness  of  the  next  day's  festival. 
A  pleasant  though  uneventful  journey  brought 
them  in  about  four  hours  to  Lille,  and  they  found 
the  whole  town  in  a  state  of  joyous  excitement, 
which  expressed  itself  rather  in  eager  preparation 
for  the  morrow  than  in  exuberance  of  words.  It 
seemed  to  the  travellers  that  the  Lillois  very  much 
resemble  the  English — probably  in  consequence 
of  the  Flemish  element  in  their  composition,  for 
they  have  a  certain  cold  but  most  effectual  enthu- 
siasm quite  different  from  the  passionate  elfin  of 
the  French.  Their  motto  would  appear  to  be, 
"Deeds  show,"  for  their  deeds  on  this  occasion 
were  striking  proofs  of  their  deep  religious  feel- 
ing. The  streets  were  already  decorated,  houses 
were  adorned  with  blue  and  white  hangings,  fes- 
toons and  twitched  draperies;  sometimes  a  curtain 
of  verdure  would  hide  the  unsightliness  of  a  long 
gre)'  wall,  or  the  dwelling  of  one  too  poor  for  cost- 
lier ornament,  while  another  facade  would  disap- 
pear behind  a  snowy  flower-besprinkled  veil.  In 
one  place,  at  the  junction  of  two  great  thorough- 
fares, a  rope  went  right  across  the  way,  support- 
ing four  large  banners  as  if  to  greet  the  procession 
in  its  advance.  Flags — "oriflammes"  they  call 
the  smaller  ones — were  waving  gaily  from  many 
windows.  The  colors  were  generally  white  and 
blue  with  silver  stars,  but  occasionally  the  tri- 
color proclaimed  that  France,  republican  though 
she  be,  has  not  forgotten  her  old  title,  "Kingdom 
of  Mary."  And  yet  oftener  did  the  Pontifical 
white  and  yellow,  blending  with  the  azure  banner 
of  Heaven's  Empress,  associate  the  Pope  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  with  the  triumph  of  her 
whose  high  prerogative  he  Uas  declared  an  article 
of  faith.  Garden-railings  were  entwined  with 
green  garlands;  those  in  front  of  one  large  man- 
sion upheld  the  motto  "  Gloire  a  Marie,"  all 
wrought  with  flowers.  Triumphal  arches  were 
raised  in  various  places,  bearing  the  inscription 
"  Veni  coronaberis,"  and  others  of  the  same  kind. 

Tall  poles  were  fixed  at  the  distance  of  ten 
metres  from  each  other  along  the  splendid  Boule- 
vard de  la  Liberte;  an  interminable  chain  of  arti- 
ficial roses  stretched  between  them,  forming  adeli- 
cate  ideal  cordon  of  respect.  Yet  it  must  be  owned 
that  here  and  there  a  few,  very  tew  houses  belong- 
ing to  radicals  or  enemies  of  religion,  stood  con- 
spicuous  in  their  native  ugliness;  they  did  not,  how- 
ever, mar  the  general  effect.  During  that  busy 
afternoon  one  doubt  agitated  all  hearts — would  the 
weather  be  favorable?  Some  shook  their  heads; 


it  had  rained  the  night  before,  and  until  noon  that 
day.  The  sun  was  then  bright — but  would  it 
shine  on  the  morrow?  Others  undauntedly  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative.  A  good  priest  remem- 
bered that  in  1854  it  had  poured  till  within  ten 
minutes  of  the  hour  fixed  for  the  procession,  which, 
nevertheless,  set  out,  at  the  desire  of  one  of  the 
Bishops.  His  faith  was  rewarded,  for  presently 
the  sky  cleared,  and  the  sun  shone  out  in  splendor. 
This  anecdote  reassured  every  one,  and  in  fact 
when  the  joyous  peals  of  all  the  church  bells 
awakened  us  next,  morning  we  opened  our  eyes 
to  dazzling  sunshine  and  the  luminous  azure  of 
a  cloudless  sky.  There  was  a  litlle  breeze,  j-et  no 
danger  of  feeling  cold,  as  anxious  friends  had 
feared.  We  heard  our  .Mass  of  obligation  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion  at  St.  Catherine's,  where 
the  miraculous  image  remained  from  18'Jo  till  1872. 
On  the  very  night  of  its  removal  thence,  occurred, 
in  the  orphanage  directed  by  the  Sisters  of  Charity 
in  that  very  parish,  and  almost  in  the  next  street, 
the  cure,  effected  by  no  human  agency,  of  a  poor 
young  girl,  after  a  novena  to  Notre  Dame  cle 
Lourdes.  It  looked  as  if  Our  Blessed  Lady  meant 
to  show  that  she  still  desired  her  children  of  St. 
Catherine's  to  honor  her,  though  under  a  different 
title.  The  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  has 
since  then  increased  very  much  in  the  town,  and 
in  this  church  a  magnificent  altar  dedicated  to  her 
will  be  erected. 

Instead  of  attending  High  Mass  at  Notre  Dame 
de  la  Treille,  we  went  to  the  church  of  the  Domini- 
can Fathers  that  we  might  hear  Monsignor  Capel 
pi-each  to  the  English  pilgrims  and  residents.  It 
would  be  presumptuous  to  praise  such  eloquence 
or  to  attempt  a  summary  of  the  discourse.  He 
said  that  we  had  left  our  country  and  come  to  the 
city  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  join  its  inhabitants  in 
celebrating  her  triumph  ;  he  spoke  of  the  pilgrim- 
ages of  ancient  times,  he  alluded  to  that  of  our 
own  St.  Thomas,  and  to  the  presence  of  another  ex- 
iled, persecuted  Bishop,  Monsignor  Mermillod. 

Then  he  drew  our  attention  to  the  progress  of 
Catholicity  in  England,  yet  warned  us  not  to  forget, 
in  our  own  gladness,  the  sufferings  of  the  Church 
in  other  lands,  reminding  us  especially  to  pray  for 
the  Holy  Father's  deliverance.  At  the  same  time 
he  showed  us  that  the  invariable  effect  of  persecu- 
tion was  the  revival  of  faith,  exemplified  in  our 
days  by  the  reawakening  of  religious  feeling  in 
France  and  in  other  countries  as  well  as  in  our 
own,  and  by  the  beautiful  Catholic  demonstrations 
which  now  take  place  every  day.  After  Mass  the 
English  pilgrims,  who  had  sung  hymns  at  intervals 
during  the  Holy  Sacrifice,  left  the  church,  and  we 
returned  to  dine  at  the  primitive  hour  of  11.30  a.m. 
Then  those  who  were  to  walk  in  the  procession 


Maria. 


hastened  to  prepare,  and  others  to  take  possession 
of  the  windows  which  they  had  engaged  before- 
hand. At  1.30,  all  the  bells  rang  out  again,  as  a  sig- 
nal that  the  members  of  the  different  groups  should 
repair  to  their  several  places  of  rendezvous.  When 
each  contingent  was  complete  it  started  to  join  the 
main  body,  falling  into  the  appointed  order  as  it 
came  up. 

It  is  said  that  on  that  day,  Lille  sheltered  100,- 
000  strangers,  30,000  of  whom  wore  Parisians. 
Whether  this  be  an  exaggeration  or  not,  the  streets 
were  thronged  with  spectators,  all  in  a  state  of  joy- 
ous expectation.  They  covered  the  pavements, 
filled  the  windows,  and  even  occupied  such  avail- 
able space  as  they  could  find  upon  the  roofs.  Some 
leaned  over  from  the  latter  positions  in  a  reckless 
way,  that  terrified  those  below;  but  no  accident 
happened. 

[TO   BK    CONTINUED.] 


True  Stories  For  Little  Children. 


No.  1. 

THE    HAIL    MARY. 
Or,  Little  Children  Pray — And  Its  Results. 

BY  E.  R.  P. 

We  love  to  amuse  little  children  by  relating  en- 
tertaining and  instructive  tales  to  them,  and  we 
always  aim  to  find  some  true  incident  to  tell  them. 
The  one  which  we  are  about  to  relate,  as  well  as 
those  which  will  follow,  are  known  to  us  as  having 
happened,  and  we  hope  will  impress  our  little 
friends  who  may  read  them  with  asense  of  the  value 
of  prayer,  and  the  love  entertained  by  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  for  all  little  children  who  seek  her  protec- 
tion. 

In  the  pleasant  little  town  of  L was  situated 

a  Catholic  church,  whose  holy  pastor  took  great 
pleasure  in  instructing  the  children  of  the  congre- 
gation. Among  those  who  attended  his  Catechism 
Class  were  two  interesting  little  boys,  Henry  and 
Charles  Morton,  the  sous  of  a  Protestant  father  and 
a  Catholic  mother.  They  were  unusually  good  and 
obedient  children,  and  learned  from  their  good 
past  or  and  piousmother  to  have  great  confidence 
in  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to  whom  they  prayed  fer- 
vently for  their  father's  conversion.  But  so  bitterly 
was  the  gentleman  opposed  to  the  faith  of  his  wife 
that  he  would  not  even  attend  church  nor  seek  to 
acquaint  himself  with  the  teachings  of  the  Catho- 
lic faith. 


Mr.  Morton,  the  father  of  the  little  boys,  rarely 
returned  from  his  place  of  business  before  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  generally  dining  from 
home,  and  it  had  been  the  practice  of  the  pious 
young  mother  to  teach  her  children  every  day  at  the 
dinner  hour,  when  they  met  at  the  table,  to  clasp 
their  little  hands,  bow  their  young  heads,  and  say 
a  fervent  "Hail  Mary,"  for  the  safe  return  of 
papa,  home,  at  night. 

One  summer  morning,  the  happy  father  kissed 
mamma  and  the  little  ones,  and  went  gaily  off  to 
his  business,  saying  he  would  not  return  until 
night,  as  he  was  compelled  to  accompany  a  gentle- 
man some  distance  into  the  country. 

When  the  dinner  hour  arrived,  Henry  and  Charles 
could  not  be  found.  Mrs.  Morton  sent  a  servant  in 
search  of  them,  who  discovered  them  playing  with 
some  little  friends  in  a  neighboring  yard. 

Being  good  little  boys,  they  were  very  sorry  to 
have  kept  their  mamma  waiting,  and  hastened 
home.  When  they  reached  the  dining-room,  they, 
as  usual,  blessed  themselves,  and  said  the  "Hail 
Mary"  for  papa. 

"Come,  my  little  sons,"  said  the  good  mother; 
"it  is  two  hours  after  your  dinner-time,  and  you 
are  very  late  praying  for  papa  to-day." 

"Do  you  think  that  makes  any  difference, 
mamma?"  asked  Henry,  the  elder  of  the  children. 

"Of  course  it  does,  Henry;  the  Blessed  Virgin 
wants  us  to  come  home  at  the  right  lime,  and  not 
play  until  we  forget  our  prayers,"  interrupted  lit- 
tle Charley. 

The  mother  smiled,  leaving  the  boys  to  settle  the 
matter  between  themselves. 

Night  gathered  around  the  little  family,  but  the 
accustomed  hour  did  not  bring  papa. 

At  first  the  mother  thought  lie  had  been  unex- 
pectedly detained,  and  felt  no  uneasiness;  but  as 
it  grew  later  she  became  uneasy.  Ten,  eleven, 
twelve,  o'clock  struck;  the  little  ones,  weary  of 
watching,  had  gone  to  sleep.  Mrs.  Morton,  now 
seriously  alarmed,  sat  by  the  open  window.  At 
last  the  familiar  step  was  heard  and  the  long- 
expected  father  entered  the  room. 

"Oh,  how  could  you  stay,  and  make  us  all  so 
uneasy  ? "  asked  the  anxious  wife. 

Greatly  agitated,  the  gentleman  replied:  "Be 
thankful,  Alice,  that  I  am  home  now ;  it  is  a  mere 
accident  that  I  have  lived  to  return.  After  leaving 
you  this  morning,  I  started  at  once  with  my  poor 
friend,  John  Stanley,  for  S .  We  had  a  pleas- 
ant drive,  and  set  out  on  our  return ;  the  horse  be- 
came frightened  at  the  whistle  of  the  down  train, 
and  plunged  forward  with  wild  speed.  We  were 
both  thrown  violently  over  the  side  of  the  hill, 
which  you  know.  For  an  instant  I  was  stunned, 
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but  soon  recovered ;  and  going  to  where  my  friend 
lav,  found  him  insensible  and  badly  injured.  Call- 
ing for  assistance,  I  soon  had  him  removed  to  a 
farmer's  house,  where  he  expired  in  an  hour.1' 

And  the  gentleman  sank  back  exhausted,  as  he 
ended  the  sad  narrative. 

"Oh!  how  thankful  we  should  be  for  God's 
mercy!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Morton.  "And  tell  me, 
dear,  at  what  hour  this  happened  r" 

"Just  exactly  at  two  o'clock,  Alice;  for  it  is  at 
that  hour  the  train  is  due. 

A  beautiful  smile  came  over  the  face  of  the 
Catholic  wife,  as  she  spoke : 

"Then,  dear  husband,  your  wonderful  escape  is 
due  to  the  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  for  it 
was  at  that  hour  our  little  children  raised  their 
voices  in  prayer  to  her  for  your  protection  and 
safety ;  they  had  been  playing,  forgot  their  dinner, 
and  did  not  come  home  at  the  usual  hour.  I  re- 
member it  struck  two  o'clock  just  as  they  ended 
the  '  Hail  Mary  for  papa.' " 

For  a  moment  the  gentleman  looked  thoughtful ; 
then  he  spoke : 

"Dear  Alice,  my  preservation  was  so  marvellous 
that  I  do  indeed  believe  it  was  through  the  special 
protection  of  Heaven ;  and  I  will  at  length  listen 
to  your  prayer,  as  I  should  long  since  have  done, 
go  with  you  to  church,  and  receive  the  instructions 
of  your  good  pastor." 

Ever  after,  the  "  Hail  Mary  "  was  daily  recited  in 
the  home  of  the  Mortons  by  Henry  and  Charley, 
and  the  other  little  ones  who  came  in  the  course  of 
years,  in  thanksgiving  for  "papa's  conversion"; 
and  when  he  was  at  home,  most  fervently  did  he 
join  in  the  simple  prayer  to  Mary. 


The  Slave's  Reward. 

In  the  year  1648,  a  nobleman  of  Naples  had  a 
slave  named  Abel,  who  was  an  obstinate  Mahome- 
tan. This  slave  however  had  quite  an  affection  for 
an  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  which  was  painted 
on  the  wall  in  the  nobleman's  garden,  and  took 
great  pleasure  in  lighting  the  lamps  before  it.  In 
reward  for  this  attention,  the  Blessed  Virgin  ap- 
peared to  him,  with  St.  Joseph,  and  told  him  to  be- 
come a  Christian;  she  taught  him  also  to  make 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross,  and  promised  to  console  him 
in  all  his  afflictions.  How  grateful  and  kind  is 
Our  Blessed  Mother,  thus  to  recompense  even  the 
smallest  act  done  in  her  honor ! 


The  Ministry  of  Angels. 


UNDER  his  little  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to 
whom  he  was  so  devout.  Blessed  John  Berchinans 
wrote :  "  I  shall  never  rest  till  I  have  a  tender  love 
for  Mary  my  Mother." 


St.  Maieul,  while  returning  from  Rome  to  Cluny, 
was  taken  prisoner  by  the  Saracens  in  the  pass  of 
Mt.  St.  Bernard,  and  carried  to  a  town  situated  on 
the  banks  of  the  Dranu.  They  put  chains  on  his 
feet,  and  cast  him,  together  with  his  companions, 
into  a  dungeon;  but  he  knew  bjr  revelation  that 
his  captivity  would  not  be  long.  Twice  the  chains 
by  which  he  was  bound  were  broken  by  angels. 
This  not  being  sufficient  to  move  his  captors,  the 
blessed  spirits  struck  fear  into  them  by  appearing 
and  putting  many  to  death.  The  rest  in  great 
alarm  released  the  servant  of  God  and  demanded 
baptism.  They  said  they  had  often  heard  celestial 
music  in  the  prison  during  the  saint's  captivity. 
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Calendar  of  the  Week. 

JANUARY. 

Saturday,  2. — Octave  of  St.  Stephen. 

Sunday,  3. — Octave  of  St.  John,  Apostle  and  Evan- 
gelist. 

Monday,  4. — Octave  of  Holy  Innocents. 

Tuesday,  5.— Vigil  of  Epiphany.  St.  Telesphorus 
P.  M. 

Wednesday,  6.— EPIPHANYOF  OUR  LORD.  (Ho- 
lyday  of  obligation.) 

Thursday,  7.— Of  the  Octave. 

Friday,  8.— Of  the  Octave. 

Saturday,  9.— Of  the  Octave. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  HE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Crib  of  Bethlehem. 

In  one  of  our  last  numbers,  we  promised  our 
readers  to  return  with  them  to  the  Crib  of  Bethle- 
hem. We  trust  it  is  time  yet  to  redeem  our  prom- 
ise. To  say  "  return  to  Bethlehem  "  is  scarcely  cor- 
rect, for  it  would  imply  that  we  had  left  it ;  which 
for  most  of  us  is,  fortunately,  the  reverse  of  the 
truth.  Is  there  on  earth  a  spot  more  lovely,  more 
enchanting  ?  Who  does  not  love  to  linger  around 
it,  with  the  innocent  shepherds  and  the  faithful 
kings  from  the  East  ?  The  angels  are  yet  hovering 
over  it  with  their  new  song,  "  Gloria  in  excelsis 
Deo,  et  in  term  pax  homiiiibus  bonce  voluntatis. 
"Peace  to  men  of  good  will."  Oh,  the  precious 
and  rare  boon !  who  would  refuse  it  ?  Is  it  not  the 
greatest  blessing  man  can  enjoy  upon  earth? 
Peace  was  the  first  heavenly  gift  announced  on  the 
day  which  opened  a  new  era  to  mankind,  as  it  was 
the  first  wish  Our  Blessed  Lord  Himself  expressed 
to  His  Apostles  on  the  day  of  His  Resurrection 
from  the  tomb.  But  this  unspeakable  gift,  which 
exceeds  all  that  can  be  felt  or  expressed,  is  granted 
to  man  on  one  absolute  and  inexorable  condition : 
bonce  voluntatis — that  of  good  will;  which  here 
means  a  ready,  willing  faith  in  the  mystery  which 
now  claims  the  submission  of  our  proud  reason ; 
otherwise,  that  is  to  say,  unless  we  bow  before  that 
little  new-born  Babe  and  acknowledge  Him  from 
our  inmost  hearts  for  our  Saviour  and  our  God,  we 
shall  have  no  share  in  the  countless  blessings  He 
brings  down  with  Him,  and  it  will  be  said  of  us 
also  that  "He  came  among  His  own  and  they 
knew  Him  not."  Should  it  be  possible  that  a 
single  reader  of  Our  Blessed  and  sweet  Mother's 
Journal  were  to  be  reckoned  among  such?  that 
our  dear  Jesus  should  not  be  a  Saviour  for  him  ? 
With  our  whole  heart  we  repudiate  the  thought,  and 
love  to  believe  that  He  who  delights  in  the  praises 
of  the  Virgin  Mother  will  abundantly  share  in  the 


saving  favors  of  her  Divine  Son.    With  these  few 
preparatory  remarks  we  enter  upon  our  subject. 

Some,  perhaps  many,  among  our  readers,  will  be 
startled  by  the  objections  or  questions  we  purpose 
answering:  so  much  the  better  will  they  be  pre- 
pared to  follow  our  arguments  to  the  last. 

First,  how  is  it,  or  rather  how  did  it  come  to  pass, 
that  two  hundred  millions  of  men,  and  more,  have 
admitted  and  believed  that  a  young  woman  actu- 
ally brought  forth  a  child  and  remained  a  virgin  ? 
That  having  been  seen  married,  and  then  with 
child  for  the  ordinary  term  of  nine  months,  still 
she  was  believed  to  have  remained  a  virgin  ?  That 
after  nourishing  her  child  with  the  milk  of  her 
breasts,  still  she  remained,  in  the  firm  belief  of  all, 
a  pure  and  perfect  virgin  ?  Who  will  account  for 
such  an  extraordinary  admission?  Who  will  ex- 
plain this  strange  and  yet  universal  and  undoubted 
act  of  faith? 

With  this  new  year  we  start  likewise  with  the 
first  principles  of  our  holy  faith.  Lovely  as  the 
Divine  little  Babe  appears  to  us  in  His  humble 
crib,  still  He  begins,  as  soon  as  we  approach,  to  ex- 
act from  us  even  more  than  any  king  ever  exacted 
from  his  subjects;  viz.:  the  total  submissiop  of  our 
stubborn  senses  and  proud  faculties.  Indeed  it  is 
evident  enough  that  if  we  consult  only  our  senses 
and  the  light  of  human  reason,  or  the  ordinary  laws 
of  nature,  no  intelligent  man  could  have  listened 
to  the  above  declarations  as  revealed  truths,  for 
they  simply  shock  the  experience  of  our  senses, 
plainly  oppose  the  dictates  of  our  reason,  and 
entirely  set  aside  the  very  laws  of  nature.  Now  to 
the  proofs :  This  being  an  article  of  faith,  we  could 
never  have  known  it  had  it  not  come,  like  all  other 
points  of  our  faith,  from  God  Himself.  Not  one  of 
them  can  be  called  the  product  of  this  earth,  nor  an 
invention  of  the  human  mind ;  they  all  transcend 
reason ;  they  could  never  be  reached  by  it  had  not 
the  Eternal  Father  of  Light  brought  them  to  our 
minds  and  revealed  them  to  our  faith.  Among 
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them  we  find  some,  not  only  above  reason,  but  even, 
at  least  apparently,  directly  in  opposition  thereto; 
and  it  thus  happens  that  the  human  intellect,  which 
is  too  weak  to  conceive  them,  seeks  for  proofs  to  op- 
pose them,  in  order  to  be  justified  in  denying  them. 
Of  this  number,  more  perhaps  than  any  other,  is 
the  Mystery  now  before  us.  Hence,  probably,  the 
multitude  and  clearness  of  the  evidences  by  which 
it  is  supported. 

To  prepare  mankind  to  believe  this  wonder,  God 
in  His  Wisdom,  caused  it  to  be  announced  long  be- 
forehand by  His  prophets,  at  sundry  times  and 
places.  Many  centuries  in  advance,  Isaias  had 
prophesied  that  "a  Virgin  would  conceive  and 
bring  forth  a  Son":  " Ecce  Virgo  concipiet  et 
par  let  Fili  um  et  cocabitur  Emmanuel";*  which 
means  "God  with  us";  or  in  other  words,  God  and 
man  united  together  in  the  Person  of  the  Divine 
Child  to  be  born  of  a  Virgin.  Here  we  are  assured 
by  God's  inspired  messenger  that  a  Virgin  shall 
conceive  and  bring  forth  a  Son  and  remain  a  vir- 
gin. Hence  the  same  prophet,  bewildered,  as  it 
were,  and  dazzled  by  the  greatness  of  the  wonder 
he  had  announced,  cries  out,  as  if  beside  himself: 
•' Generationem  ejus  quis  enarrabit!"  "Who  will 
explain  His  generation!  "f  Here  Isaias  places  this 
unspeakable  generation  beyond  the  reach  of  every 
created  intellect ;  could  he  show  more  evidently  its 
marvellous  character  ? 

It  is  true  the  prophet  does  not  say  in  so  many 
words  that  she  shall  remain  a  Virgin ;  but  a  casual 
advertence  to  the  circumstances  of  the  text  will  not 
leave  a  shadow  of  doubt  on  the  subject.  God  had 
promised  to  King  Achaz  a  great  favor,  which  was 
hardly  believed  in.  To  convince  Achaz,  Isaias  says : 
"Ask  a  sign  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  either  unto  the 
depth  of  hell,  or  unto  the  height  above."  The 
meaning  of  which  obviously  is :  Ask  of  the  Lord 
the  most  astonishing  wonder,  the  most  marvellous 
sign  or  miracle  you  can  think  of.  Look  everywhere, 
from  the  highest  heaven  to  the  deepest  bottom  of 
hell,  and  ask  for  the  greatest  imaginable  prodigy. 
"I  will  ask  no  sign,"  replies  Achaz ;  "  I  will  not  tempt 
the  Lord."  Then  Isaias  rejoins :  "  If  thou  wilt  not 
ask  thyself  a  sign,  listen,  O  House  of  David !  The 
Lord  Himself  will  give  you  a  sign,  and  such  a 
stupendous  one  that  the  whole  world  will  won- 
der at  it;  such  an  unheard  of  prodigy  that  the 
world  never  saw,  nor  will  ever  see  its  like;  a  mir- 
acle so  astounding  that  angels  as  well  as  men  will 
admire  it":  "Ecce  Virgo  concipiet /" — "Behold  a 
Virgin  shall  conceive  and  bring  forth  a  Son  and  He 
shall  be  called  Emmanuel."  In  presence  of  this 
new  and  unheard  of  wonder,  the  prophet  himself 
pauses  awestruck,  and  exclaims :  "  Quis  enarrabit!  " 
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[  "Who  shall  declare  His  generation! "  But  where  is 
I  the  great  wonder?  where  the  stupendous  miracle 
which  no  human  lips  can  declare,  if  the  Mother  of 
the  Emmanuel  is  not  all  we  claim  for  her  in  the  con- 
ception and  in  the  bringing  forth  of  her  Divine 
Babe?  Where  is  the  wonder,  if  the  Virgin  of 
Nazareth  became  a  Mother  like  all  other  mothers, 
losing  her  virginity  ?  If  the  prophet  only  meant 
that  she  would  bring  forth  a  Son  and  lose  by  it  the 
seal  of  her  virginity,  as  all  other  women  who  be- 
come mothers  do,  wrhere  is  the  prodigy  ?  such  an 
event  would  be  an  ordinary  occurrence,  but  not  the 
one  announced,  and  at  which  the  whole  world 
must  wonder. 

When  Almighty  God  promises  an  unheard  of 
prodigy,  a  miracle  of  His  omnipotence,  no  one, 
most  undoubtedly,  will  look  for  an  ordinary  thing, 
which  follows  the  course  of  simple  nature.  A 
young  woman  who  conceives  a  child  at  the  cost  of 
her  virginity  is  simply  an  ordinary  occurrence; 
but  a  virgin  who  conceives  without  any  detriment 
to  the  seal  of  her  virginity  is  a  miracle  possible 
only  to  God.  Again :  A  woman  who  brings  forth  a 
son  and  becomes  a  mother,  ceasing  thereby  to  be 
a  virgin,  is  the  common  rule ;  but  when  a  virgin 
brings  forth  a  son  and  at  the  same  time  remains  a 
virgin  as  before,  it  is  an  unheard  of  miracle,  which 
God  alone  can  work.  Therefore,  when  Almighty 
God  promised  Achaz,  the  king,  a  prodigy  the  most 
wonderful  the  world  had  ever  seen,  He  meant  not 
an  ordinary  mother,  but  a  virgin  mother ;  He  meant 
our  august  Mary,  the  lovely,  the  sweet  Mother  of 
Jesus,  as  we  find  her  in  Bethlehem,  as  we  find  her 
in  the  loving  hearts  of  her  countless  children  ever 
since  and  all  over  the  world,  uniting  in  her  person, 
by  a  most  astonishing  miracle,  the  joys  of  mater- 
nity with  the  glory  of  virginity. 

Another  prophet  testifies  to  the  same  truth.  It  is 
Jeremias  who  tells  us :  "  Creatit  Dominus  notum  su- 
per terrain;  fcemina  circumdabit  virum."  *  Listen, 
O  men  of  Israel:  "the  Lord  shall  create  a  new 
prodigy  upon  the  earth :  a  woman  shall  bear  a  man 
in  her  womb  " ;  it  will  not  be  an  ordinary  child, 
that  would  be  nothing  new,  but  it  vrill  be  a  Man 
already  perfect,  which  visibly  can  be  true  but  of 
Mary  and  her  Divine  Son.  For  there,  in  the  womb 
of  His  virginal  Mother,  He  was  as  perfect,  as  full 
of  wisdom  and  sanctity,  as  when  teaching  later  on 
in  the  temple.  C 'remit  Dominus:  It  will  be  God's 
own  creation;  not  any  man's  creation,  which 
again  would  be  no  new  thing.  The  text  is  clear: 
"  The  Lord  hath  created  a  new  thing  " :  here  is  the 
new  prodigy,  that  without  any  man's  concourse  a 
woman  will  become  a  mother  and  thus  unite  in 
herself  the  double  glory  of  a  virgin  and  a  mother. 

*  Jer.,  xxxi. 
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She  is  named  here  woman,  to  show  that  she  really 
is  the  Mother  of  Jesus ;  instead  of  Virgin,  because 
from  this  expression  the  word  creavit,  created, 
might  have  led  to  believe  that  He,  the  Lord  alone, 
created;  as  though  the  Incarnation  being  exclu- 
sively God's  work,  Mary  had  no  share  in  the  for- 
mation of  the  Man-God ;  while  in  truth  she  is  as 
much  His  Mother  as  God  is  His  Father. 

To  the  above  testimonies  we  will  add  a  third  one. 
and  close  our  remarks.  This  time  it  is  Ezechiel, 
who  prophesies  as  follows : 

"  And  the  Lord  said  to  me :  This  gate  shall  be 
shut:  it  shall  not  be  opened;  and  no  man  shall 
pass  through  it ;  because  the  Lord  the  God  of  Is- 
rael hath  entered  in  by  it :  and  it  shall  be  shut  for 
the  prince*." 

The  Holy  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Church  are 
unanimous  iu  declaring  that  the  sanctuary  alluded 
to  by  Ezechiel  is  no  other  than  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin ;  for  she  was  indeed  the  tabernacle  in  which 
the  true  Ark  of  alliance,  the  Incarnate  Word, 
rested.  By  the  eastern  door  they  understand  the 
temporary  birth  of  the  Son  of  God ;  and  by  that 
door  which  ever  remains  closed,  they  say  the 
prophet  typified  the  perfect  integrity  of  the  Vir- 
ginal womb,  after  the  birth  of  the  Saviour  as  well 
as  before.  St.  Augustine  resumes  them  all  in  the 
following  clear  and  positive  words : 

"What  signifies,"  he  asks,  "that  the  door  of  the 
sanctuary  is  ever  closed,  if  not  that  Mary  was  to 
remain  ever  Virgin  ?  What,  again,  is  meant  by 
these  words  that '  man  shall  not  pass  through  that 
door,'  except  that  Joseph,  her  spouse,  never  vio- 
lated her  integral  virginity  ?  and  again,  what  mean 
these  other  words,  that '  the  Lord  alone  hath  passed 
through  that  door,'  if  not  that  the  Holy  Ghost 
alone  has  given  her  fecundity,  through  His  Divine 
operation  ?  Finally,  what  is  the  meaning  of  these 
other  words,  that  'it  shall  forever  remain  closed 
even  to  the  Lord  Himself,'  but  that  Mary  is  always 
virgin,  that  is  to  say,  virgin  before  she  brought 
forth,  virgin  in  bringing  forth,  and  virgin  after  she 
had  brought  forth  the  Saviour  ? " 

Such  a  comment,  from  such  an  authority,  must 
be  received  with  full  confidence.  It  has  been  en- 
dorsed by  the  Church,  and  will  be  gratefully  ac- 
cepted by  all  our  readers,  with  the  previous  proofs, 
as  conclusive  evidences  of  Our  Blessed  Mother's 
perpetual  virginity. 

While  then  we  bow  before  the  Crib  and  adore 
the  Word  made  Flesh,  or  gaze  upon  Him  in  the 
arms  of  His  admirable  and  lovely  Mother,  with 
our  whole  souls  we  praise  and  thank  God  who 
has  given  us  through  Mary  a  Saviour;  we  con- 
gratulate her  upon  her  Divine  Maternity  and  her 


marvellous  virginity;  and  the  more  we  contem- 
plate this  grand  and  astonishing  mystery,  the  more 
we  feel  that  it  is  good  for  us  to  stay  there  by  our 
Emmanuel  and  His  Virgin  Mother. 


*  Is.,  xliv,  2. 


The  Sanctuary  Lamp  of  Notre  Dame. 

BY   MARIAPHILOS. 

[In  the  "  AVE  MARIA"  of  October  31st  there  is  a  de- 
scription of  a  wonderfully  beautiful  Lamp,  the  gift  of 
the  Dioceses  of  Viviers  and  Valence,  France,  to  the 
Shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes.  It  is  a  masterpiece  of 
true  religious  art,  designed  by  M.  Bossan,  the  eminent 
architect,  and  executed  by  M.  Armand  Calliat,  one  of 
the  first  lioldsmiths  of  France.  As  the  shrine  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  at  Notre  Dame  is  to  Lave  a  similar  art 
tistic  gem  from  the  same  maker,  a  compendious  accoun- 
of  the  Lamp  may  not  be  considered  uninteresting. 

The  base  of  the  whole  work  consists  of  a  bud  burst- 
ing into  bloom.  From  this  bud  ascend  several  exqui- 
site lilies,  from  the  centre  of  which  emerges  the  point 
of  the  Lamp,  which  gracefully  expands  into  a  mass  of 
golden  arabesque  crowned  by  a  circlet  of  blue  enamel 
of  various  shades.  The  section  is  attached  to  the 
Lamp  proper  by  three  green  pendants  fashioned  after 
the  style  of  a  crosier.  The  body  of  the  Lamp  repre- 
sents an  antique  urn,  ornamented  with  eglantines, 
foliage  and  flowers,  which  tastefully  follow  the  classical 
contour  of  the  vase.  From  the  interior  of  this  vase 
there  shoot  up  three  delicate  branches,  which  draw  to- 
gether and  then  expand  into  a  mass  of  beautiful  droop- 
ing petals.  In  the  centre  of  this  mass  rests  a  crown 
whose  charming  filagree  adorns,  without  concealing, 
the  crystal  chalice  which  contains  the  oil.  The  circlet 
of  the  crown  is  blue,  with  the  inscription,  in  Latin: 
"!N  HIM  WAS  LIFE  AND  THE  LIFE  WAS  THE  LIGHT  OF 
MEN."  An  aureole  of  twelve  gold  and  blue  stars,  with 
intervals  of  golden  foliage,  ornaments  the  top  of  the 
crown.  In  the  midst  of  this  constellation  the  sacred 
light  burns. 

The  upper  portion  of  this  fine  work  consists  of  three 
dragons,  represented  as  struggling  with  impotent  rage 
to  escape  from  the  humiliation  of  supporting  the 
blessed  light.  These  figures  are  the  most  costly  por- 
tion of  the  work.  Their  eyes  are  of  rose  topazes; 
their  heads  of  solid  silver,  surmounted  by  an  egret  of 
lilac  and  golden  plumage.  Nine  topazes  and  Eastern 
turquoises  glitter  amid  their  feathers.  Each  throat  is 
garnished  with  a  beautiful  cornelian.  On  the  back  of 
the  neck  is  a  bristling  crest  of  malachite,  while  the 
quills  of  each  wing  are  fastened  with  the  latter  prec- 
ious material  and  Indian  garnet.  Between  these  bril- 
liant figures  there  are  three  shields  blue,  with  a  golden 
representation  of  scenes  in  the  Nativity  of  Our  Lord 
wherein  He  manifests  Himself,  by  light,— to  the  shep- 
herds, the  Magi,  and  in  His  own  Divine  Person. 
Three  beautiful  chains  of  golden  leaves,  flowers  and 
blue  globules,  attached  to  the  dragons'  necks,  meet 
above  in  the  inner  centre  of  a  reflecting  crown,  com- 
posed of  the  monagram  "  A  M,"  (Ave  Maria)  interlaced 
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•with  tlie  c-ross  and  six  broad  leaves.  From  the  bottom 
of  the  Lump  hang  two  trolden  pendants,  connected 
about  the  middle  by  a  medallion  ou  which  there  is  the 
following  iuscription: 

THIS   LAMP 

HAS  BEEN    PRESENTED  TO   THE   SANCTUARY   OF 
OUR   LADY    OF   THE   SACKED   IJEAKT 

AT    NOTRE    DAME,   INDIANA, 
BY   THE   DEVOTED   FKIENDS   OF  JESUS   AND   MARY 

I\    AMEHICA, 
AS    A,    TOKEN    OF    THEIR     FAITH    AND    BURNING    LOVE, 

TO  KEEP  WATCH   IN   THEIR  NAMES 
AND    PERPETUATE    THROUGH   THE  DAY   AND  THROUGH 

THE  NIGHT   THEIR 

ADORATIONS,  THEIR  PRAISES,  AND  THEIR  SUPPLICATIONS 

BEFORE    THE  AUGUST    SACRAMENT   OF  THE    ALTAR. 

DECEMBER  8,  187-1. 

From  the  foregoing  faint  description,  we  may  form 
some  idea  of  the  exceeding  beauty  of  this  exquisite 
specimen  of  Christian  urt.  But  its  greatest  merit  con- 
sists in  its  emblematical  signification.  The  Light 
springing  from  the  Lily  is  a  lovely  idea,  strikingly 
poetical  and  true.  The  Light  which  "illumineth 
every  man  coming  into  this  world"  was  born  of  Mary, 
"  the  Lily  among  thorns."  No  one  but  a  true  Chris- 
tiiui  and  poetic  soul  could  have  designed  such  a  work. 
Then,  the  dragons  supporting  the  light,  even  whilst 
raging  against  their  task,  do  they  not  illustrate  in  a 
forcible  manner  the  warfare  of  hell  and  its  agents  on 
earth  against  Christ  and  His  Church,  which  is  a  4%  light 
set  upon  a  mountain"  for  the  salvation  of  many  ?  And 
the  very  gates  of  hell  bear  unwilling  testimony  to  the 
truth  of  God's  Church,  just  as  those  figurative  monsters 
are  compelled,  in  spite  of  themselves,  to  bear  the 
weight  of  the  light  which  reveals  their  dark  schemes 
against  the  soul.  It  is  an  epitome  of  the  struggle  be- 
tween Truth  and  Error,  an  inspiration  of  faith,  a  splen- 
did cryslalization  of  the  Catholic  idea,  and  another  proof 
that  we  must  look  to  faithful  France  for  that  real 
Christian  art  which  knows  how  to  express  the  beautiful 
in  pure  terms,  without  admixture  of  the  sensual  or  the 
gross.  There  is  strong  religious  life  in  a  nation  which 
can  produce  such  a  work — strong  Christianity  in  a 
people  who  can  uppreciatesuch  an  emblem.  ACalliat 
or  a  Bossun  honors  France  infinitely  more  than  a  Ferre' 
or  a  Renau  dishonors  her.  The  Sanctuary  Lamp  of 
Lourdes  could  not  be  produced  outside  of  a  Catholic 
nation.  The  impulse  and  encouragement  would  be 
totally  wanting  elsewhere.  And  it  is  a  consideration 
full  of  hope  and  promise,  that  in  this  land,  so  torn  and 
distracted  by  a  thousand  conflicting  errors,  there  are 
many  who  will  hear  with  sympathy  and  joy  that  the 
Church  is  gathering  into  her  sanctuary  such  splendid 
triumphs  of  art  as  we  have  feebly  endeavored  to  de 
scribe.] 

This  is  the  holy  place,  the  Lord  is  here, 
Veiled  in  the  Tabernacle's  sacred  shrine; 

Approach  with  reverence  and  holy  fear, 
For  lo!  this  Sanctuary  is  divine. 

The  Awful  Presence,  though  unseen,  is  here, 
Or  why  this  thrill  of  conscious  homage  felt? 


The  Lord,  the  God  of  Israel,  is  near 
As  in  that  day  when  Moses  trembling  knelt. 

Eve's  fading  rays  pour  through  the  Gothic  aisles, 
Fretting  the  marble  floor  with  legendsfair 

Writ  on  the  stained  glass  where  sunliirht  smiles 
On  saintly  guardians  of  this  house  of  prayer. 

The  sentinel  pillars  stand  with  majesty, 
Here  robed  in  light,  and  there  in  holy  gloom, 

Like  to  a  solemn  conclave  of  the  sky 

Watching  the  dun  go  down  on  Jesus'  Tomb. 

The  ground  is  hoi}":  cast  away  thy  shoes 
Earth  has  no  place  within  this  blessed  fane, 

Where  pale-faced  Meditation  comes  to  muse 
At  that  sweet  hour  when  day  begins  to  wane. 

And  see  that  tender,  melancholy  light: 

Is  it  a  gem  on  some  archangel  brow 
Rapt  in  deep  adoration  in  His  sight 

Who  waits  in  vain,  too  oft,  man's  praise  below? 

It  glows,  a  burning  praise  before  Tl.y  Face, 
O  Patient  Jesus,  in  Thy  House  of  Bread! 

The  radiant  light  set  in  Thy  holy  place, 
Like  a  celestial  glory  earthward  shed. 

Lamp  of  the  Sanctuary!  thou  star, 
Like  to  the  orb  that  lit  the  Eastern  King3 

To  holy  Bethlehem  from  regions  far, 
On  living  Faith  and  Love's  untiring  wings! 

Emblem  of  Faith!  thy  brilliance  hath  increase 
As  darkness  strives  to  hide  thy  stainless  ray; 

Celestial  torch  to  liirht  the  King  of  Peace 
Unto  the  faithful  hearts  which  watch  and  pray! 

O  glorious  light-house  on  the  heavenly  coast 
To  guide  our  life-bark  to  the  Promised  Land 

Where  Jesus  waits,  unutterable  Host! 

Holding  the  crown  immortal  in  Llis  Hand. 

Star  of  the  Tabernacle!  Holy  fire! 

Tender  expression  of  the  soul's  best  love! 
Tongue  of  the  heart's  unspoken,  sweet  desire, 

Heavenward  soaring  like  a  white- winged  dove, 

May  all  thy  rays  be  srolden  threads  of  prayer, 
In  sweet  beseeching  to  the  Hidden  One, 

That  we  the  Living  Light  may  one  day  share 
In  the  bright  kingdom  which  His  Blood  hath  won! 


PILGRIMAGES  BEGUN. 
Notre   Dame   de   Fonrvieres. 

BY  MISS  KOSE  HOWE. 

[CONTINUED.] 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  we  arrived  in  Di- 
jon, and  neither  carriage  nor  omnibus  was  at  (he 
station ;  but  we  followed  the  majority  of  the  few 
passengers  who  descended  there,  sure  that  thus  we 
should  find  the  principal  street.  Our  friend,  the  Ar- 
menian monk  in  Paris,  had  said  to  us,  before  leav. 
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ing :  "  Have  no  fear  about  Dijon ;  there  are  plenty  of 
hotels,  and  they  are  all  clean  and  respectable ;  en- 
ter  the  first  one  you  c  >me  to  and  you  will  be  well." 
We  did  so,  but  we  found  the  stairs  dark,  narrow 
and  winding,  and  the  room  was  suffocatingly  close, 
so  we  told  the  landlord  decidedly  it  did  not  please 
us ;  as  we  stepped  into  the  street^  a  tall,  handsome, 
pleasant-looking  man  stepped  from  a  neighboring 
inn:  "Ladies,  I  have  rooms,"  said  he;  "you  can  at 
least  look  at  them,"  "We  did  so>  they  were  appall- 
ingly plain..  "  But  the  air  is  good,"  said  he,  appa- 
rently reading  our  thoughts;  "and  the  beds  are 
good!;  try  them ; "  and  he  gave  them  sundry  thumps ; 
"  look,  they  are  clean,"  and  he  turned  back  the  cov- 
erlids ;  "  and  my  wife  and  I  will  serve  you  well,  and 
you  will  see  that  we  will  be  reasonable;  we 'will 
not  charge  you  more  than  the  just  price.1'  It  was 
midnight,  and  we  staid,  and  experience  proved  that 
we  had  no  reason  to  repent  of  our  decision ;  he 
and  his  wife  did  serve  us  well,  aad  we  were  as 
snug  and  retired  as  possible. 

Dijon  is  a  charming  old  town  to  pass  a  Sunday 
in  ;  only  we  almost  missed  Mass  by  arising  at  such 
aw  hour  that  we  did  not  get  to  church  until  nearly 
teti,  and  In  one  church  after  another  the  Masses 
were  all  over.  We  were  pretty  well  frightened, 
but  finally  some  one  directed  us  to  a  church  where 
there  was  to  be  a  twelve-o'clock  Mass,  Thither 
we  bent  our  steps  and  found  an  old  church  uncom- 
monly interesting  for  a  French  church,  which  are 
generally  dark  and  gloomy,  bared  of  their  ancient 
monuments  and  devoid  of  color.  Some  writers- 
speak  of  "the  dim  religious  light"  in  connection 
with  these  greystone  piles,  but  I  always  shivered  in 
them  and  had  a  strong  impulse  to  run  out  into  the 
sunshine.  There  is  "a  dim  religious  light,"  but  it 
conies  from  the  union  aad  blending  of  every 
brilliant  color  that  can  gladden  th«  eye,  and  may 
be  found  sometimes  in  the  modern  but  not  in  the 
ancient  French  churches,  which  have  been  stripped 
of  their  glories  by  the  Revolution,  that  left  too  often 
bat  <he  naked  grey  walls.  However,  we  wandered 
for  a  full  half  hour  about  this  church  of  St.  Benigne, 
before  Mass  began,  looking  delightedly  at  ancient 
monuments  and  reading  long  inscriptions  of  per- 
sons who  were  so  very  noble  and  so  very  virtuous 
that  one  little  phinet  must  have  shone  resplendent 
among  the  stars  when  they  existed.  After  Mass — a 
low  Mass — we  went  to  the  Museum,  which  is  open 
to  the  public  on  Sundays— admission  other  days, 
one  franc.  The  Dijonais  looked  sorrowful  as  they 
saw  us  enter.  Three  English  enter  gratis!  that 
WHS  too  bad !  It  was  the  least  of  our  troubles,  how- 
ever, and  we  enjoyed  the  Museum  hugely.  There 
were  some  Middle-Age  paintings,  and  it  was  inter- 
esting to  mark  tlie  resemblance  and  the  differences 
between  them  and  German  and  Italian  paintings 


of  the  same  period.  And  there  was  a  huge  monu- 
ment of  Jean  Siin.s  Peitr,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and 
liis  consort,  Margaret,  with  full-length  statues  of 
the  two  lying  side  by  side  with  crowns  at  their 
heads  and  the  lion  of  Burgundy  at  their  feet. 
This  monument  dates  from  1444.  Still  fine,r  is  the 
monument  of  Philip  the  Bold,  another  Duke  of 
Burgundy,  which  dates  from  1390,  and  is  adorned 
with  forty  statuettes  of  celebrated  contemporaries. 
Among  the  spoils  of  ancient  churches  was  a  curi- 
ous group  in  mediaeval  wood-carving,  representing 
the  World,  the  Flesh,  and  the  Devil.  The  Devil 
was  as  hideous  as  a  Middle-Age  artist  could  make 
him,  fully  accoutred  in  tail,  cloven  foot,  etc.  The 
Flesh  was  an  unattractive  woman,  clothed  irrespec- 
tive of  beauty  or  modesty;  but  the  World  was  the 
charmer.  It  was  personified  by  an  exceedingly 
beautiful  woman,  richly  dressed,  and  adorned  with 
pearls;  but  a  second  glance  revealed,  peering  from 
amid  the  puffs  and  curls  of  the  gracefully-turned 
head,  two  tiny  horns,  that  at  every  succeeding 
glance  seemed  to  disfigure  yet  more  the  gracious, 
fascinating  lady.  "What  can  it  mean?  what  is 
it?"  wonderingly  asked  three  little  Misses  who 
were  enjoying  a  Sunday  stroll  among  the  curiosi- 
ties. Mother  took  upon  herself  the  explanation, 
adding:  "And  if  you  are  naughty  girls,  and  neglect 
your  Catechism,  and  religious  instruction,  and  go- 
ing to  Mass,  and  saying  your  chaplet,  you  may 
grow  up  to  be  very  beautiful  women;  but  you  will 
not  be  Christian  women,  and  no  matter  how  lovely 
you  are  or  how  splendidly  you  may  dress  your- 
selves, the  little  horns  will  show'"!  "  Yes ! "  said  the 
children  slowly  aad  they  looked  deeply  impressed 
with  the  salutary  lesson.  After  sauntering  through 
the  Museum  we  returned  to  our  inn  to  dinner. 

Towards  evening  we  sallied  forth  again,  strayed 
in  and  out  of  various  old  churches,  and  finally 
reached  the  ancient  ramparts,  which  have  been  de- 
stroyed since,  in  the  modern  warfare;  they  are 
useless,  and  in  their  place  are  charming  prome- 
nades, well  shaded  by  wide-spreading  trees.  Re- 
turning to  the  city,  in  the  quaintest  corner  of  the 
quaint  old  town  we  spied,  high  up  in  the  air,  one 
of  those  curious  old  clocks  at  the  head  of  which 
stand  those  of  Prague  and  Strassburg.  My  readers 
will  gain  a  more  distinct  idea  of  the  old  clock  by 
going  to  Dijon  than  I  can  give  them;  for,  to  tell  the 
truth,  my  own  recollection  of  it  is  rather  vague. 
I  have  a  confused  idea  of  two  figures,  life-size, 
dressed  in  a  very  queer  mediaeval  costume,  who 
beat  something  (perhaps  they  fence)  at  regular  in- 
tervals. Next  we  came  upon  a  large  circle  where 
we  dilly-dallied  a  long  time,  for  the  Spirit  of  peace, 
and  rest,  and  tranquillity  seemed  enthroned  there; 
and  the  motionless  quiet  of  the  twilight  hour  sank 
deep  into  our  souls  while  the  Christian  ages  un- 
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rolled  themselves,  panorama  like,  before  us,  with 
their  legions  of  generous  knights,  and  pious  ladies 
who  sat  at  their  spinning-wheels  or  embroidery- 
frames,  seasoning  their  work  with  prayer  and  alms- 
giving— almsgiving  to  contented  peasants,  who  re- 
ceived all  from  the  Hand  of  God  for  the  love  of 
God,  without  a  thought  of  envy  or  covetousness 
against  those  by  whom  the  gifts  of  God  came.  And 
the  life  of  these  Christian  ages  were  the  monks, — 
in  beggar's  garb  and  barefoot,  who  taught  by  ex- 
ample, even  more  than  by  precept,  the  existence 
of  a  Holy  Poverty,  sending  its  daughters,  Frugality 
and  Simplicity,  into  castle  and  cottage,  helping  the 
poor  of  everj*  class  to  accept  cheerfully  their  heaven- 
sent poverty  for  the  sake  of  the  Manger  of  Beth- 
lehem, and  the  pair  of  turtle  doves  ("  the  gift  of 
the  poor")  offered  in  the  Temple  by  the  Princess 
of  the  House  of  David  when  she  presented  her 
First-Born  to  the  Lord.  And  the  splendid  results 
of  this  holy  poverty,  of  this  frugality  and  sim- 
plicity stand  to  this  day  in  Catholic  lands — 
the  far-famed  cathedrals  of  the  Old  World — the 
magnificent  monasteries  that  dispensed  daily  bread 
to  the  poor  and  the  Bread  of  Life  to  all.  And  well 
might  we  think  on  these  things,  and  on  the  warriors 
who  with  a  marvellous  self-abnegation  left  their 
homes  to  cross  a  dangerous  sea  and  in  a  foreign 
cliine  fight  for  the  Holy  Places,  which  we  were 
soon  to  visit,  for  before  us  stood  the  great  monk — 
St.  Bernard, — a  colossal  bronze  statue  erected  in 
1847;  for  the  Dijonuais  still  rejoice  that  that  great 
staff  of  the  Papacy  and  defender  of  Jerusalem  was 
chosen  from  among  them,  nearly  nine  hundred 
years  ago.  He  was  born  at  Fontaine  les  Dijon,  in 
1091.  Before  this  colossal  statue  we  recalled  the 
prophecy,  (one  of  so  many  during  those  age?  of 
Faith), concerning  the  unborn  child,  told  by  Vogel 
in  his  "Legende  der  Heiligen,"  with  that  quaint 
simplicity  which  is  always  charming.  "As  the 
mother  carried  him  under  her  heart  she  saw  in  a 
dream  a  white  dog  that  barked  incessantly.  Dis- 
quieted by  this  vision,  she  consulted  a  pious  man, 
who  comforted  her,  saying:  "Fear  not;  you  will 
bring  forth  a  child  that,  like  a  faithful  dog,  shall 
watch  the  House  of  the  Lord  and  bark  loud  at  the 
enemies  of  the  Faith,  for  he  shall  become  a  great, 
holy  preacher  who  with  a  healing  tongue  shall 
cure  the  wounds  of  many  souls." 

The  shades  of  evening  deepened  over  the  circle; 
not  a  human  being  crossed  it,  or  issued  from 
or  entered  any  one  of  the  greystone,  two-story 
houses — each  with  its  little  grass-plot  in  front,  and 
its  shading  bush  or  tree  by  the  gate — which 
formed  this  circle.  One  could  imagine  how  for 
generations  ha-1  sallied  forth  from  time  to  time  from 
these  doors  little  groups  carrying  new-born  babes 
to  the  baptismal  font;  and  when  these  babes 


were  grown  men  and  women,  they  came  forth 
again  in  quiet  decorum  with  the  companion  their 
quiet,  wise  old  parents  had  chosen,  to  consecrate 
their  lives,  their  double  lives,  anew  at  the  aitar, 
and  in  the  growing  darkness  we  fancied  we  could 
see  funeral  processions,  with  their  train  of  sur- 
pliced  priests,  and  the  solemn  hearse  following  the 
standard-bearer  of  the  Cross,  and  as  the  ear  seemed 
to  catch  a  far-away  chant  of  •'  Reqwiescfint  in  pace," 
we  could  picture  life  and  death  in  a  dreamy  fash- 
ion, but  naught  of  sorrow  or  discord  to  disturb  the 
dreamy  stillness  of  the  circle  gathered  about  St. 
Bernard  in  his  quaint  old  town  of  Dijon! 

Next  morning  early  we  were  off  and  away  to 
Lyons,  where  we  arrived  about  noon.  Descend- 
ing in  the  handsome  railway-station  and  crossing 
to  the  hack-stand,  we  took  possession  of  a  one-horse 
vehicle  and  said  to  the  driver:  " Hotel  de  France, 
Rue  de  VArbre  Sec."  "Bienf"  he  replied;  but  af- 
ter a  few  minutes  he  turned  around:  "That  is  a 
very  small  hotel,  Mademoiselle."  "We  know  it," 
was  the  answer.  A  little  further  on:  "English 
never  go  there!"  "So  much  the  belter!  "  we  said. 
He  drove  on  awhile  in  silence,  then  broke  out:  "I 
don't  believe  you  will  like  it  there."  ''For  that 
case  we  can  leave,"  we  replied  undauntedly.  "  Did 
you  ever  know  anyone  who  went  there?"  "It  has 
been  recommended  ;  it  is  a  perfectly  respectable 
hotel, is  it  not?"  "Oh  yes,  it  is  respectable,  but  I 
never  heard  of  English  going  there."  "Well,  if  we 
find  that  it  is  not  clean,  and  if  it  does  not  suit  us, 
we  can  go  elsewhere,  can  we  not?1'  and  so  the  mat- 
ter was  settled.  It  was  a  long  drive,  but  at  last  we 
arrived  in  the  Rue  de  PArbre  Sec,"  a  narrow,  busi- 
ness street,  in  which  the  buildings  were  so  high 
that  the  sun  never  shone  in  it;  an  advantage  in 
midsummer.  The  driver  pulled  a  bell-cord  very 
thoughtfully;  "I  will  wait  here  a  few  minutes, 
in  case  you  should  want  to  change  and  go 
elsewhere,"  he  said.  "Very  well."  we  answered. 
Just  then  two  waiters  rushed  down  to  meet  us, 
they  carried  up  our  hand-luggage;  our  two  trunks 
had  been  forwarded  to  Grenoble;  we  paid  the 
hackman,  and  followed.  The  waiters  wore  the 
usual  costume  of  garcon  at  a  French  inn, — black 
pantaloons,  a  snowy  shirt  without  vest,  showing 
white  suspenders  crossed  behind,  and  a  long,  spot- 
lessly white  apron  reaching  below  the  knees  and 
pinned  up  on  each  shoulder  like  the  bib  to  a  young 
lady's  apron.  We  ascended  a  brick  staircase  to  a 
court,  in  the  gallery  of  which  a  profusion  of  large 
plants  gave  the  impression  of  a  garden.  Here 
an  old  woman  dressed  with  scrupulous  neatness 
emerged  from  a  dark  little  room  labelled  "Bu- 
reau," i.  e.,  Office.  She  scrutinized  us  all,  then  led 
the  way  up  three  dreary  flights  into  a  room  directly 
under  the  roof,  with  a  red  brick  floor,  furnished 
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with   lliree   beds  and   two   wash-band  stands  and 

without  any  rugs  at  the  bedside;  and  to  these 
miserable  accommodations  she  seta  high  price; 
we  were  indignant,  and  remonstrated,  and  told  her 
we  would  not  remain;  but  just  at  this  inopportune 
moment  one  of  our  number  was  really  indisposed, 
too  indisposed  to  go  further;  so  there  we  were 
against  our  will,  fastened  for  the  night.  We  held 
an  indignation  meeting  when  the  old  crone  had 
gone,  and  in  going  out  the  waiter  turned  and  gave 
us  a  very  earnest  look.  We  got  a  little  frightened ; 
could  it  be  the  hotel  had  changed  hands,  and  per- 
haps character,  since  the  last  edition  of  Boedeker 
had  made  its  appearance?  Two  of  us  went  down 
to  reconnoitre,  and  we  asked  for  some  refresh- 
ment. As  we  were  waiting,  the  waiter  before  men- 
tioned came,  and,  standing  at  a  little  distance,  con- 
templated us  very  seriously.  F.,  who  was  pale  as 
a  ghost,  got  very  nervous  and  annoyed.  To  give 
her  her  due,  she  is  not  given  to  imagining  herself 
gazed  at  by  men;  but  now  she  almost  cried  with 
vexation  at  the  impudent  garqon.  Directly  he 
turned  and  walked  very  resolutely  into  the  dark 
little  room  labelled  "  bureau."  In  a  few  seconds  a 
respectable-looking  middle-aged  man  peered  at  us 
through  a  window,  and  a  nice-looking  little  French 
woman,  neatly  dressed,  and  wearing  a  pretty  white 
cap,  quite  unlike  a  bonne's,  came  out  and  walked 
quickly  towards  us. 

"  Mademoiselle,  your  room  does  not  suit  you; 
fortunately  a  gentleman  and  his  wife  have  just 
left  N<>.  4;  they  have  this  minute  paid  their  bill, 
and  my  housekeeper  did  not  know  of  it;  will  you 
come  and  see  the  room,  Mademoiselle?" 

"I  must  call  my  mother,"  I  said;  "  it  is  she  who 
decides  everything;  but  I  know  she  is  very  discon- 
tented with  our  present  quarters — so  are  we  all: 
and  the  price  is  enormous." 

"Come  and  see,"  said  the  landlady,  "and  you 
can  report  to  your  mother;  I  was  out  on  business 
when  you  came,  and  so  was  my  husband ;  we  have 
just  returned ;"  and  she  led  the  way  to  a  large,  airy 
room  with  a  high  ceiling,  and  on  the  same  floor. 
There  were  two  handsome  single  beds,  with  a  nice 
rug  beside  each,  and  everything  complete  for  two 
persons;  the  windows  were  high,  and  curtained 
handsomely  in  white  lace,  and  the  floor  was  well 
waxed;  there  was  a  sofa,  some  easy-chairs  and  a 
centre-table.  The  beds  were  the  same  price  as 
those  upstairs. 

"Now,"  said  the  landlady,  "I  can  give  you  this 
room," — and  she  opened  a  small  one  nearly  oppo- 
site ;  "  but  I  think  for  a  mother  and  her  two  daugh- 
ters it  will  be  pleasanter  in  an  hotel  to  be  all  to- 
gether; and  if  you  like  I  can  place  here  a  cot-bed — 
it  will  be  very  comfortable;"  here  the  waiter,  who 
had  been  an  eager  listener,  came  forward,  and 


showed  exactly  where  they  could  put  another  bed 
and  another  wash-hand  stand  without  making  the 
room  too  small.  "And  as  it  is  summer,  you  can 
have  the  window  open  all  night;  I  will  show  you 
how  to  let  it  down  from  the  top.  And  tor  the  cot- 
bed  I  will  charge  you  one  franc  less  than  I  do  for 
the  others." 

"I  am  sure  my  mother  will  be  pleased,"  I  re- 
plied ;  and  I  ran  up  to  mother  and  breathlessly  re- 
lated to  her  the  change  in  our  prospects.  The^rar- 
fo/ihad  followed  me  and  was  delighted  to  pick  up 
our  travelling-bags  and  lead  the  way  to  our  new 
quarters.  So  the  waiter  was  not  "  an  impudent 
garfon"  after  all ;  we  rather  teazed  F.  for  her  sen- 
sitiveness. He  was  simply  a  kind-hearted  man, 
indignant  at  the  old  housekeeper  for  being  suspi- 
cious of  ladies  simply  because  they  were  so  far 
away  from  their  native  land,  without  her  knowing 
the  reason  why;  at  least  that  was  our  surmise, and 
I  seized  an  opportunity  qf  telling  our  landlady 
that  we  were  on  our  way  to  join  the  September 
caravan  to  .the  Holy  Land;  after  which  we  were 
the  honored  guests  of  the  house  and  none  were 
more  obsequious  than  the  old  crone  who  had  put 
us  up  in  the  attic. 

We  were  not  in  the  habit  of  taking  table  d'hote, 
for  we  never  could  get  up  appetite  enough  for  the 
quantity  given  in  European  hotels  at  a  regular  din- 
ner, and  it  is  tedious  to  sit  at  table  and  see  dishes 
pass  when  one  is  satiated;  but  here  we  found  it  was 
not  the  custom  of  the  house  to  give  "petits  dinners;" 
the  landlady  said  they  could  do  it  for  us  if  we 
wished,  but  since  it  was  not  their  habit  to  do  so  we 
gave  in,  especially  as  we  had  a  little  curiosity  to 
see  what  a  table  d'hote  might  be  in  a  French  inn 
of  this  class.  It  was  not  an  hotel  of  the  second 
class  even,  but  one  calling  itself  "quiet  and  unpre- 
tentious" ;  and  here  we  might  according  to  the  for- 
eign correspondents  of  old  magazines  look  for  cat 
ragouts  and  rat  soups,  of  which  fact  we  cheeringly 
reminded  one  another  as  we  walked  to  the  dining- 
room.  As  we  entered  we  found  the  waiters,  in  the 
costume  above  described,  stationed  at  regular  in- 
tervals behind  the  chairs ;  one  came  forward  and 
seated  us.  The  table-cloth  was  snowy,  and  the  large 
napkins  perfectly  fresh.  The  forks  and  spoons 
were  silver  (not  plated)  and  the  knives  very  bright. 
Although  it  was  summer,  the  gas  was  lighted,  for 
the  French  dine  late.  Between  every  two  persons 
was  a  bottle  of  wine.  The  plates  shone  with  clean- 
liness— but,  alas  for  true  gentility,  they  were  colored. 
That  was  no  hardship  for  us,  however,  for  we  con- 
fess to  having  long  before  we  left  our  own  country 
cherished  a  secret  aversion  to  the  white  ware  that 
American  gentility  so  imperiously  prescribes. 
From,  early  childhood  up  to  the  present  time  we 
have  in  the  depths  of  our  heart  felt  a  vulgar  kind- 
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ness  for  dishes  which  show  forth,  in  brown  or  blue, 
charming  rural  sketches  of  scenery  in  the  Celestial 
Empire,  or  of  happy  people  going  a  boating,  or  of 
fortunate  young  ladies  getting  serenaded;  and  to 
this  day  we  contemplate  with  delight  an  old  platter 
in  our  possession  depicting  all  in  blue  a  bonny 
nook  in  auld  Scotland  with  a  Higlauder  in  native 
costume  "a  chasing  the  deer."  So  not  only  it  was 
no  hardship  to  us  when  we  found  ourselves  in  inns 
where  we  were  expected  to  wash  our  faces  and  hands 
in  wash-bowls  ornamented  with  interesting  scenes 
from  China  or  Japan,  and  to  eat  off  of  plates 
of  the  same  class,  but  we  hailed  with  delight  our 
disenthralment  from  white  ware  on  being  served 
to  coffee  or  tea  and  cake  in  families  of  unquestion- 
able gentility  and  good  breeding,  in  cups  and  plates 
of  choice  china  adorned  with  patterns  in  brilliant 
colors.  The  Europeans  are  too  joyous  to  content 
themselves  with  white  and  brown  and  grey,  when 
God  has  given  freely  to  the  world  the  beautiful  and 
brilliant  colors  that  He  set  in  the  rainbow  and  the 
sunset  and  the  flowers.  "White  table-cloths  and 
white  napkins  we  like,  for  in  them  is  no  language 
to  whisper  of  unseen  soiled  spots,  but  why  it  should 
be  particularly  genteel  to  place  such  dishes  under 
the  eyes  of  oneself  and  one's  guests  as  act  the  part 
of  reflectors  to  gas  and  pretroleum  lamps,  throw- 
ing painfully  into  the  eyes  whatever  light  there  may 
be,  we  cannot  imagine.  Only  to  pass  the  shops  in 
Europe  where  crockery  is  sold  is  a  pleasure.  They 
are  among  the  sights  of  a  foreign  city.  Such  pretty 
cups  and  saucers,  green  and  pink,  and  perhaps 
gilded  with  tiny  vines  or  stars,  and  green  plates 
like  grape-leaves  braided  together,  and  whole  sets 
with  blue  or  green  borders,  or  borders  of  scarlet 
edged  with  gold,  and  pretty  plates  with  buff  borders 
and  views  of  the  Rhine,  or  of  Switzerland,  or  of 
Venice; — these  are  the  inexpensive  dishes;  we  do 
not  speak  of  the  Levies,  which  everybody  knows 
they  mtist  admire ;  nor  of  the  Faience,  so  highly 
prized  jn  Europe,  and  which  to  uneducated  eyes 
look  like  old  blue  kitchen-ware,  but  which,  as  time 
rolls  on  in  the  lands  of  art,  unfolds  by  degrees 
almost  magical  beauties  to  the  eyes  of  the  foreigner 
brought  up  on  stupid,  uninteresting,  glittering  white 
ware. 

The  soup  was  such  that  we  declared  ourselves  to 
one  another  quite  ready  to  give  up  any  old  prejudices 
injurious  to  cats  and  rats,  but  this  sacrifice  of  pri- 
vate feeling  was  not  required  of  us  just  yet,  for  some 
dishes  with  metal  covers  as  bright  as  silver  being 
uncovered,  revealed  the  beef  which  had  furnished 
forth  the  soup.  Throughout  Germany  this  is  in- 
variably the  second  course,  and  the  Germans  call  it 
"  rind  fl-.isch" ;  they  esteem  it  highly,  and  often  in 
ordered  dinners,  as  it  is  cheap,  they  take  no  other 
meat ;  but  with  them,  as  a  larger  quantity  of  soup  is 


required  of  it  than  its  nature  justifies,  we  found 
that  though  it  might  serve  "  to  fill  up "  it  did  not 
nourish ;  here  however  its  only  fault  was  being 
a  little  too  rich.  The  next  course  was  musk-melon ! 
The  others  refused  it ;  "that  was  a  little  too  foreign 
for  them  1"  but  at  the  beginning  of  the  meal  I  had 
announced  my  intention  to  partake  of  every  dish, 
for  once  in  my  life  to  take  the  table  d'hote  entire; 
so,  merely  exclaiming:  "What  a  droll  idea  to  give 
musk-melon  at  this  stage  of  a  meal !"  I  helped  my- 
self. The  Lyonnese  had  the  right  of  it ;  it  cooled 
the  mouth  and  throat,  and  cleared  an  avenue  for 
more  dinner.  At  this  distance  of  time  I  cannot 
describe  accurately  a  whole  meal,  but  I  do  recollect 
that  we  looked  in  vain  for  ragout.  The  waiters 
put  simultaneously  on  the  table  each  dish  with  its 
bright  metal  cover;  simultaneously, as  soldiers  on 
parade,  withdrew  the  covers,  left  the  viand  exposed 
for  half  a  minute,  and  then  carried  it  off  to  a  side- 
table  and  carved  it  in  full  view.  There  were  beau- 
tiful legs  of  mutton,  roast  chicken,  roast  duck,  and 
I  forget  the  rest-,  I  remember  that  I  was  forced 
ignominiously  to  abandon  my  resolution  before  the 
meal  was  half  over,  and  while  enduring  the  gibes 
of  the  others  on  the  subject,  I  whiled  away  the  time 
in  observing  all  that  passed  around  me ;  and  if  I 
were  engaged  by  a  first-class  Protestant  magazine 
to  write  ever  so  thrilling  a  description  of  the  start- 
ling incidents  of  travel  to  be  met  with  in  Catholic 
countries  I  could  not,  with  any  self-respect,  relate 
that  we  had  ragout  of  any  kind,  or  that  there  was 
anything  unusual,  excepting  its  goodness,  in  the 
soup  at  the  "quiet  and  unpretentious"  Hotel  de 
France,  Rue  del  Arbre  Sec,  Lyons.  As  to  our  fel- 
low-guests, they  were  exceedingly  well-dressed,  well- 
bred  people.  Each,  as  he  or  she  seated  himself  or 
herself  at  the  table,  bowed  to  the  company  assem- 
bled, according  to  the  established  etiquette  of  Eu- 
rope. And  never  were  we  so  entirely  free  from 
scrutiny  as  here ;  they  seemed  to  be  conscious  of 
our  existence  only  when  there  wds  occasion  to  of- 
fer us  some  polite  attention,  and  so  little  were  we 
conscious  of  being  remarked  that  their  promptitude 
in  such  little  offices  of  courtesy  as  may  be  accept- 
able at  table  always  took  us  by  surprise.  Each 
made  it  a  point  never  to  taste  his  wine  without  first 
seeing  if  all  his  neighbors'  glasses  were  well  filled; 
and  as  soon  as  a  bottle  was  emptied  it  was  held  up 
and  a  waiter  instantly  replaced  it  with  another. 
This  elaborate  dinner,  wine  included,  cost  three 
francs  (60  cts.)  and  the  landlady  apologized  for 
the  high  price;  "everything  had  raised  since  the 
war,'.'  she  said.  The  wine  was,  of  course,  not  of  a 
very  old  vintage,  but  it  was  pure,  for  the  Lyonnese 
would  be  very  foolish  to  drink  poor  wine  with  the 
famous  vineyards  of  Burgundy  close  by.  In  fact 
all  over  the  "Midi,"  as  the  French  poetically  call 
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the  South  of  France,  one  drinks,  like  water,  wine 
better  than  what  in  foreign  countries  is  sold  at  a 
great  price  and  held  as  a  luxury. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Notre  Dame  de  la  Treille. 

(CONCLUDED.) 

At  half-past  two  the  great  cross  of  the  parish  of  St. 
Etienne  moved  on,  and  one  of  the  most  magnificent 
religious  pageants  beheld  since  the  Revolution  began 
to  defile  through  Mary's  city.  The  procession  consisted 
of  three  divisions.  The  first  typified  the  honor  paid  to 
Our  Lady  by  the  Lilleis  in  former  days.  Twelves  stat- 
ues of  her,  which  had  been  venerated  from  time  im- 
memorial, and  reputed%iiraculous,  were  carried  forth, 
surrounded  by  troops  of  girls  in  white,  and  preceded 
by  rich  waving  banners,  whose  poles  and  fringes  glit- 
tered in  the  sunlight.  These  belonged  to  the  parishes 
that  gloried  in  the  possession  of  the  different  images, 
•while  the  religious  communities,  schools,  and  pious 
associations  appertaining  to  each,  had  their  especial 
standards. 

St  Etienne,  as  already  stated,  opened  the  march. 
In  front  was  borne  a  relic  of  the  Holy  Cross.  Then 
came  a  banner  representing  the  Holy  House  of  Lore  to, 
carried  by  the  pupils  of  the  nuns  called  " De  la  Mere  de 
Dieu,.''  Young  ladies  of  Lambersart  held  that  of  Notre 
Dame  de  Nazareth,  immediately  escorting  the  statue 
of  Notre  Dame  de  Lorette,"  borne  upon  a  litter,  richly 
decorated  at  the  expense  of  the  administrators  of  the 
hospital  known  as  Saint  Sanveur.  Around  it  pressed 
the  Au.gustinian  Nursing  Sisters  of  Lille,  with  some 
from  other  towns  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Cambrai.  The 
banner  of  the  Good  Shepherd  came  next,  preceding 
the  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Assistance,  protecting,  as  it 
were,  the  forty  young  girls,  who  seemed  to  ask  her 
help,  and  the  orphans  of  Stappdert 'gathered  round  Our 
Lady  of  Mercy.  A  number  of  children  belonging  to 
the  parish  of  St.  Vincent  of  Paul  carried  on  a  litter  the 
emblems  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  of  the  Holy 
Sacrifice;  they  were  followed  by  others  with  bunches 
Of  grapes, sheaves  of  wheat,  and  field-flowers,  heralding 
a  banner  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  the  image  of 
Our  Lady  of  Benediction.  The  general  hospital  ven- 
erates one  called  by  the  touching  and  appropriate  ap- 
pellation Our  Lady  of  the  Afflicted;  it  was  escorted  by 
Children  of  Mary,  but  more  immediately  by  the  deaf- 
mutes  and  the  blind  pupils  of  the  Institution  of  St.  Ga- 
briel at  Ronehin.  This  interesting  group  was  closed 
by  a  band  of  blind  musicians.  The  Daughters  of  the 
Infant  Jesus,  whose  mother-house  is  at  Lille,  walked 
after  the  parishioners  of  Carteleu;  their  pupils  bore  a 
flair  and  a  figure  of  the  Divine  Guild.  The  girls  of  our 
sewing-school  encircled  Our  Lady  of  Dolors.  It  is  im 
pos.-ible  to  describe  or  even  to  enumerate  all  the 
groups,  but  a  very  pretty  one  was  that  of  Our  Lady  of 
Consolation  (Vauban).  Twelve  acolytes  \yent  first, 
then  came  a  troop  of  little  sailor-boys  with  the  model 
of  a  tempest-tost  vessel,  representing  that  of  Messere 
de  Hocron,  whose  miraculous  escape  from  shipwreck 


in  1515  was  the  result  of  a  vow  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
under  tlie  above  mentioned  title.  The  banners  of  the 
Children  of  Mary,  ^t.  Joseph,  the  Holy  Childhood,  and 
Our  Lady  of  Consolation,  preceded  the  statue  sur- 
rounded by  thirty-two  young  girls  in  white.  Hie  young 
ladies  of  Loos  carried  a  fac-simiie  of  their  miraculous 
linage,  Notre  Dame  de  Grace,  and  last  in  this  division 
of  the  procession  came  the  parish  of  St  Martin.  The 
Marist  Brothers  of  Lille  and  Beaucamp,  with  all  their 
schools  for  gentle  and  simple,  the  orphans  taken  care 
of  by  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  and  five  or  six  companies 
of  Children  of  Mary,  working  girls,  etc.,  escorted  Our 
Lady  of  Reconciliation. 

The  second  part  of  the  pageant  represented  the  vari- 
ous devotions  and  titles  by  which  Lille  shows  her  love 
for  Mary  in  modern  times.  In  front  walked  a  detach- 
ment of  members  of  the  Catholic  workmen's  clubs 
bearing  a  statue  of  St.  Peter  on  a  sedia  yextatoria  accom- 
panied by  fans  like  those  which  intimate  the  approach 
of  the  Holy  Father  at  the  great  Roman  ceremonies. 
Then  followed  the  pupils  of  Esgnesmes,  the  celebrated 
Bernardine  convent,  all  clad  in  white  with  broad 
sashes  of  blue  silk,  upholding  the  banners  of  Notre 
Diiine  des  Vertus  and  Notre  Dame  de  la  Plaine. 
Around  the  first  were  clustered  fourteen  maidens; 
some  took  the  streamers,  while  others  had  azure  ori- 
flainmts.  The  latter  was  encircled  by  young  ladies 
who  had  been  educated  at  Esirnemes  and  had  not  for- 
gotten their  childhood's  happiness.  The  association 
named  The  Holy  Family  for  the  Flemings  came  next, 
in  three  divisions,  matrons,  girls  and  singers,  with  as 
many  banners,  preceding  that  of  Our  Lady  of  the  An- 
gels, carried  by  a  Recollet  Father  and  accompanied  by 
the  other  members  of  the  Seraphic  Order  resident  at 
Lille.  Then  appeared  the  Archconfraternity  of  the 
Holy  Family,  properly  so  called.  The  men's  section 
bore  on  a  litter  ihree  figures,  one  of  the  Divine  Infant, 
Our  Blessed  Lady,  and  St.  Joseph ;  the  women  had  the 
special  banner  of  the  association — and  the  young  girls 
surrounded  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Succour,  a  copy  of 
the  wonder-working  picture  at  Rome.  The  Redemp- 
torist  Fathers  closed  in  to  separate  this  from  the 
beautiful  rosary  group,  the  next  in  order.  A  Domin- 
ican Father  led  the  way,  marshalling  a  band  of  tall 
and  graceful  maidens,  three  and  three,  in  snow}'  dresses, 
veils  and  wreaths,  with  long  white  rosaries  in  their 
hands. 

The  representatives  of  the  Joyous  Mysteries  walked 
after,  crowned  with  silver  roses.  Five  of  them  bore 
little  oriflammes,  from  which  hung  down  long  pearly 
rosaries  of  oval  beads,  upheld  by  young  girls  on 
either  side. 

The  exquisite  shining  curves  thus  formed  had  the 
prettiest  effect  imaginable.  The  crown  of  thorns,  so 
'touching  and  appropriate  at  present,  distinguished 
those  who  symbolized  the  Sorrowful  Mysteries,  while 
the  brows  of  the  third  triumphant  company  were 
wreathed  with  chaplets  of  golden  roses.  The  rosaries 
hanging  from  their  oriflammes  were  respectively 
brown  and  golden.  Round  the  great  banner,  support- 
ing the  garland  of  white  roses,  which  streamed  down 
from  it,  pressed  another  bevy  of  maidens  dressed  like 
those  in  front,  and  after  it  walked  the  Dominican 


Ave  Maria. 


Fathers.  The  pupils  of  the  Jesuits  then  advanced,  in 
three  battalions,  whose  leaders  personated  the  princi- 
pal historical  characters  connected  with  devotion  to 
Notre  Dume  de  la  Treille.  Lyderick,  Baldwin  V,  St. 
Louis,  Philip  the  Good,  Jean  le  Vassetir  and  Louis 
XIV,  had  each  his  representative,  dressed  in  appro- 
priate and  rich  costume.  Their  banner  was  that  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception.  The  Jesuit  Fathers 
terminated  this  group.  The  statue  and  banner  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  were  escorted  by  the  scholars 
and  Religious  Orders  of  the  parish  which  bears  that 
name,  while  the  members  of  the  Apostolate  of  Prayer, 
preceding  the  banner  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  formed 
part  of  the  division  from  St.  Catherine's.  I  must  not 
forget  to  mention  the  numerous  schools  of  the  Chris- 
tian Brothers  and  those  devoted  instructors  them- 
selves, who  contributed  a  considerable  contingent  to 
many  of  the  parishes.  But  it  may  almost  be  said  that 
each  detachment  formed  a  procession  in  itself,  and 
there  were  altogether  fortj'  groups.  The  third  division 
was  the  real  cortege  d  honneur.  Before  it  were  borne, 
in  splendid  shrines,  the  relics  of  St.  Piat,  St.  Eubert,  St. 
Chrysolus,  St.  Vitalis,  St.  Calixtus.  Another  yet  richer 
contained  precious  relics  of  St.  Louis,  St.  Thomas  of 
Canterbury,  St.  Bernard,  and  St.  Vincent  Ferrer.  The 
Pilgrims  from  Arras,  with  their  holy  candle  in  its 
magnificent  case,  and  those  from  Tournai  with  the 
ehasse  des  Damoenaux,  followed.  After  these  walked  a 
band  of  Catholic  writers;  their  standard  was  a  white 
flag  with  a  red  cross  upon  it,  and  the  motto  "Servire 
Domino  Christo."  One  very  interesting  feature  of  the 
manifestation  was  the  presence  of  large  groups  of  men 
in  different  parts  of  the  procession,  gentlemen  of  the 
Conferences  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul,  others  belonging 
to  the  Comite  CatJtolique,  to  the  Association  for  Pro- 
moling  Workmens'  Clubs,  etc.,  and,  still  more  encour- 
aging symptom,  there  were  many  companies  of  work- 
men themselves,  the  sight  of  whom  must  have  made 
the  radicals  gnash  their  teeth.  The  nuns  known  as 
"Fillesdela  Sagesse,"  founded  by  the  Ven.  Father 
Grignon  de  Montfort,  and  the  Children  of  Mary  be- 
longing to  the  congregation  established  at  the  Con  vent 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  formed  the  immediate  escort  of 
the  miraculous  image,  Notre  Dame  de  la  Treble,  which 
was  carried  by  twenty-four  members  of  the  Catholic 
workmen's  clubs,  and  encircled  by  a  ring  of  Lilleis 
priests.  The  rest  of  the  clergy  followed  in  order. 
Three  mitred  abbots,  and  twelve  or  thirteen  Bishops, 
among  whom  were  Mgr.  Mermillod  and  the  venerable 
Cardinal  Regnier,  Archbishop  of  Cambrai,  excited  the 
interest  of  the  beholders;  the  greatest  sympathy  was 
manifested  for  the  exiled  Apostle  of  Geneva.  Lookers- 
on,  stationed  at  windows,  say  that  two  hours  elapsed 
before  the  procession  ceased  to  defile  before  them,  and 
this  fact  will  give  some  idea  of  its  magnitude.  It  cov- 
ered the  spacious  Place  de  la  Republique,  where  a  de- 
corated platform  had  been  erected  for  the  clergy.  Op- 
posite this,  in  the  centre  of  the  Place,  was  an  altar  to 
receive  the  statue.  On  either  side  of  the  barriers, 
which  ran  in  parallel  lines,  enclosing  the  space  between 
the  platform  and  the  altar,  shone  and  waved  the  ban- 
ners of  the  first  and  second  sections;  their  respective 
groups  radiated  from  them  towards  the  exterior  of  the 


place.  The  relics,  standards,  and  deputations  of  the 
third  section  were  stationed  within  the  barriers.  It 
was  impossible  for  the  actors  in  this  scene  to  behold 
its  mau-nittcence,  but  it  must  have  presented  to  the 
spectators  a  gloriousand  d  zzlin^  appearance,  befit  tin:; 
such  a  coronation.  U'e  might  have  been  forgiven  i  ad 
we  forgotten  all  sorrow  to  sympathize  with  the  jubilee 
of  the  Angels  welcoming  their  Queen.  It  seemed  in- 
deed as  if  the  Church  Militant,  soaring  above  the  trials 
of  time,  were  sharing  in  the  exaltation  of  the  Church 
Triumphant.  Yet  these  trials  were  present  to  our 
memories.  Long  cries  of  "  Vive  Pie  IX,  Pontife  et 
fioi.'"  rose  repeatedly  from  thousands  of  lips.  As  the 
Bishops  passed,  the  crowd  knelt  down  to  receive  their 
blessing.  All  the  choirs  of  the  different  groups  sang 
hymns  to  Our  Blessed  Lady,  composed  for  the  occasion, 
breaking  into  the  Magnificat  when  the  statue  appeared. 
The  Litanies  were  also  chanted,  and  the  Ave  Marts 
Stella.  Some  prayers  were  then  recited  by  Cardinal 
Regnier,  one  of  which  renewed  this  consecration  of 
Lille  to  her  Heavenly  Protectress.  At  length  the  ven- 
erable Prelate  approached  the  altar,  and  placed  the 
golden  crowns  on  the  heads  of  the  Virgin-Mother  and 
her  Divine  Infant,  while  children  scattered  flowers,  and 
fresh  j'oung  voices  sang: 

"Vierge,  recois  cette  couronne, 
Faitqu'elle  soit  le  nage  heureux 
De  celle  qu'aupres  de  ton  trone 
Tu  nous  reserves  dans  les  cieux!" 

"O  Holy  Virgin,  receive  this  crown,  and  let  it  be  to 
us  a  happy  pl>  dge  of  that  crown  of  im mortality  which 
Thou  wilt  place  upon  our  brows  when  we  kneel 
around  thy  throne  in  heaven!" 

Then  resounded  once  more  the  enthusiastic  accla- 
mations: "Vive  Pie  IX!  Vive  Pie  IX!"  "  Vive  Notre 
Dame  de  la  Treille!  Vive  Kotre  Dume  de  la  Treillel' 
"Vive  Consignor!"  "Vive  Jlonsignor  Mermillod  T1  and 
this  latter  cry  was  taken  up  several  times. 

Afterwards  the  procession  formed  again,  and  slowly 
left  the  Place.  It  returned  to  the  Church  of  Notre 
Dame  de  la  Treille,  where  the  different  groups  be_can 
to  withdraw  by  degrees.  Before  the  last  had  totally 
dispersed,  it  was  9p.m.  As  soon  as  darkness  had  fallen, 
the  whole  town  was  lit  up,  but  as  we  did  not  ii'o  out 
again,  we  can  only  speak  of  the  Rue  de  la  Barre,  where 
we  were  staying.  The  house  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers,  op- 
posite, was  beautifully  illuminated,  and  so  were  sev- 
eral others  in  the  same  street.  While  we  were  gazing 
from  the  window,  a  vivid  Bengal  light  shone  out  like 
a  symbol  of  hope  and  love,  transforming  the  grey,  cold 
houses  with  its  rosy  glow.  Before  its  soft  radiance 
paled,  we  retired,  carrying  with  us  the  joyous  impres- 
sion which  it  gave.  Thus  ended  the  brightest  day 
which  Lille  has  seen  in  modern  times,  and  one  which 
stands  forth  like  a  landmark  of  holy  happiness  in  the 
pilgrims'  memories.  F.  L. 


BLES«ED  BERCHMAXS,  that  favored  child  of  Mary, 
when  dyinir,  was  asked  by  those  who  stood  about  his 
bed,  what  devotion  they  should  practice  in  honor  of 
the  Blessed  Viririn.  "Anything,"  he  replied,  ''How- 
ever small,  only  let  it  be  constant." 


Av&  Maria. 


Another  Miracle. 

The  following  is  a  brijf  account  of  the  miracu- 
lous cure  wrought  by  Our  Blessed  Lady  of  Lourdes 
in  tho  Urduline  Convent,  Galveston,  Texas,  in  favor 
of  Miss  Louise  Chambodut,  then  a  postulant  in  the 
Convent.  The  account  is  from  a  letter  written 
by  Miss  Chambodut  (Sister  St.  Ursula)  herself,  and 
uviy  be  relied  upon  as  strictly  correct: 

For  about  eight  months  I  had  been  suffering  with 
an  incessant  and  painful  cough,  accompanied  with 
acute  and  almost  continual  pains  in  my  back  and  left 
side,  together  with  a  complete  exhaustion  in  my  chest. 
Every  remedy  that  medical  skill  could  devise  had  been 
tried  in  vaui.  Finally  a  Noveiyi  to  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes  was  commenced  by  our  Community;  our 
dear  Mother  and  Sisters  were  very  much  distressed; 
my  only  sorrow  was  that  my  ill  health  was  an  obstacle 
that  prevented  me  from  receiving  the  Holy  Habit,  my 
year  of  probation  having  already  passed.  During  the 
Novena  I  became  worse,  but  there  was  a  bright  hope  in 
my  heart,  and  indeed  I  was  almost  certain  that  our 
Heavenly  Mother  would  cure  me.  I  remained  full  of 
confidence,  hoping  against  hope,  until  the  two  last 
days  of  the  Novena,  when  my  suffering  so  visibly  in- 
creased that  no  one  saw  room  for  further  hope.  Our 
revered  Mother,  who  till  then  had  always  encouraged 
me,  told  rne  that  it  was  useless;  that  if  I  did  not  get 
better  it  was  a  sign  that  God  did  not  call  me  to  be  an 
Ursuline.  Kind  Mother!  she  tried  to  console,  and  spoke 
sweetly  of  resignation  to  God's  most  holy  will.  When 
left  alone,  I  saw  that  the  crisis  had  come.  On  what- 
ever side  I  turned  all  seemed  dark;  all  hope  from  crea- 
tures was  torn  from  my  poor,  sick  heart,  and  I  looked 
to  my  God  alone  for  aid;  one  prayer  was  constantly 
rising  to  my  lips,  it  was  formed  in  my  heart,  but  I 
could  not  force  myself  to  utter  the  words,  at  last  how- 
ever I  said:  "  My  God!  You  know  the  anguish  of  my 
heart,  but  show  me  what  Yon  will,  and  then,  Thy 
will  be  done,  not  mine;  if  it  be  Your  will  that  I  should 
became  a  true  Ursuline,  then  O  my  Jesus!  through 
the  intercession  of  your  most  holy  Mother,  cure  me, 
give  me  strength  to  perform  the  duties  of  that  calling; 
if  not,  show  me  Your  will  by  making  me  so  ill  that  I 
will  be  obliged  to  give  up:  I  will  be  resigned." 

Scarcely  had  I  pronounced  these  words  than  a  sweet 
trust  filled  my  heart.  I  was  suffering  considerably;  the 
excitement  had  increased  the  pain  and  completely  ex- 
hausted me,  but  my  confidence  was  great. 

The  evening  before  the  close  of  the  Novena,  after 
taking  a  little  supper,  I  retired  at  an  earl}'  hour  to  my 
room;  the  pain  was  almost  unbearable.  I  couched 
almost  unceasingly  for  some  time,  and  I  grew  so  much 
worse  that  I  really  thought  that  my  last  hour  had  come. 
I  hastily  pulled  off  a  porous  plaster  that  was  on  my 
chest,  rubbed  it  with  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes  and 
replaced  it;  at  that  moment  a  doubt  flashed  through 
my  mind,  which  I  quickly  rejected,  drank  some  of  the 
water  and  laid  quiet,  thanking  our  sweet  Immaculate 
Mother  for  the  cure  that  she  was  going  to  perform;  I 
slept  soundly  all  night.  In  the  morning  my  first 
thought  was:  "Now  Mother,  glorify  thy  child,  that  thy 


child  may  glorify  thee."  While  preparing  to  go  to 
Mass  I  joyously  conversed  with  our  Sweet  Jesus  and 
|  His  Most  Holy  Mother.  /  did  not  cough  at  air,  except  just 
before  goinir  to  Holy  Communion,  it  was  the  last  trial; 
I  received  my  God,  and  heart  to  heart  I  thanked  Him 
for  the  favor  granted  me. 

Some  hours  after,  our  revered  Mother  called  me  and 
expressed  her  surprise  at  not  having  heard  me  cough; 
I  then  gave  her  an  account  of  what  had  happened. 

But  our  Immaculate  Mother  does  nothing  by  halves 
and  on  her  Feast  of  the  Presentation  I  received  the 
Holy  Habit  and  am  now  no  longer  called  by  my 
name,  Louise  Chain bodut,  but 

SISTER  ST.  URSULA. 


A  Card. 

"  Mother  dear,  what  are  you  doing  on  that  dome 
all  the  time?"  A  MINIM. 

To  this  childish  query  an  answer  is  solicited 
from  our  best  writers  either  in  poetry  or  in  prose. 
Indeed  the  same  comprehensive  question  is  en- 
dorsed as  well  by  many  more  advanced  in  years. 

That  beautiful  statue  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  was 
solemnly  blessed  there  by  Archbishop  Spalding, 
assisted  by  six  other  eminent  Prelates,  nearly  nine 
years  ago.  It  is  twelve  feet  high,  and  is  raised  one 
hundred  and  twenty  feet  above  the  ground,  and 
looking  o'er  the  little  domain  of  Notre  Dame, 
nearly  a  mile  around,  with  seven  hundred  and 
twenty  inmates  on  the  premises.  The  erection  of 
this  colossal  statue  being  nearly  coeval  with  the 
appearance  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA,"  it  is  quite  natu- 
ral for  one  who  looks  to  it  every  day  with  delight, 
to  ask  of  our  gifted  lovers  of  Mary  what  her  gra- 
cious image  means  on  the  top  of  the  dome  of 
Notre  Dame. 

To  the  best  answer,  Father  General  offers  a 
beautiful  alabaster  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
over  two  feet  high,  recently  received  from  Pisa, 
and  worth  having.  He  knows  for  what  reason 
the  statue  was  placed  on  the  University  dome; 
his  object  has  been  fully  realized,  and  he  feels 
under  no  common  obligations  to  the  Glorious 
Queen  represented  there;  but  he  wishes  disinter- 
ested and  able  pens  to  satisfy  his  dear  Minim's 
suggestive  and  interesting  question. 


FATHER  DE  RAVIGKAN,  the  modern  Cbrysostom  as 
he  was  called,  could  not  endure  that  others  should 
curtail  the  Christian  Sign  of  the  Cross.  "What!" 
he  would  say,  "is  the  Cross  a  plaything?  a  scare- 
crow? You  all  seem  to  want  to  play  with  it,  or 
else  to  be  rid  of  it.  It  should  not  be  so;  put  away 
all  fear  and  shame.  A  Christian  should  be  proud 
to  display  his  standard;  and,  for  the  honor  of 
Christ,  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  should  not  be  used 
without  some  formality." 


Maria. 


Books  and  Periodicals. 

THE  ILLUSTRATED  CATHOLIC  FAMILY  ALMANAC,  for 

1875.    116  pp.    New  York:  Catholic  Publication  So 

ciety. 

WE  had  almost  overlooked  the  C  ttholic  Fnmi'y 
A7mtnac  for  1875,  a  copy  of  which  was  received 
last  month.  The  Almanac  is,  as  heretofore,  \vell 
gotten  up.  Besides  the  usual  information  and 
calendar  matter,  it  contains  a  number  of  excellent 
sketches  and  good  illustrations.  The  following  is 
principally  the  tahle  of  contents:  . 

Alexander  Cardinal  Barnabo,  (Illustrated),  An 
Ancient  Psalter,  Anglicans  and  Presbyterians, 
Astronomical  Data,  Bro.  Philip,  (Illus.),  Calendars, 
Cardinal  Mezzofanti,  (Illus.),  Catholic  Colleges, 
Universities,  Seminaries  and  Academies  in  the 
United  States,  Celtic  Crosses,  (Illus.),  Christinas 
Cribs,  Chronology,  Church  Statistics,  Col.  James 
F.  Meline,  (Illus.),  Days  of  Obligation,  Dr.  J.  V. 
"Huntington,  (Illus.),  Father  Charles  de  Siguenzay 
Gongora,  S.  J.,  (Illus.),  Father  Francis  Xavier 
Clavigero,  S.  J.,  (Illus.),  Hierarchy  of  the  United 
States,  History  of  the  Tichborne  Family,  How  the 
Trappists  Live,  Joan  of  Arc,  (Illus),  John  O'Don- 
ovan,  LL.  D.,  M.  R.  I.  A.,  etc.,  (Illus.),  Kilfursa 
Church  Ruins,  Labyrinth  of  St.  Bernard,  Libraries 
of  France,  List  of  Deceased  Bishops,  Marie  Edmee 
Pan,  (Illus.),  Melrose  Abbey,  (Illus.),  Miecislas 
Halka  de  Ledochowski,  Count  of  Ledochowski, 
Archbishop  of  Gnesen  and  Posen,  Confessor  for 
the  Faith,  (Illus.),  Most  Rev.  Anthony  Blanc,  D.  D., 
(Illus.),  Most  Rev.  Francis  Patrick  Kenrick,  D.  D. 
(Illus.),  "No  Popery,"  or  '"Gordon"  Riots,  Popu- 
lation of  the  Earth,  Quin  Abbey,  County  Clare, 
Ireland,  (Illus.),  Right  Rev.  Richard  Vincent 
Whelan,  D.  D.,  (Illus.),  Sanctuary  of  Our  Lady  of 
Gaudulupe,  Mexico,  (Illus.),  Something  for  the 
Young  and  Old  to  Solve,  The  Monk  of  Marmoutier, 
The  Old  Church  of  Selskar,  Wexford,  (Illus.), 
The  Phantasmagoria  of  the  Hearth,  The  School- 
men of  the  Middle  Ages,  The  Very  Rev.  William 
Gahan,  D.  D.,  (Illus.),  William  Cardinal  Allen, 
(Illus.). 

From  its  statistics  of  Catholic  Colleges  and 
Academies  in  the  United  Slates,  we  learn  that 
there  are  720  teachers  in  the  Colleges  for  young 
men,  and  11,842  students;  in  the  Academies  for 
young  ladies,  910  teachers  and  115,61  pupils.  The 
list  of  Colleges  and  Academies,  although  anything 
but  complete,  is  no  doubt  correct  as  far  as  it  goes: 
but  many  of  our  principal  institutions  have  been 
omitted,— as  for  instance  the  Academy  of  the  Vis- 
itation at  Georgetown,  D.  C.,  and  St.  Mary's  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

Altogether,  the  Almanac  is  an  invaluable  hand- 
book for  Catholics,  and  is  well  worth  double  its 


price.    Every  Catholic  family  should  buy  a  copy 
and  preserve  it. 

We  have  received  the  Catholic  World  for  Jan- 
nary,  1875.  The  articles  in  this  number  are  excel- 
lent. The  contents  are:  I.  The  Persecution  of 
the  Church  in  the  German  Empire.  II.  Christ- 
mastide.  III.  The  Veil  Withdrawn.  IV.  An- 
other General  Convention  of  the  Protestant  Epis- 
copal Church.  V.  Assunta  Howard.  VI.  Mat- 
ter. VII.  Christmas  in  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
VIII.  The  Civilization  of  Ancient  Ireland.  IX. 
Robespierre.  X.  The  Better  Christmas.  XI.  En. 
glish  and  Scotch  Scenes.  XII.  The  future  of  the 
Russian  Church.  XIII.  The  Leap  for  Life.  XIV. 
The  Year  of  Our  Lord  1874.  XV.  New  Publica- 
tions. 


Before  us  lies  the  Cartwlie  Record  for  Decem- 
ber, 1874.  The  number  is  very  good,  the  articles 
are  even  above  the  general  order  to  be  found  in  its 
pages,  though  they  are  always  good.  The  Record 
supplies  a  want  that  was  long  felt  by  the  Catholics 
of  the  United  States.  We  have  given  words  of  com- 
mendation so  often  that  we  need  say  nothing  more 
in  its  praise  at  present.  The  contents  of  this  num- 
ber are : 

I.  "Does Papal  Infallibility  Involve  Civil  Disloy- 
alty; II.  The  First  Christmas;  III.  A  Brand 
Snatched  From  the  Burning ;  IV.  Observations  on 
the  Marks  of  the  Church;  V.  The  Angel  and  the 
Child ;  VI.  To  Whom  we  are  Indebted  for  the  Pres- 
ervation of  Ancient  Literature;  VII.  The  Truth 
of  It;  VIII.  Forever;  IX.  Letters  to  A  Protestant 
Friend;  X.  Twice  Mistaken;  XI.  "Died — Aged 
Seven  Years" ;  XII.  A  Story  of  Beethoven ;  XIII. 
Editorial  Notes ;  XIV.  New  Publications. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  16TH  TO  THE  23RD  OF  DECEMBER. 
One  hundred  and  seventy-six  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  seventeen  new  Associates 
have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked 
for  one  hundred  and  thirty-two  individuals  and 
seventy-one  families;  seventy-seven  sick  persons 
have  been  recommended  ;  special  favors  have  been 
solicited  for  thirty-one  individuals,  one  parish, 
four  schools,  one  novitiate  and  eight  families. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"We  have  received  your  kind  letter  and  the  holy 
water.  My  wife  took  it  whilst  making  a  noveua  and  it 
seemt-d  to  do  her  much  ^oocV  ....  "A  lady  received 
the  water,  for  a  cancer  in  her  breast;  she  tinds  nothing 
to  relieve  her  except  the  water  of  Lourdes.  The  morn- 
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ing  she  received  it  sire  was  prepared  for  death;  she 
is  now  iible  to  go  around  and  do  her  work."  .  .  . 
"I  have  many  applications  for  the  water,  and  it  has 
done  wonders.  One  of  our  Sisters  has  improved  so  far 
as  to  attend  to  her  duties;  I  trust  she  will  soon  be 
as  strong  as  ever.  One  ]ittle  boy  who  attends  our 
school  has  been  deaf  for  years,  o  win  if  to  a  tumor.  lie 
used  the  water  twice,  and  is  entirely  cured;  he  hears 
as  well  as  anybody  else.  A  young  lady  was  thrown 
from  a  horse  and  the  whole  weight  of  her  body  came 
upon  her  ancle;  the  fall  disabled  her  so  that  she  could 
not  walk  for  seven  weeks.  Hearing  of  the  water,  she 
got  some  from  us  and  applied  it  to  the  ancle,  and  it 
was  not  half  an  hour  till  she  walked  as  well  as  ever, 
and  without  the  slightest  inconvenience.  But  the  most 
remarkable  of  all  is  the  cure  of  a  lady  who  has  suffered 
with  a  cancer  for  ten  years.  She  heard  of  the  blessed 
water  and  came  for  it.  Her  eye  could  not  be  seen,  and 
was  swollen  out  the  size  of  an  egg.  The  cancer  had 
also  eaten  down  Jialf  way  on  her  cheek,  and  was  a  per- 
fect sore.  She  has  made  three  novenas  to  Our  Blessed 
Mother,  and  the  entire  cheek  is  healed  and  the  swell- 
ing has  gone  from  the  eye."  .  .  .  "  A  lady  friend  of 
mine  had  a  putrid  sore  throat  and  could  get  nothing 
to  give  her  relief.  She  sent  to  me  for  some  of  the 
blessed  water.  She  had  only  used  it  the  second  time 
when  every  sign  of  the  soreness  had  disappeared."  .  .  . 
"The  two  vials  you  sent  me  have  entirely  cured  me  of 
a  severe  pain  in  the  chest,  for  which  I  can  never  return 
half  the  thanks  due  to  Our  Blessed  Lady."  .  .  .  "1  re- 
turn you  my  sincere  thanks  for  the  blessed  water  of 
Lourdes  you  so  kindly  sent  me.  It  did  a  great  deal  of 
good.  It  has  cured  my  sister's  baby  of  a  catarrh  in  his 
chest,  and  it  has  also  cured  another  infant  who  was 
very  sick."  ....'•  Very  Rev.  Sir:  Will  you  please  say 
a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  to  Our  Blessed  Mother  for  a 
temporal  favor  received  through  her  intercession.  We 
have  indeed  cause  to  be  thankful,  for  I  think  if  we  had 
not  received  the  favor  when  we  did,  my  father  would 
not  be  now  in  this  world."  .  ..."  A  girl  named  A — 
K —  got  out. of  her  mind;  happily  she  came  to  me  for 
the  miraculous  water  and  I  irave  it  to  her.  She  is  en- 
tirely well  now.  A  little  girl  took  spasms  and  was  said 
to  be  dead;  a  neighbor  senther  some  of  the  water  and 
she  got  well  immediately." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons :  MR.  BREEN,  of  North  Tarrytown,  N.  Y. ; 
MRS.  JOHANNA  BROSNAN,  of  Brattleboro,  Vt. ;  MR. 
DANIEL  BROSNAN,  who  died  in  Chicago,  April  24th, 
1874 ;  MRS.  PATRICK  FELAND,  of  Marysburg,  Minn. ; 
MRS.  MARY  McQuiRE,  who  died  in  New  Haven, 
Conn.,  October  12th,  after  a  long  and  painful  illness, 
which  she  bore  with  Christian  resignation;  MR. 
JOHN  BARRY,  of  Detroit,  Mich. ;  REV.  J.  BYRNE,  of 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. ;  MRS.  DOUGHERTY,  of  Lancaster, 
Pa. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Catholic  Notes. 

—Archbishop  Manning  is  in  Rome. 

— In  the  Diocese  of  Posen  there  are  19  parishes  va- 
cant. 

—  The  nuns  recently  banished  from  Posen  were  re- 
ceived with  welcome  at  Cracow. 

— The  Catholic  Union  of  New  York  city  has  an- 
nounced a  free  course  of  six  lectures. 

— The  Indians  have  built  for  themselves  a  large 
church  in  British  Columbia.  The  work  was  all  done 
by  Indians. 

— The  Swiss  Benedictines  lately  exiled  are  to  found 
a  colony  in  'the  Republic  of  Equador,  by  invitation  of 
the  President  of  that  country. 

— It  is  said  that  the  Von  Arnirn  despatches  show 
forth  the  action  which  Prussia  will  take  when  a  suc- 
cessor shall  be  elected  to  Pope  Pius  IX. 

The  Catholic  Columbian  will  be  issued  in  Columbus, 
Ohio,  in  January.  It  will  be  under  the  control  of 
Bishop  Rosecrans.  We  wish  it  ever}7  success. 

— Bishop  Ryan,  of  Buffalo,  is  very  active  writing  up 
the  school  question.  Bishop  McQuaide,  of  Rochester, 
delivered  a  grand  lecture  on  the  subject  in  Cleveland. 

— The  Cathodes  of  New  Brunswick  are  compelled 
to  suffer  much  injustice  on  account  of  the  school  law 
in  that  province.  Arrests  and  seizures  of  goods  are  of 
daily  occurrence. 

— Rev.  Felix  P.  Sweenberg,  Box  83,  Emporia,  Lyon 
County,  Kansas,  begs  for  a  supply  of  good  books  for 
his  poor  people  to  read.  We  hope  many  persons  will 
answer  his  appeal.  Good  reading  is  what  is  wanted 
by  our  people. 

— The  Mexican  Government  has  suppressed  the  Or- 
der of  Sisters  of  Charity.  Plow  long  will  it  be  before 
the  Government  itself  will  be  suppressed?  There  may 
be  a  time  of  war  or  pestilence  when  Mexico  will  wish 
the  Sisters  of  Charity  were  still  there. 

— That  excellent  Catholic  journal,  the  Ca'hol'c  Advo- 
cate, of  Louisville,  a  paper,  by  the  way,  deserving  well 
the  patronage  of  the  good  Catholics  of  Kentucky,  pub- 
lishes a  long  account  of  the  miraculous  cure  of  Rev. 
Father  de  Meulder.  We  will  publish  in  full  the  letter 
of  the  Rev.  Father  narrating  his  cure. 


Religious  News. 

DEATHS. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Dec.  6,  1874.— At  Cincinnati,  O.,  SISTER   MARY  GER- 
TKUDE,  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame. 

Dec.  6.— At  Cincinnati,  O,  SISTER  M.  FLAVIA,  of  the 
Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor. 

ORDINATIONS. 

TONSUBE    AND  MINOR   ORDERS. 

Dec.  16,1874  —At  Louisville,  Ky.,  John  Baxter. 
Dec.  19,  1874— At   Louisville,  Ky.,    Mr.  W.  Whalen, 
J.  R.  Abell,  J.  II.  Z.  Tay  or,  and  E.  Fahreubach. 

SUBDEACONSHIP. 

Dec.  17,  1874— At  Louisville,  Ky.,  John  Baxter  and 

Henry  J.  Conmuis. 
Dec.  19, 1874  —At  Louisville,  Ky  ,  Thomas  Tierney,  R. 
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Hess  and  H.  Sclioeppner.  O.  S.  F. 

DEACONSHIP. 

Dec.  18. — At  Louisville,  Ky.,  Rev.  John   Baxter  and 

Henry  S.  Connaiis. 
Dec.  19  — At  Louisville,  Ky.,  Revs.  J.  Cooke,  G.  A.  Van- 

troostenberge,  Murk  Kivkc,  O.  S.  F. 

PRIESTHOOD. 

Dec.  19, 1874— At  Louisville,  Ky.,  Revs.  J.  Baxter,  H. 

J.   Connans,   X.  Gaugel,  P.   P.  Guderraan,  and 

D  Mier,  O.  S.  F. 
Dec.  19— At  Brooklyn,  N.  T.,  Rev.  M.  O'Dovrd. 

PROFESSION. 

Dec.  15, 1874.— At  New  York  City  Sister  M.  Berchmans 
(M.  A.  Dean),  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 


Subscriptions  to  the  New  Tabernacle. 

James  O'Neill,  Ireland $10  00 

J.  T.  Boyle,  Bremen,  Washington  Co.,  Ind 1  00 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp 
AFriend $10  00 


True  Stories  For  Little  Children. 


No.  2. 

Little  Mary's  First  Communion. 

The  little  tale  we  related  to  our  young  friends 
in  the  last  number  showed  them  how  pleasing  to 
our  Holy  Virgin  Mother  the  devotion  of  little  chil- 
dren is,  particularly  when  offered  in  behalf  of  their 
parents.  "Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother,"  is, 
as  you  know,  one  of  the  Commandments,  and  it 
pleases  Our  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother  to  have 
this  command  obeyed,  as  you  will  see  by  another 
little  story  we  are  going  to  tell,  and  which  we 
know  to  have  occurred  not  many  years  ago. 

A  little  girl,  whose  name  was  Mary  Adams,  was 
the  only  child  of  Catholic  parents,  both  of  whom 
bad  been  born  and  reared  in  the  Holy  Faith,  and 
were  very  pious,  until  about  the  time  Mary  was 
eight  years  old,  when  the  father,  who  at  one  time 
•was  so  good  and  kind,  fell  into  evil  company  and 
soon  became  a  drunkard.  Instead  of  staying  at 
home  with  his  family  and  reading  good  books 
during  the  long  winter  nights,  as  lie  had  always 
done,  he  now  spent  his  time  with  wicked  men 
who  led  him  into  temptation,  causing  him  to  for- 
get God,  stay  away  from  church,  and  greatly  abuse 
his  wife  and  child.  This  all  gave  little  Mary 
great  pain,  for  she  was  old  enough  to  know  how 
her  father  was  displeasing  God  and  disgracing 


them  all.  She  used  to  be  very  proud  when  her 
papa  would  take  her  to  Mass  and  to  Vespers  every 
Sunday;  and  now  when  she  went  alone  she  felt 
very  sad,  and  she  and  her  good  mother  would  cry 
and  grieve  over  the  fate  of  the  beloved  one.  But 
the  little  girl  never  forgot  to  pray  for  her  father. 
Each  morning  and  evening  she  fervently  begged 
the  Blessed  Virgin  to  protect  him  from  danger 
and  bring  him  back  to  his  life  of  virtue,  and  into 
the  fold  of  Christ  whence  he  had  wandered.  At 
length  Mary  was  allowed  by  her  pastor  to  pre- 
pare for  her  First  Communion.  This  made  her 
very  happy,  and  she  renewed  her  prayers  for  her 
father  with  yet  greater  devotion.  The  day  ap- 
pointed for  the  innocent  little  children  to  approach 
the  Holy  Sacrament  for  the  first  lime  was  the  beau- 
tiful Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  Of  this  Mary  was  very  glad;  she 
had  been  born  on  that  day,  and  named  by  her 
pious  mother  after  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  she 
felt  that  any  favor  she  would  ask  would  be  granted 
her  upon  that  day.  It  was  the  eve  of  the  great 
Festival:  the  children  had  been  in  retreat  for 
three  days,  and  Mary  Adams  came  home  to  make 
preparations  for  the  morning.  She  had  asked 
her.  good  mother  where  her  father  was,  and  was 
greatly  saddened  to  learn  that  he  was  from  home, 
drinking.  The  little  girl  retired  to  her  room  in 
tears;  falling  on  her  knees,  she  begged  the  Blessed 
Virgin  most  fervently  to  save  her  poor  lost  parent. 
Looking  up,  to  her  surprise  she  saw  her  father 
standing  in  the  door:  he  had  heard  her  prayer,  for 
she  had  spoken  aloud.  He  was  very  pale,  and 
tottered  as  he  approached  the  weeping  child  and 
laid  his  trembling  hand  upon  her  head. 

"Mary!  my  little  Mary!  I  know  it  was  the 
Blessed  Virgin  who  sent  me  home  early  to-night. 
I  know  it  was  she  who  made  me  stop  at  your  door 
and  hear  your  prayer,  and  I  hope  she  will  help 
me  to  keep  my  good  resolutions  never,  never  more 
to  offend  God  by  drunkenness." 

On  the  bright  First-Communion  morning,  Mary 
Adams'  young  heart  was  made  very  happy  by 
having  her  father  at  her  side,  receiving  the  Holy 
Communion  with  her.  Her  father's  restoration  to 
grace  was,  she  always  said,  the  Blessed  Virgin's 
First-Communion  gift  to  her,  and  it  was  a  most 
precious  one.  E.  R.  P. 

"  Of  Good  Will." 

BY  MRS.  M.   M.   WARDE. 


' '  Peace  on  earth ' !  What  a  mockery  of  eighteen 

hundred  years  standing  I" 

The  bitter  voice  belonged  to  a  man,  still  young, 
handsome,  and  richly  dressed,  who,  striving  to  push 
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his  way  through  a  crowd  that  blocked  the  pave- 
ment on  a  fashionable  avenue,  just  before  the  en- 
trance to  a  fashionable  church,  had  had  his  eye 
forcibly  arrested  by  the  words  painted  in  illuminated 
cbaracters  over  the  arched  doorway,  as  part  of  the 
Christmas  decorations. 

"  To  men  of  good  will,"  read  a  little  child's  clear 
tones,  unconscious  of  auditors,  and  merely  bent  on 
reading. 

The  first  speaker  started  as  if  stung,  and  ceased 
wrestling  with  the  crowd,  which  thereupon  grew 
suddenly  yielding,  and  oponed  a  way  for  him.  But 
he  did  not  move  on.  He  looked  down  with  softened 
gaze  to  see  what  manner  of  creature  his  involun- 
tary Mentor  might  be.  A  tiny,  tiny  thing,  wrapped 
in  indifferent  garments,  with  a  strange  almost  pa- 
thetic attempt  at  fashion  in  the  cut  thereof;  a  cli- 
max just  missed;  a  likeness  just  sufficiently  like  to 
indicate  failure.  From  out  the  funnylittle  bonnet 
looked  a  face  lit  by  beautiful  grey  eyes,  large  and 
full  of  all  the  unshadowed  glory  of  a  little  child's 
wonder;  a  fair,  sweet  face,  refined  in  every  line, 
and  crowned  by  the  broad,  low  brow,  that  gives 
promise  of  a  womanhood  marked  by  genius.  The 
little  creature  was  guarded  by  another,  a  head  and 
shoulders  taller  than  herself;  not  quite  so  evident 
a  leaning  towards  style  in  her  poor  dress;  face  re- 
sembling the  other,  but  less  spiritual, — and  old' 
extraordinarily  old,  with  a  world  of  care  upon  it, 
but  withal  a  look  of  kindly  feeling,  more  a  woman's 
than  a  child's,  however.  While  he  looked,  the 
smaller  one  spoke  again,  the  eager  eyes  upraised : 

"Susie,  do  any  other  kind  of  men  have  peace  on 
earth  ?" 

"  Dearie," — and  the  answering  voice  was  grave 
and  womanly, — "  the  angels  only  promised  it  to  men 
of  good  will,  when  they  sang  the  song.  Come,  let 
us  getoutof  the  crowd.  Mamma  said  to  keep  away 
from  them,  for  fear  you  would  be  hurt,  you  know." 

The  man  who  had  been  stung,  and  who  had 
looked  and  listened  like  one  to  the  very  core  of 
whose  heart  the  sting  had  reached,  stooped  over 
her,  and  lifted  her  carefully  in  his  arms.  Then 
taking  the  older  one  by  the  hand,  he  said,  in  a 
voice  from  which  the  bitterness  had  died  out : 

"  Let  me  take  care  of  you  till  you  are  safe,  little 
ones." 

The  smaller  laughed  a  sweet  laugh,  in  keeping 
with  her  voice ;  and  the  older  said,  like  a  very 
proper  miniature  of  a  matron : 

"Thank  you,  sir;  you  are  very  kind.  Tine,  what 
should  you  say  to  the  gentleman  ?  Shame ! " 

Tine  nestled  up  to  him. 

"I  think" — and  she  laughed  again  in  perfect  de- 
light at  the  comfort  of  the  ride  his  arms  afforded, 
a  laugh  gashing  up  irrepressibly  from  her  innocent 
heart — "  he  knows." 


"  I  know  what,  little  one  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Oh !  you  know  '  Thank  you,  sir,'  all  into  your- 
self, don't  you  V  " 

"  Well,  I  must  say  I  do." 

"Yes!"  she  nodded,  as  if  to  her  wee  self;  and 
added  in  a  whisper,  "  He  is  of  good  will,  I  guess." 

He  heard  it ;  he  again  made  the  gesture  of  one 
stung ;  again  looked  like  one  to  whose  inmost  heart 
the  sting  had  reached. 

"Tine,  there's  the  church,"  said  the  little  woman 
walking  beside  them. 

"Oh!  yes!"  cried  Tine;  "please  let  me  down. 
We  must  make  'a  visit,'  you  know." 

"A  visit!"  he  echoed. 

"Yes.  God  waits  there,  you  know;  and  Susie 
and  me  never  pass  by  His  House  without  going  in." 

"His  House"  stood  before  them  in  the  shape  of 
one  of  the  finest  cathedrals  in  the  United  States ; 
dim  light  stealing  softly  through  the  stained  win- 
dows, and  open  doors  inviting  all  to  enter.  People 
were  going  in  and  com  ing  out,  by  twos  and  threes — 
people  of  every  kind,  but  most  frequently  people 
who  had  been  bearing  "the  heat  and  burden 
of  the  da}-,"  and  of  life.  Ah !  upon  the  faces  of  all, 
as  they  entered  into  the  sacred  shadow  of  the  noble 
pile,  came  the  same  look.  This  look  said  "  Hush ! " 
said  it  reverently  and  adoringly,  mutely  warning 
him  who  stood  gazing  curiously  there  that  this 
was  "holy  ground." 

"You  come  in,  too,"  said  Tine,  in  a  tone  of  good 
fellowship;  "God  waits  for  everybody." 

"And  what  will  I  do?" 

"Just  tell  Him  you  love  Him,  and  ask  Him  to 
take  care  of  you, — but,"  here  a  hushed  sort  of  little 
laugh  rippled  up  into  her  voice,  "I  guess  you  don't 
need  to  say  that,  like  us  children — God  might  think 
it  queer  for  a  big  man.  Well,  I  guess  you  know 
yourself  what  to  ask  instead." 

"Tine ! " — this  in  a  tone  of  reproof  from  the  little 
woman  below — "  don't  tire  the  gentleman." 

"  Go  on,"  said  "  the  gentleman  " ;  go  on,  sweet 
Tine.  I  don't  know  what  to  ask  Him." 

"Well — let's  see.    Have  you  got  a  mamma?" 

He  started. 

"  I  have  indeed ! "  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  bitter 
sorrow. 

"But,"  replying  to  the  tone,  "you  ought  to  be 
glad  you  have.  Is  there — is  there — " 

"Tine!"- — deep  remonstrance  from  below. 

"  Go  on :"  '  Is  there ' — what  ? "  he  said,  rather  im- 
patiently motioning  the  mentor  to  silence. 

"Why," — she  whispered  this  in  his  ear  confiden- 
tially "  sorrow  on  her  face  ?" 

"Good  God!"  Stung — stung  to  the  soul  now! 
That  stricken  face  tried  to  avert  itself  from  the 
child,  but  the  voice  told  even  lier  simple  heart,  that 
the  question  had  struck  home. 
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She  put  her  little  lips  to  his  ear. 
"  She  has  sorrow  V  So  has  mine  got  it  on  her  face 
Corne  on  in,  and  ask  God  to  take  it  off  both  of 
them." 

He  still  stood  silent  and  stricken. 
"You  know  He's  the  only  one  that  can,"  the  lips 
at  his  ear  softly  went  on,  "  and  sometimes,  He  takes 
a  long  time  before  He  does  it,  but  if  you  go  on  ask- 
ing He  some  day  says  'Well!'  and  so  the  sorrow 
goes  away.  Come ! " 

He  went.  Inside  of  the  massive  door  he  set 
down  his  little  burden,  and  as  he  did  so  she  softly 
whispered  "To-night — God  is  a  baby,  and  babies 
know  most  about  mammas."  Then  with  a  step 
that  would  have  been  a  dancing  one  if  not  controlled 
by  the  faith  that  recognized  "holy  ground,"  she 
left  him,  to  kneel  with  her  sister  before  one  of  the 
altars. 

He  stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  looking  on  what  was 
to  him  a  most  impressive  scene.  The  immense 
building  was  dimly  lighted,  giving  to  it  an  aspect 
of  grandeur  and  mystery,  always  touching  to  the 
human  heart.  Its  vast  aisles  seemed  like  avenues 
of  holy  shadow,  wherein  one  might  enter  on  a 
sacred  journey,  apart  from  life  and  its  cares,  and 
lost  alike  to  the  delusive  lights  or  black  and  storm- 
laden  clouds  of  the  world.  The  sanctuary-lamp 
shone  like  a  star  from  out  this  beautiful  gloom, 
marking,  as  it  shounld  be  marked,  with  light,  the 
favored  spot  where  "  God  waited."  Figures  moved 
here  and  there,  with  steps  indicative  of  awe,  or 
knelt  in  prayer;  all  was  quiet — and  shadow — and 
peace.  Such  are  God's  holy  places,  set  mercifully  in 
the  midst  of  glare  and  noise  and  strife.  He  knelt, 
overcome  by  the  place,  the  thoughts  created  by  the 
child's  words,  the  power  of  the  moment.  He  cov- 
ered his  face,  and  face  and  soul  were  hidden,  from 
all  but  God. 

After  awhile  he  heard  little  feet  coming  down 
the  aisle.  He  waited  till  they  went  past  the  spot 
where  he  knelt,  and  then  he  got  up  and  followed 
them.  He  was  possessed  by  an  uncontrollable  de- 
sire to  watch  those  children  and  find  out  who  they 
were  and  where  they  were  going. 

For  some  time  they  walked  along  in  silence  that 
seemed  to  him  a  lingering  upon  their  young  souls 
of  the  hush  belonging  to  the  place  they  had  just 
left.  Finally  Tine  said  in  a  low  voice: 

"  I  prayed  for  the  gentleman  that  carried  me." 

"  So  did  I,"  said  the  mentor  at  her  side.  "  But  Tine 
dearie,  why  did  you  tell  a  stranger  about  the  sor- 
row on  mamma's  face?" 

"  Why?  was  that  any  harm,  Susie ? " 

"/  wouldn't  do  it,"  was  the  non-committal  reply. 

"Why,  I  could  tell  him  all  the  things  I  have,  he's 
so  nice,  Susie ;  and  then,  he's  sorry,  and  I  pity  sorry 
people." 


"  AVell,  now  let  us  go  to  the  variety  store,  and 
get  the  clasp  for  mamma's  purse,  and  the  ribbon 
for  the  needle-book.  I'm  so  afraid  I  haven't  money 
enough,  after  all  my  saving  for  so  long." 

'•  Oh !  won't  mamma  be  glad  to-morrow,  if  we 
can  give  her  the  purse  and  the  needle-book  ?  Never 
mind,  Susie.  God'll  make  the  money  be  enough ! " 
Such  were  Tine's  inspiring  words. 

"Yes,"  said  the  practical  Susie;  "but  if  the 
things  cost  more  than  I  have,  I  don't  know  what 
I'll  do.  I  set  my  heart  on  surprising  poor  mamma 
with  a  little  gladness  for  once.  Well ! "  The  last 
word  wras  more  a  sigh  than  a  word,  breathing  a 
volume  of  resignation  and  patient  endurance. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


Obituary. 

We  commend  to  tlie  prayers  of  the  readers  of  the 
"  AVE  MARIA"  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  SISTEK  MART 
XAVIER  CAKROLL,  who,  strengthened  by  the  Sacra- 
ments of  our  Holy  Church,  departed  this  life  on  the 
Feast  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  in  the  87th  year  of  her 
age,  and  the  39th  of  her  Religious  Profession,  at  the 
Presentation  Convent,  Clonmel,  Ireland.  May  she  rest 
in  pence. 

Also,  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  SISTER  ST.  JONH 
(Maria  Hairan)  of  the  Society  of  the  Holy  Child  Jesus, 
who  departed  this  life  at  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  on  the  21st 
of  December,  1874,  fortified  !>y  the  Holy  Sacraments. 
Sister  St  John  was  in  the  33d  year  of  her  age,  and  the 
llth  of  her  religious  life.  May  she  rest  in  peace. 


Calendar  of  the  Week. 

JANUARY. 

Saturday.  9.-  Of  the  Octave. 

Sunday,  10. — Sunday  within  the  Octave  of  the  Epipy- 

iiny. 

Monday,  11  —Of  the  Octave.    St.  Hyginus,  P.  M. 
Tuoclay.  1'2.—  Of  the  Octave. 
Wednesday,  13  — Octave  of  the  Epiphany. 
Thursday,  14.— 8t  Hilary,  B. C.  D.    St. Felix,  M 
Friday,  15.— St.  Paul,  First   Hermit,   C.    St.   Maur, 

Abbot. 
Saturday,  16.— St.  Marcel! us,  P.  M. 


Contents— No.  2—  Vol  XI, 

PAGE 

The  Crib  of  Bethlehem 17 

Tin-  Sanctuary  Lamp  of  Notre  Dame. — (Poetry, — 

Maiiaphilos 19 

Pilgrim  a  ires  Bcirun — By  Miss  Rose  Howe: 

Noire  Daniedc  Fourviercs.— [Continued] — 20 

Notre    Dame  cle  la  Tieille. — London  Lamp 25 

Another  Miracle 27 

A  Card 27 

Father  de  Ravi-nan  and  the  Sign  of  the  Cross 27 

Books  and  Periodicals 28 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 28 

Catholic  Notes ". 29 

Religious  News 29 

CHILDREN'S  DEPARTMENT. 
True  Stories  for  Little  Children: 

II.— Little  Man's  First  Communion— By  E  R.P.  30 

Of  Goud  Will—By  Mrs.  M.  M.  \Varde. . . . " 30 


' 


THE 

AVE  MARIA. 


ffiatlurtfe  f  marat  ttofed  ta  the  §Mnwr  of  tto 


f  ivgk 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 
No.  XV. 

"  JESUS." 

This  Divine  Name,  brought  from  heaven  and 
given  to  His  Son  by  the  Eternal  Father,  the  Catho- 
lic Church  has  taken  care  to  insert  in  the  Angelical 
Salutation.  As  we  have  seen,  this  insertion  is  due 
to  Pope  Urban  IV.  "Was  it  not  becoming  that  we 
should  every  day,  and  several  times  a  day,  recall 
the  name  of  Him  to  whom  we  owe  everything? 
This  will  be  evident  after  an  explanation  of  the 
name  of  Jesus. 

"  Jesus."  Jesus  means  Saviour.  It  is  the  name 
of  the  Incarnate  Word.  It  declares  at  once  His 
mission,  His  dignity,  His  life,  and  His  death.  It 
expresses  the  whole  economy  of  the  Incarnation,  in 
which  we  see  more  brilliantly  displayed  all  the  at- 
tributes of  God — His  power,  His  wisdom,  His  in- 
finite love ;  and  from  which  the  whole  human  race 
has  derived  all  the  goods  of  body  and  soul,  of  the 
present  and  the  future  life. 

The  name  of  Jesus  is  greater  even  than  that  of 
God.  God,  or  Jehovah,  signifies  He  who  is.  Jesus 
means  not  only  He  who  is,  but  also  He  who  saves, 
who  vivifies  and  beatifies. 

Jehovah  is  the  source,  the  principle  of  being. 

Jesus  is  the  source,  the  principle,  of  grace  and 
glory. 

Jehovah  was  the  breaker  and  victor  over  Pharaoh 
and  Egypt. 

Jesus  is  the  breaker  and  victor  over  Satan  and 
hell. 

Jehovah  was  the  Lawgiver  of  the  Jews,  and  the 
Founder  of  the  Old  Dispensation. 

Jesus  is  the  Lawgiver  of  the  Christians  and  the 
Founder  of  the  New  Dispensation. 

Jehovah  enabled  the  Hebrews  to  cross  the  Eed 
Sea,  to  lead  them  into  the  land  of  Chanaan. 


By  baptism,  Jesus  washes  the  world  in  His  Blood 
and  leads  it  to  heaven. 

It  is  then  with  great  truth  that  St.  Peter  declared 
to  tile  Jews  that  "  there  is  no  other  name  under 
heaven  given  to  men  whereby  we  may  be  saved." 
We  need  not  be  surprised  at  the  following  words  of 
a  celebrated  theologian : 

"  It  is  a  greater  sin  to  take  the  name  of  Jesus  in 
vain  than  the  name  of  God,  because  it  is  the  common 
and  laudable  custom  of  the  Church  to  honor  the 
name  of  Jesus  more,  than  the  name  of  God.  Hence 
at  the  name  of  Jesus  all  the  faithful  either  incline 
the  head  or  bend  the  knee;  which  is  not  done 
when  pronouncing  the  name  of  God.  He  then  who 
offends  by  dishonoring  the  name  of  Jesus  commits 
a  greater  sin  than  by  dishonoring  the  name  of 
God  "  * 

The  Council  of  Mayence  says :  ",When  the  reader 
pronounces  the  venerable  and  terrible  name  of 
Jesus,  he  should  be  uncovered,  and  with  love  raise 
his  eyes  to  heaven." 

In  her  commentary  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Romans, 
a  great  theologian  of  the  Council  of  Trent,  Cathe- 
rine, recalls  a  very  just  decree  of  the  Sovereign  Pon- 
tiffs, by  which  it  was  ordered  that  everyone  who 
heard  the  name  of  Jesus  should  bow  the  head; 
and  the  same  was  prescribed  by  the  Council  of 
Lyons. 

Hence,  according  to  the  present  discipline  of  the 
Church,  at  the  name  of  Jesus  the  preacher  uncov- 
ers his  head,  and  the  priest  at  the  altar  makes  an 
inclination  every  time  it  is  pronounced. 


*  "Majus  peccatum  est  accipere  nomen  Jesus-  in 
vanum,  quam  istud  nomen  Deus.  Quia  Ecclesiae 
communis  etlaudabilis  consuetudo  magis  bonorat 
istud  nomen  Jesu,  quam  nomen  Deus.  Unde,  audito 
nomine  Jesu,  devoti  fldeles  aut  caput  inclinant,  aut 
genua  flectunt,  quod  non  fadnnt  audito  nomine  Deus. 
Qui  ergo  contra  hoc  offendit,  dehonorando  nomen 
Jesu,  magis  peccat,  quam  si  delionoret  uomen  Deus." 
(Abuleusis,  apud  Cor.  a  Lap.  in  Luc.  i.)  . 


Ave  Maria. 


Finally,  the  Church  grants  an  indulgence  of 
twenty-five  days  to  everyone  that  devoutly  pro- 
nounces the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary.  Moreover, 
she  grants  a  plenary  indulgence  at  the  hour  of 
death  to  all  those  who  during  life  have  frequently 
invoked  these  august  names,  provided  that  at  the 
last  moment  they  pronounce  them  with  the  heart, 
if  unable  to  do  so  with  the  lips. 

It  is  the  least  that  men  can  do  to  show  external 
marks  of  respect  to  the  name  of  Jesus,  since  this 
name  is  above  all  names,  and  at  the  name  of  Jesus 
every  knee  should  bend,  whether  in  heaven,  on 
earth,  or  in  hell.f 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 

*  Donavitillinomen  quod  est  super  omne  nomen,ut 
in  nomine  Jesuomne  genu  flectatur  ccelestium,terres- 
trium.  et  inferuorum.  (Ad  Philip.,  xi,  10). 


[SECOND  SUNDAY  AFTEB  THE  EPIPHANY,  JANUARY  17."] 

"What's  in  a  name?"  the  shallow  worldling  cries; 
"Treasures  of  love,"  the  truthful  heart  replies; 

For  Nature  wills  it  that  a  Name  should  be 

Our  life's  memorial  in  epitome. 

When  absence  wears,  or  death's  convulsion  rends 
-  The  chain  of  sense,  that  couples  friends  with  friends, 
What  voice  can  plead  Affection's  wavering1  claim, 
And  wake  its  slumbering  energies?    A  Name. 

What  word  so  soothing  to  a  mother's  ear, 

What  sign  of  promise  to  her  heart  so  dear, 

As  that  fond  title  to  her  darling  given 

In  the  blest  Rite  which  pledg'd  its  soul  to  Heaven? 

When  Magdalen  her  Risen  Lord  descried, 
But  dared  not  hope  HIMSELF  was  at  her  side, 
What  breath  evok'd  her  love's  impatient  flame? 
He  breath'd  her  name — and  'twas  His  Mother's  name 

Then  marvel  not  if  Holy  Church  enshrine 
Kind  Nature's  promptings  in  her  code  divine; 
Nature — His  work  who  fram'd  the  world  of  Grace — 
Which  sin  hath  marr'd,  but  could  not  all  deface. 

What  mighty  lessons,  what  o'ermastering  aims, 
Couch  in  Thine  inmost  depths, O  Name  of  names! 
Which,  hid  from  souls  enslav'd  by  Error's  bond, 
Spring  at  the  touch  of  Faith's  creative  wand. 

O  Name  of  awe,  to  listening  angels  dear, 
Which  vanquished  demons  flee  with  howling  fear, 
And  scoffers,  used  to  sport  with  words  in  vaiu, 
Start  as  they  hear,  and  pause  ere  they  profane. 

O  Name  of  sweetness!  Love's  compendious  plea, 
What  grace  of  eloquence  is  stored  in  thee! 
What  client's  suit  hath  JESCS  e'er  withstood 
Who  called  Him  Saviour,  and  invok'd  His  Blood? 


From  heart  to  lip  may  that  sweet  Name  arise, 
If  sorrow  crush  me,  or  if  sin  surprise; 
Till  with  my  latest  breath  Its  notes  expire, 
To  wake,  unending,  in  the  heavenly  choir! 

— Lyra  Liturgica, 


'    PILGRIMAGES  BEGUN. 
Notre   Dame   de   Fourvieres. 

BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Lyons  is  a  large  and  beautiful  city,  but  we  were 
"pilgrims,"  not  tourists,  on  our  way  to  La  Salette, 
and  engaged  to  meet  by  a  certain  date  the  other 
members  of  a  caravan  bound  for  the  Holy  Land,  and 
so  we  could  not,  in  travellers'  phrase,  "  do  Lyons." 
We  did  visit  an  art-gallery,  not  large,  but  exceed- 
ingly attractive,  in  which  the  beautiful  pictures 
recalled  to  us  happy  days  in  Rome,  and  Venice,  and 
Xumberg,  and  we  found  one  of  the  masterpieces 
of  Pietro  Perugino — "  The  Ascension,"  painted  for 
that  glorious  old  Cathedral  in  his  native  Perugia 
that  we,  too,  love  so  much. 

As  we  hung  our  key  on  the  key-board  in  the  office 
one  morning,  our  landlady  said  to  us :  "  But  you 
must  also  visit  our  Pilgrimage,  Notre  Dame  de 
Fourvieres  !  "  "  Yes,"  we  replied,  "  our  guide-book 
speaks  of  it;  but  Baedeker  is  not  a  Catholic,  so 
he  only  mentions  it  in  connection  with  the  beautiful 
view,  and  he  does  say  that  there  is  '  a  miraculous 
image  and  many  votive  tablets.'  "What  is  the  origin 
of  the  pilgrimage  ?"  "  It  traces  back  to  the  night 
of  time,"  poetically,  yet  without  affectation,  our  host- 
ess began ;  and  I  continue  from  a  little  book  en- 
titled "  Marie  et  Ses  Pelerinage*"  which  we  bought 
of  a  Catholic  bookseller  in  Marseilles,  but  which  is 
published  at  Lyons : 

"  In  the  second  century  after  Christ,  St.  Pothinius 
brought  from  Asia  the  devotion  to  the  Mother  of 
God.  A  most  reliable  tradition  shows  us  the 
Saint  establishing  this  devotion  to  Mary,  in  the 
humble  shrine  built  by  him  and  consecrated  to 
Jesus  Christ,  on  the  dusty  plain  between  the  Rhone 
and  the  SSone,  at  the  foot  of  the  rock  of  Fourvieres. 
The  homage  rendered  to  Jesus,  both  in  the  faith  of 
the  Church  and  the  hearts  of  the  faithful,  has  al- 
ways been  bound  up  with  the  honor  paid  to  Mary. 
Many  oratories  were  erected  in  imitation  of  this  to 
the  honor  of  Our  Lady;  but  the  devotion  of  the 
faithful,  encouraged  by  Divine  favors,  manifested 
itself  immediately  and  in  a  particular  manner  to  the 
sanctuary  dedicated  to  Our  Lady  of  Good  Counsel, 
which  was  erected  towards  the  end  of  the  year  840,  at 
FouviSres,  on  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  Roman  cit}-  and 
its  forum.  During  three  centuries  the  little  chapej 


Ave  Maria,. 


occupied  only  that  portion  which  is  situated  under 
the  belfry, — small  but  precious  nucleus  which  has 
spread  for  Mary  like  the  love  of  her  children!  Its 
walls  rise  above  the  marble  blocks  and  pillars  of  the 
Roman  ruins  as  often  the  edifice  of  salvation  rises 
out  of  the  ruins  of  a  sinful  soul  converted  by  Our 
Lady, 

"In  1168,  Oliver  de  Chabannes,  Dean  of  the 
Chapter  of  Lyons,  added  a  second  nave,  which 
was  finally  dedicated  to  St.  Thomas  a  Becket,  mas- 
sacred in  England  in  1169. 

"The  Church  of  Fourvieres  increased,  and  the 
Metropolitan  founded  a  college  there,  between 
which  and  themselves  sprang  up  an  alliance  truly 
fraternal, '  in  testimony  whereof,'  says  an  historian, 
1  every  year  at  Easter  the  clergy  of  St.  John's  as- 
cended to  the  platform  of  the  cathedral  towers- 
The  Faculty  of  Fourvieres,  on  their  part,  advanced 
on  the  terrace  which  overlooks  the  city,  and  the 
two  choirs  chanted  alternately  a  triumphant  'alle 
luial '  to  a  joyous  accompaniment  of  church  bells. 

"The  concourse  of  the  faithful  flocking  to  Four- 
vieres became  every  year  more  considerable;  and 
gratitude  did  not  cease  to  enrich  the  sanctuary 
with  rich  offerings  and  fine  privileges.  The  Con- 
suls, in  order  to  constitute  Mary  guardian  of  the 
city,  remitted  to  her  the  .keys  of  one  of  the  gates. 
A  king  of  France  constituted  Our  Lady  Chate- 
laine of  Charlieu  and  of  twenty-four  other  par- 
ishes, and  donated  to  her  the  revenues  arising 
from  the  octroi  duties  to  the  amount  of  sixty-five 
pounds  tournois,  together  with  divers  largesses, 
to  embellish  her  shrine,  as  he  'could  not  suffer 
that  so  beautiful  a  lady  should  lodge  in  so  humble 
a  dwelling.'  Bat,  alas!  the  Calvinists  having  sur- 
prised Lyons  in  1562,  pillaged  the  churches,  vio- 
lated the  tombs,  profaned  the  relics,  and  left  but 
the  walls  of  the  blessed  Chapel  of  Fourvie'res.  It 
took  several  years  to  repair  the  damage  done  to 
this  Sanctuary,  which  nevertheless  improved  con- 
tinually, each  generation  leaving  a  souvenir  near 
Mary. 

"Lyons  was  visited  seven  times  by  the  pest  be- 
tween 1564  and  1 642,  and  delegates  from  the  city 
in  vain  made  pilgrimages  to  far-off  shrines  to  be 
delivered  from  the  scourge;  it  was  Our  Lady  of 
Fourvieres  who  wished  to  be  herself  the  Libera- 
trix  of  her  children.  At  last  the  magistrates  con- 
ceived the  design  of  consecrating  to  her  her  much- 
loved  city,  and  on  the  8th  of  September,  1643,  all 
that  remained  of  the  inhabitants  accompanied 
their  magistrates  who  went  to  put  the  city  by  sol- 
emn act  under  the  safeguard  of  Our  Lady  of  Four- 
vieres. The  scourge  disappeared  instantly,  and 
every  year  for  a  century  and  a  half,  on  the  fesiiv- 
ity  of  the  Nativity,  the  magistrates  of  the  grateful 
city  returned  faithfully  to  the  feet  of  Mary.  Even 


to  this  day  they  always  return  to  this  favored 
shrine  when  some  evil  threatens  Lyons  or  France. 

"A  vow  also  leads  the  administration  of  the 
Asylum  of  Charity  in  procession  every  year  to 
the  holy  hill  to  return  thanks  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin for  the  cessation  of  a  dangerous  malady,  sim- 
liar  to  the  scurvy,  which  had  set  the  most  able 
science  at  naught.  '  As  the  goodness  of  God,'  said 
these  pious  administrators,  in  their  act  of  engage- 
ment, 'permits  unknown  evils  to  befall  men  in 
order  that  they  may  have  recourse  to  His  Provi- 
dence, we  engage  to  go  in  procession  to  Fourvieres 
annually  on  Easter  Tuesday  to  offer  seven  pounds 
of  wax  in  honor  of  the  Seven  Joys  of  Mary.'  And 
for  the  memory  of  her  Seven  Joys,  Mary  put  an 
end  to  the  sorrows  of  this  cruel  scourge. 

"Excited  still  more  by  these  examples,  the  love 
of  the  faithful  for  Mary  manifested  itself  in  a 
thousand  different  ways.  Confraternities  and  pro- 
cessions in  her  honor  multiplied;  and  when,  at 
the  period  of  the  Rennaissance,  the  Academy  of 
Lyons  was  formed,  it  was  proposed  to  call  it  the 
Academj'  of  Fourvieres;  thus  the  sweet  thought 
of  Mary  intermingled  itself  like  a  celestial  per- 
fume in  all  the  affairs  of  life.  The  statues  of  the 
Mother  of  God  might  be  seen  in  the  streets  in  ev- 
ery quarter  of  the  city;  and  on  the  gate  of  the 
Bridge  de  la  Guillotiere  a  Virgin  with  the  inscrip- 
tion '•Ave  Maria"1  admonished  the  traveller  that  he 
was  entering  the  city  of  Mary. 

"The  Revolution  of  1793  devastated  this  Sanctu- 
ary and  did  away  with  the  pictures,  but  it  could 
not  wrest  from  the  hearts  of  the  Lyonnese  their 
love  for  their  Heavenly  Protectress.  Even  when 
it  became  a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  acknowl- 
edge oneself  a  Christian,  intrepid  pilgrims,  braving 
threats  of  death,  came  by  night  to  pray  before  the 
closed  door  of  the  chapel.  There  they  prayed  for 
their  country  laid  desolate,  and  by  their  prayers 
hastened  the  moment  when  their  venerated  image 
might  reappear  more  brilliant  and  more  cherished 
than  ever. 

"  This  longed  for  day  came  at  last.  On  the  19th 
of  April,  1805,  the  Pope,  Pius  VII,  himself  reopened 
the  venerable  Sanctuary,  and,  extending  his  hands 
over  the  faithful  city,  called  down  upon  it  all  the 
blessings  of  heaven.  He  it  was  who  instituted  and 
enriched  with  indulgences  the  pious  custom  of 
ringing  the  chapel  bell  every  evening,  one  hour 
after  the  Angelus,  to  call  upon  the  faithful  to  pray 
for  the  dead,  that  they,  in  their  turn,  when  enjoy- 
ing the  repose  of  the  better  day,  might  not  forget 
the  victims  of  this  time  of  trial. 

"Alas!  these  sad  days  have  been  renewed  from 
time  to  time  since  then,  but  only  to  be  quickly  ter- 
minated each  time  by  Mary,  whose  shrine,  however, 
has  never  been  since  then  (not  even  during  most 
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terrible  riots)  the  object  of  insult.  The  scourges 
which  have  ravaged  the. whole  of  Europe  have 
been  arrested  at  the  threshold  of  Lyons,  in  token 
of  which  the  grateful  citizens  have  erected  on  a 
high  tower  the  colossal  statue  of  their  Protectress. 
The  inauguration  of  this  statue,  December  8th,  1852, 
gave  to  the  world  the  signal  of  those  magnificent 
illuminations  which  since  then  tell  o'er,  each  year, 
in  letters  of  fire,  the  love  of  her  children  and  the 
power  and  the  glory  of  Mary!" 

Bcedeker  gives  very  explicit  directions  enabling 
the  tourist  to  find  the  Height  of  Fourvieres  with- 
out the  troublesome  aid  of  a  guide,  to  which  our 
landlady  kindly  volunteered  the  few  necessary  ad- 
ditional indications;  for  as,  in  the  words  of  oar 
driver,  "English  never  come  to  this  hotel,"  the 
guests  are  not  teazed  with  the  importunities  of  a 
man  whose  services  they  do  not  wish,  but  who  nev- 
ertheless works  upon  their  sympathies.  Is  it  not 
pleasanter  to  choose  one's  own  gait,  and  roam  about 
a  foreign  city  conversing  unrestrainedly  with  the 
members  of  one's  family,  or  with  one's  friends,  un- 
interrupted by  the  impertinent  interferences  or  un- 
necessary explications  of  an  uninteresting  stranger  ? 

We  set  out  cheerily.  The  sun  shone  and  the  sky 
was  blue ;  still  we  carried  umbrellas,  for  against  the 
sun  of  the  Midi  a  parasol  is  too  light  a  screen. 
On  our  way  we  stepped  for  a  moment  into  the. 
Cathedral  of  Lyons,  only  to  name  which  brings  to 
the  ear  the  sweet  strains  of  the  "Ave  Marts  Stella." 
This  cathedral  is  a  Gothic  structure  of  the  thirteenth 
century,  and  impressed  us  more  pleasantly  than  do 
the  churches  of  France  ordinarily.  The  material 
of  which  it  is  built  is  old  red  sandstone,  which  gives 
a  warm,  mellow  tint  quite  unlike  the  chilly  sepul- 
chral light  of  the  usual  cold  greystone.  Then  too, 
in  French  Gothic  generally  the  nave  is  two-thirds 
higher  than  the  aisles,  whereas  in  this  cathedral 
of  St.  John  the  Baptist  the  nave  is  only  twice  as 
high,  and  this  latter  difference  of  proportion  gives 
the  impression  of  higher,  airier  aisles.  It  is  very 
odd,  and  certainly,  in  any  case,  supremely  ridicu- 
lous, but  the  former  difference  of  height  betwixt 
nave  and  aisle  affected  us  very  disagreably :  we  fan- 
cied the  vaulting  of  the  aisles  to  be  not  only  impos- 
sibly low,  but  to  lower  themselves  momently,  like 
the  iron  shroud ;  sometimes,  when  our  attention  had 
been  attracted  elsewhere  for  a  few  seconds,  we 
would  startle  with  an  impulse  to  bow  in  order  not 
to  strike  our  heads  against  the  vaulting,  in  reality 
from  sixty  to  seventy-five  feet  above  us.  Besides 
this,  the  exceeding  loftiness  of  the  nave  makes  it 
appear  always  disproportionately  narrow.  But 
here  height  and  breadth  were  grandly  apparent. 
We  recollect  pausing  in  perfect  delight  before 
a  large  rose  window  through  which  the  light 
streamed  gorgeously,  a  very  orchestra  of  color.  A 


church  servant  wished  to  set  in  motion  for  us  a 
curious  clock  similar  to  that  of  the  Cathedral  of 
Strassburg,  but  we  had  not  the  time,  as  a  detach- 
ment from  "The  Mouth  of  Pilgrimages,"  \vho\vere 
passing  through  Lyons  on  their  way  to  La  Salotte 
to  assist  at  the  consecration  of  France  to  the 
great  Mother  of  God,  were  to  visit  that  morning 
and  receive  Holy  Communion  at  Notre  Dame  de 
Fourviferes.  This  we  had  been  told  by  our  host 
and  hostess  at  the  inn,  who  had  encouraged  us  to 
hope  that  we  might  arrive  on  the  Sacred  Hill  be- 
fore the  pilgrims  had  departed. 

Our  readers  may  not  recollect,  and  some  of  them 
may  not  know,  that  in  the  summer  of  1873  the  faith- 
ful of  France,  in  obedience  to  our  Holy  Father's 
ceaseless  exhortation :  "  Pray,  pray ;  make  pilgrim- 
ages ! "  devoted  one  month,  beginning  July  21st, 
and  concluding  August  21st,  to  piously  visiting 
and  receiving  Holy  Communion  at  all  their  Sanc- 
tuaries, ending  simultaneously  with  Lourcles  and 
La  Salette,  at  which  two  famous  shrines  of  Our 
Lady's  late  apparitions  France  was  on  one  and  the 
same  day  solemnly  consecrated  to  the  ever  glori- 
ous and  Blessed  Virgin. 

We  left  the  Cathedral,  and  gave  one  long  gaze 
up  at  the  parapet,  from  which  in  the  olden  time 
that  triumphant  alleluia  was  "shouted  to  the  Lord, 
in  gladness,"  over  the  ever  Catholic  city  of  Lyons, 
to  their  Patroness  of  Fourvieres.  We  then  contin- 
ued our  route,  through  narrow  and  steep  streets, 
past  the  site  of  an  ancient  Roman  palace  in  which 
were  born  those  ancient  scourges  of  the  infant 
Christianity,  the  Emperors  Claudius  and  Caligula. 
Out  of  the  city  we  sped,  and  then  observed  for 
the  first  time  that  clouds  were  gathering  and  that 
the  sky,  scarcely  an  hour  before  so  blue  and 
bright,  was  now  gray  and  lowering;  but  on  we 
went.  The  mournful  tones  of  a  funeral  chant 
floated  to  us  from  a  distance;  further  on,  we  stood 
still  to  let  the  train  of  death  pass  on.  The  tall  sil- 
ver cross  was  borne  aloft,  and  a  train  of  surpliced 
priests  walked  bareheaded  behind,  with  black 
stole  and  book  in  hand,  singing  the  solemn  dirge: 
then  came  the  coffin,  borne  by  hired  pall-bearers, 
and  lastly  followed  the  mourners,  gentlemen  only, 
for  in  Europe  ladies  seldom  follow  their  friends 
to  the  grave.  Slowly  the  mournful  procession 
wound  up  and  around  the  somewhat  zigzag  path 
at  the  base  of  the  Holy  Hill,  and  the  rain  began  to 
fall,  fine  and  drizzling  at  first,  but  faster  and 
thicker  each  moment. 

Painfully  we  labored  up  the  ascent,  against  the 
slanting  rain,  coming  ever  faster  and  faster  till  it 
seemed  one  sheet  of  water.  We  looked  regretfully 
at  two  pretty  little  black  feathers  on  mother's  hat, 
which  a  Parisian  milliner,  with  our  assistance, 
had  half  coaxed,  half  forced  on  to  her.  "  Old 
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ladies  ought  to  give  up  vanities,  and  teach  the 
young  by  example  to  prepare  for  their  last  end," 
she  had  said.  "  Oh,  two  little  black  feathers  won't 
corrupt  youth!"  had  been  our  rejoinder.  "Iain 
not  Madame  Sun,  to  set  in  a  pomp  of  purple  and 
gold,"  was  the  retort.  "Two  tiny  black  feathers 
are  aot  a  whole  North  American  sunset!"  and 
poor  mother  was  overpowered  if  not  convinced, 
and  now  as  we  looked  at  them  mournfully,  know- 
ing well  how  exceedingly  difficult  it  would  be  to 
replace  them,  mother  answered  our  thoughts  quite 
triumphantly: 

"  You  see,  Notre  Dame  de  Fourvieres  does  not 
approve  of  vanity  in  old  ladies." 

"Oh,  mother!  it  is  no  harm,  for  old  ladies  to 
make  themselves  look  nice  to  please  their  chil- 
dren." 

"Well,  Notre  Dame  de  Fourvieres  thinks  that 
in  the  end  parents  will  please  their  children  best 
by  giving  them  good  example.  Solomon,  you 
know,  in  his  celebrated  advice  'not  to  spare  the 
rod,'  did  not  seem  to  think  that  the  chief  end  and 
aim  of  parents  should  be  always  to  please  their 
children." 

It  is  a  trifling  incident  to  record,  but  it  illus- 
trates well  a  fact  that  whatever  his  feathers  may 
be,  to  the  true  pilgrim  conies  a  cold  rain  to 
straighten  them,  for  into  every  pilgrimage  enters 
the  element  of  suffering,,  and  from  just  that  quarter 
whence  he  looks  for  it  as  little  as  for  rain  in  a 
bright  blue  sky, 

On,  on  we  went,  slowly,  wearily,  in  the  driving 
rain,  wrapped  in  a  cold  gray  mist  so  thick  that 
we  had  almost  reached  the  broad  plateau  at  the 
summit  before  we  could  see  the  gilded  statue  of 
Our  Lady,  usually  a  beacon-light  shining  afar  over 
hill  and  valley,  to  the  winding  rivers  and  the  fer- 
tile plain.  We  passed  the  venders  of  statuettes, 
rosaries,  medals,  pictures,  prayers,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 
They  were  closing  their  booths,  but  they  shouted 
to  «s  to  come  aud  buy.  We  were  in  no  humor  to 
make  purchases,  however,  so  we  merely  called 
back:  "On  our  return;  it  rains  too  hard  now." 
We  only  stopped  to  buy  three  candles,  and  it  was 
a  labor  to  carry  those  the  few  remaining  yards, 
our  umbrellas  and  our  clothes  were  so  heavy  with 
water,  and  our  skirts  wet  and  muddy  flapped  so 
forlornly  about  our  wet  and  muddy  ankles.  The 
road  too  was  badly  cut  up  by  the  dragging  of 
heavy  stones  and  other  building-material  being 
used  in  the  construction  of  a  new  and  magnifi- 
cent church,  ex-voto  of  the  Lyonnese,  for  account 
of  which  we  tura  again  to  our  little  book  be- 
fore quoted.  "  In  1870,  at  the  moment  when  the 
Prussians  menaced  the  region  about  Lyons,  the 
faithful  threw  themselves  anew  at  the  feet  of  Mary, 
Bowing  to  construct  a  new. Sanctuary  if  the  Im- 


maculate Virgin  would  preserve  the  city  and  the 
Diocese  of  Lyons  from  its  enemies ;  and  lo !  three 
times,  inexplicable  orders  arrested  the  march  of 
the  conquerors  almost  on  the  very  boundary  of 
the  region  confided  to  the  care  of  Mary.  To-day 
the  clients  of  Mary,  faithful  to  their  promise,  vie 
with  one  another  in  generous  offerings  for  the  con- 
struction of  the  splendid  monument  which  shall 
testify  their  gratitude  to  the  future  centuries;  and 
whilst  the  new  sliriue  is  rising  majestically  on 
the  height  of  Fourvieres,  thousands  of  pilgrims 
crowd  the  little  chapel  where  the  Lyonnese  love 
above  all  to  implore  the  protection  of  their  power- 
ful Chatelaine  in  all  their  enterprises  as  upon  all 
the  great  days  of  their  lives.  Now,  dear  reader, 
can  you  realize  that  that  is  an  act  of  our  own  un- 
believing, work-a-day,  nineteenth  century — nay, 
of  this  very  decade?  Does  it  not  rather  seem, 
some  angel-written  romance,  for  aagels  to  read  and 
delight  in? 

.     {TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Rubrics  and  Industries. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARR. 

No,  VL 

When  we  have  completed  the  general  design  for 
a  set  of  rich  vestments — when  the  vine  for  the 
edges,  and  the  roses,  lilies  and  passion-flowers  are 
appropriately  wrought  into  this  design,  an  impor- 
tant part  still  remains  to  be  executed.  Every  chas- 
uble, cope,  stole,  maniple,  burse,  chalice  or  hu- 
meral veil  has  a  central  design,  around  which  all 
these  decorations  cluster-,  and  this  design  is,  the 
symbol  of  our  Redemption.  There  is  no  rose,  no 
lily,  no  passion-flower,  which  can  take  the  place  of 
this ;  neither  do  any  of  these  beautiful  forms  enter 
into  or  make  a  part  of  this  our  central  design,  how- 
ever elaborately  it  may  be  adorned.  The  grand 
altar-pieces  of  the  religious  masters  of  art  both  in 
Italy  and  Germany— such  as  Orcagna,  Duceis,  Fra 
Angelico,  Hubert  and  John  Van  Eyck,  Roger  von 
der  Weyden,  Hans  Munliug,  and  others  worthy  of 
note — were  painted  as  triptychs  (there  are  in- 
stances of  c&ptychs  for  small  altars),  or  pictures 
divided  into  distinct  compartments,  and  so  ar- 
ranged as  to  have  the  central  design  illustrated  by 
those  at  the  side.  There  was  a  deeply-venerating 
intention  in  this  dividing  off  of  the  principal 
group.  No  immediate  contact  was  thus  allowed; 
and  the  supreme  majesty  of  the  Godhead  was  sig- 
nificantly brought  out  to  the  minds  of  that  and  of 
all  succeeding  generations,  through  the  eye. 

It  is  in  the  same  spirit  that  the  central  or  prin- 
cipal decoration  of  any  one  of  the  Sacred  Vest- 
ments is  kept  quite  distinct  from  any  of  its  sur- 
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foundings.  An  open  space  always  lies  between  it 
and  all  the  other  figures  or  designs.  No  tendrils 
or  arabesques  are  allowed  to  connect  them,  ever  so 
delicately  or  gracefully,  with  their  surroundings. 

To  begin  with  the  three  crosses  on  the  stole  and 
maniple,  which  are  required  by  the  rubrics.  The 
middle  cross  can  always  be  smaller;  but  in  the 
vestments  now  under  consideration,  this  cross, 
like  (he  others,  should  be  carefully  embroidered; 
should  be  distinct  in  its  form,  and  perfectly  pro- 
portioned: i.  e.,  not  too  small  to  be  seen  by  the 
priest  (who  kisses  it  as  he  puts  it  on),  nor  in  any 
way  careless  in  its  execution.  The  crosses  at  each 
end  of  the  stole  and  maniple  should  be  the  promi- 
nent ornament.  The  stole  and  maniple,  being 
about  four  and  a  half  inches  wide  on  the  straight 
part,  widen  at  the  end  to  ten  inches  on  the  stole, 
and  eight  inches  on  the  maniple ;  thus  giving  an  op- 
portunity for  ornamentation.  The  crosses  should 
therefore  be  large  in  proportion.  The  four  arms 
are  of  equal  length,  and  this  square  cross  is  capa- 
ble of  great  variety.  It  should  first  be  very  care- 
fully  marked  out,  so  as  to  preserve  every  beauty  in 
the  mind  of  the  designer;  and  then  stuffed,  in  the 
manner  well  known  to  skilful  embroiderers,  so  as  to 
allow  the  silver  or  gold  thread  or  bullion  to  lie  up 
very  prominently  from  the  flat  surface  of  the  cloth 
on  which  it  is  wrought.  We  thus  make  sure  that 
the  cross  strikes  the  eye  before  any  other  forms 
used  in  the  decorations.  The  same  may  be  said  of 
the  cross  embroidered  on  the  chalice-veil.  What- 
ever may  be  embroidered  at  the  corners,  however 
rich  may  be  the  silver  or  gold  lace  on  the  edge, 
the  cross  in  the  centre  is  not  only  the  one  form  re- 
quired by  the  rubrics,  but  it  should  be  the  one 
form  in  the  mind  of  the  designer  and  embroiderer, 
and  should  be  the  first  form  that  strikes  the  eye  of 
the  devout  participant  in  the  solemnity  of  the 
Mass.  Spare  no  pains,  then,  to  secure  a  thor- 
oughly beautiful  outline,  and  then  stuff  and  cover 
them  in  such  a  way  as  to  honor  with  your  needle 
the  sign  of  salvation. 

Coming  now  to  the  Cfasuble,  we  are  to  secure 
some  very  choice  design  for  the  I.  H.  S.,  or  the 
LAMB,  to  be  wrought  exactly  on  the  back,  between 
the  arms  of  the  cross.  Silver  or  gold,  sometimes 
both,  are  the  only  materials  proper  for  this  part  of 
the  design.  The  I.  H.  S.  may  be  given  as  a  mon- 
ogram— the  letters  weaving  in  and  out  of  each 
other,  in  high  relief— or  standing  side  by  side,  ac- 
cording to  taste.  The  same  means  for  putting 
them  into  round  or  square  relief  is  used  as  in  the 
crosses  on  the  stole  and  maniple.  This  relief  can 
also  be  increased  by  the  use  of  red  or  purple  em- 
broidery-silk, according  to  the  color  of  the  vest- 
ment. Taste  and  skill  never  come  amiss,  and 
never  in  such  cases  are  likely  to  violate  a  rubric. 


We  have  seen  the  I.  H.  S.  in  white  vestments  in 
tended  specially  for  Feasts  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
relieved  by  a  delicate  shade  of  blue;  for  although 
blue  is  not  allowed  by  the  rubrics  for  the  vest- 
ments, we  are  permitted  to  use  it  in  this  very  spar- 
ing way. 

The  Lamb — the  symbol  of  Jesus  Christ  as  the  ex- 
piatory Victim — is  always  represented  on  the  chas- 
uble as  the  Lamb  already  slain  for  the  salvation  of 
the  world.  The  bock\\'\\.\i  the  seals,  as  mentioned 
in  the  Revelations  of  St.  John,  usually  accompanies 
the  Lamb,  and  rays  are  added  give  to  give  a  lumi- 
nous ground.  Other  symbols  ara  used,  especially 
the  symbol  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  with  rays  in  gold 
or  silver;  but  we  can  never  err  with  the  I.  H.  S. 
or  the  Lamb.  The  latter  may  present  some  diffi- 
culties to  the  inexperienced,  but  there  is  pleasure  in 
overcoming  difficulties  which  are  merely  technical, 
and  the  happiness  of  producing  a  piece  of  embroi- 
dery worthy  of  a  solemn  festival  is  one  which  we 
can  afford  to  earn  by  a  1  ittle  patience  with  the  needle. 

For  the  hood  (or  cape)  of  the  cope,  there  can  be 
no  more  appropriate  ornament  than  the  I.  H.  S., 
embroidered  as  we  have  described,  with  or  without 
rays.  As  the  white  cope  and  the  white  humeral 
veil  are  worn  upon  other  occasions  than  the  Bene- 
diction of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  the  I.  H.  S.  is  al- 
ways appropriate  for  both.  When  it  can  be  afforded, 
and  awhile  cope  and  white  veil  are  kept  for  Bene- 
diction, the  symbols  peculiarly  suited  to  the  Holy 
Eucharist  can  be  lavished  upon  both ;  otherwise, 
they  should  be  less  marked  in  their  symbolism. 
There  should  be  two  white  humeral  veils  in  every 
sacristy  furnished  with  rich  vestments:  one  for  the 
solemn  High  Mass  and  one  for  Benediction;  the 
one  for  Mass  can  thus  preserve  a  decided  uniform- 
ity with  the  set  of  vestments  to  which  it  belongs. 

The  Benediction  Veil  (i.  e.,  the  humeral  veil  re- 
served for  Benediction  or  for  carrying  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  in  solemn  processions)  should  alwaj's 
be  costly  enough  to  deserve  an  edge  of  gold  or 
silver  embroidery,  or  of  gold  or  silver  lace.  The 
design  most  in  favor  for  the  centre  of  the  Benedic- 
tion veil  is  a  pelican  feeding  Tier  young  from  the 
blood  of  her  own  breast.  The  pelican,  as  a  symbol 
of  Jesus  Christ  in  the  Holy  Eucharist,  has  received 
the  sanction  of  St.  Thomas  of  Aquin,  who  has  in- 
troduced this  beautiful  image  into  his  hymn, 
Adoro  Te,  devote : 

"Pie  Pelicane,  Jesu  Domine." 

The  design,  wrought  upon  the  white  silk  or  silver 
cloth  of  the  veil,  in  silver  thread  or  bullion  and  / 
shades  of  gray  silk,  is  as  graceful  as  it  is  appropri- 
ate and  touching.  The  youngest  child  should 
learn  from  it  the  story  set  forth  in  the  "  Pange 
lingua;"  learn  it  too  early  and  too  well  for  any 
chance  shaft  of  heresy  to  wound  his  faith.  To  in-  _ 
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sure  the  learning  of  this  lesson,  however,  too  much 
care  cannot  be  taken  to  keep  all  tlie  outlines  of  the 
design  perfect,  or  to  secure  proper  relief  between 
the  body  of  the  pelican  and  her  young.  Clumsily 
executed,  it  is  a  symbol  intelligible  only  to  the 
initiated;  while  skill,  and  an  artistic  appreciation 
of  the  subject,  will  render  it  one  of  the  most  sig- 
nificant of  decorations. 

We  have  now  gone  over,  as  much  in  detail  as 
circumstances  allow,  the  rules  necessary  for  any 
successful  attempt  to  supply  the  sacristy  presses 
with  suitable  vestments ;  suitable  for  the  difterent 
seasons  and  feasts  of  the  year,  and  for  difterent 
parishes.  Many  things  have  been  left  unsaid ;  but 
those  who  are  in  earnest,  and  who  have  leisure, 
can  study  up  this  interesting  subject  for  themselves. 
There  are  many  persons  who  cannot  be  supplied, 
conveniently,  with  the  large  works  that  have  been 
written  upon  it;  and  it  is  for  such  persons,  espec- 
ially, that  .we  have  prepared  these  articles,  from 
good  authorities.  It  is  unnecessary  to  repeat  the 
motives  by  which  we  urged  attention  to  the  Ru- 
brics in  the  practice  of  the  Industries,  in  the  first 
of  these  articles ;  but  we  read  a  sentence  the  other 
day  too  much  to  the  point  not  to  be  quoted  in  this 
connection.  One  of  the  former  Dukes  of  Korfolk 
writes  thus  concerning  the  widow  of  an  ancient 
Count  of  Arundel :  "She  was  occupied,  unceasingly 
assisted  by  her  ladies  and  maidens,  in  embroider- 
ing the  Sacred  Vestments  and  ornaments  for  the 
Church ;  never  spending  a  moment  in  idleness.^' 

Who  can  say,  how  much  this  habit  of  pious  in- 
dustry for  the  altar  among  the  noble  ladies  of  Arun- 
del Castle  may  have  done  to  merit  the  grace  of 
faith  for  one  generation  after  another  of  their  de- 
scendants, down  even  to  our  own  times  and  to  the 
present  Duke  of  Norfolk  ?  It  is  a  serious  question, 
and  one  which  American  Catholic  ladies,  shudder- 
ing at  the  bare  thought  of  a  loss  of  faith  among 
their  children  to  the  latest  generation,  may  well 
ponder.  "Think  of  Me,"  said  our  Lord  to  St. 
Catherine  of  Sienna,  "and  I  will  think  of  thee"; 
and  He  may  have  added — of  thine. 

NOTE  — In  one  of  the  papers  on  "  Rubrics  and  Indus- 
tries," Miss  Starr  was  mistaken  in  saying  that  gold 
could  be  used  indiscriminately,  to  a  certain  extent. 
By  a  decision  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites  the 
gold  should  replace  only  Vestments  in  White. — {Ed. 
A.  M.] 

An  Edifying  Letter. 

We  clip  the  following  letter,  narrating  a  cure 
which  took  place  at  Lourdes,  from  the  pages  of 
our  esteem-ed  cotemporary,  the  Catfwlic  Advocate. 
The  letter  was  not  written  for  publication. 

HAESDONCK,  Belgium,  Nov.  24. 

MY  DEAR  FATHER:  I  must  apologize  for  my  silence, 


and  in  order  not  to  make  the  apology  too  Ion;?  I  will 
say  mea,  vulpa,  knowing  that  your  kind  indulgence 
and  good  heart  will  forgive  me  the  negligence,  for  I 
told  you  that  I  would  keep  you  au  courant  des  affaires. 
As  you  have  seen,  perhaps,  in  the  papers,  our  voyage 
on  the  ocean  was  most  prosperous,  and  in  ten  days  we 
landed  on  the  shores  of  la  belle  France,  and  the  next 
day  we  came  to  Palis.  On  the  day  following  we  all 
went  to  the  residence  of  the  Cardinal  Archbishop,  who 
celebrated  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  and  gave  Holy 
Communion  to  all  the  pilgrims.  The  next  morning 
we  went  en  corps  to  the  celebrated  sanctuary  of  Notre 
Dame  des  Victoires,  where  we  received  from  the  hands 
of  the  Bishop  the  Cross  of  the  Pilgrims  sent  to  us  by 
the  Holy  Father. 

I  will  not  say  much  of  Paris,  because  I  went  as  a 
pilgrim  to  visit  the  holy  sanctuaries;  andin  the  second 
place,  owing  to  my  affliction  of  paralysis,  I  had  more 
than  enough  with  our  daily  pious  excursions.  The 
Catholic  Circle  in  Paris  gave  the  warmest  welcome  to 
the  American  Pilgrims,  and  a  splendid  banquet  ended 
our  visit  to  the  capital  of  France. 

The  next  morning  we  were  en  route  for  Lourdes,  the 
first  stage  of  our  pilgrimage,  where  we  arrived  all  safe, 
after  having  jolted  for  forty-two  hours  in  the  cars.  My 
first  step  was  to  the  mysterious  grotto  where  our  Im- 
maculate Virgin  Mother  appeared  to  the  little  Berna- 
dette.  I  knelt  at  this  holy  spot  and  prayed  and  begged 
most  fervently  our  dear  Lord  to  help  me  in  this  my 
affliction,  if  it  would  be  for  the  good  of  my  soul,  and 
that  His  holy  will  might  be  done.  I  drank  of  the  won- 
derful fountain  and  bathed  my  paralysed  limbs.  Oh! 
tell  our  dear  colored  people  how,  at  this  holy  grotto, 
I  offered  their  crown  to  Our  Lady  and  earnestly  prayed 
for  you  and  for  St.  Augustin's  congregation,  that 
through  the  intercession  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  our 
dear  Lord  may  grant  you  all  His  choicest  blessings, 
that  you  all  may  walk  in  the  road  of  Christian  perfec- 
tion and  give  good  example  to  one  another. 

After  having  spent  two  days  at  this  holy  place  we 
had  to  leave  for  Rome,  where  we  were  received  by  the 
Holy  Father,  to  whom  I  presented  your  address  and 
your  beautiful  cane.  The  Holy  Father  was  very  much 
pleased  with  your  offering,  and  told  me  to  tell  his  chil- 
dren of  St.  Aujfustin's  Church  how  much  he  appreci- 
ated their  gift,  and  that  he  gave  them  all  his  fatherly 
blessing.  The  Holy  Father  then  kindly  a-ked  me 
what  was  the  matter  with  my  arm,  which  I  yet  wore 
in  a  handkerchief,  and  as  I  told  him  that  I  was  stricken 
with  paralysis  he  kindly  placed  my  paralysed  hand  in 
his  own,  pressed  it  and  blessed  it,  and  said  to  me, 
"Courage!  it  is  good  for  us  to  suffer;  be  patient  and  it 
will  be  well  soon."  I  kissed  th«  hand  and  foot  of  the 
great  Pontiff,  Pius  IX,  and  I  left  the  throne,  my  heart 
filled  with  emotion.  The  next  day  the  Holy  Father 
said  Mass  for  the  pilgrims,  who  received  Holy  Commu- 
nion from  the  hands  of  the  captive  Pontiff.  We  vis- 
ited the  tombs  of  St.  Peter  and  Paul,  and  of  the  holy 
martyrs,  of  whom  I  will  say  more  when  I  come  back 
to  old  Kentucky. 

From  Rome  I  went  to  Loreto  to  visit  the  Holy  House 
of  Nazareth,  where  the  Angel  Gabriel  came  to  announce 
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to  the  Blessed  Virgin  that  she  was  to  be  the  Mother  of 
Jesus,  the  Redeemer  of  mankind.  In  this  old  house, 
hallowed  by  the  Incarnation  of  the  Word,  I  had  the 
happiness  to  kneel,  to  pray,  and  to  receiva  the  Incar- 
nate Word  in  Holy  Communion.  I  begged,  dear 
Father,  in  this  blessed  spot,  manifold  blessings  for  you 
and  for  your  dear  colored  children  of  St.  Augustin's. 

It  is  with  a  sorrowful  heart  that  I  had  to  leave  this 
holy  house,  and  saying  with  the  angel,  "  Am  Maria, 
Dominu'i  tecum,"  I  went  to  another  pilgrimage,  to  Our 
Lady  of  la  Salette,  and  from  there  to  Paray-le-Monial, 
where  I  left  your  offering,  the  silver  heart,  and  at  this 
holy  altar  where  Jesus  revealed  the  secrets  of  His  Sa- 
cred Heart  I  begged  the  loving  Heart  to  send  you  all 
His  choicest  blessings,  so  as  to  love  Him  as  dutiful 
children  in  this  world,  and  to  repose  forever  in  the 
ever-loving  and  adorable  Heart  of  Jesus  in  the  eternal 
mansion  of  heaven. 

My  pilgrimage  finished,  I  went  to  Belgium,  my  dear 
native  place,  where  I  arrived  very  much  fatigued  and 
completely  exhausted,  but  in  about  a  month  of  rest  I 
was  restored.  I  continued  the  holy  water,  and,  with 
the  prayers  of  my  kind  friends,  I  improved  daily,  little 
by  little,  and  on  the  28th  of  August,  the  Feast  of  St. 
Augustin,  the  patron  of  your  church,  I  had  the  happi- 
ness to  celebrate  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  the 
first  time  since  my  paralysis,  more  than  eighteen 
months. 

It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  describe  to  you  the 
feelings  of  my  heart  when  I  stood  once  more  at  the 
altar,  to  appear  before  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in 
thanksgiving  for  all  the  graces  and  blessings  received. 
Yes:  my  thankful  soul,  overflowing  with  sweet  emo- 
tions, offered  a  prayer  for  ydu  all  who  have  not  ceased 
to  remember  the  far-away  pilgrim,  and  now,  becoming 
restored  to  God's  Holy  Altar,  I  will  remember  my  col- 
ored children  of  St.  Augustin's.  I  have  been  improv- 
|  ing  slowly  every  day,  and  for  the  whiter  season  I  have 
accepted  a  position  which  suits  me  very  well. 

1  say  Mass  every  day  at  eight  o'clock,  and  on  Sunday 
I  say  Mass  for  the  Sisters  of  the  hospital.  I  live  with 
the  pastor,  who  is  very  kind  to  me.  My  friends  ad- 
vised me  not  to  return  before  the  summer  or  next 
spring,  and  to  remain  until  I  was  again  strong  and 
able  to  work  in  the  missions.  And  considering  it  the 
safest  place,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  remain  in  dear 
Belgium  until  next  spring. 

I  am  now  on  a  visit  to  my  dear  pupils,  who  are  grown 
young  men  and  who  were  glad  to  see  their  old  pre- 
cepteur.  They  are  yet  at  their  summer  residence,  and 
I  say  Mass  everyday  in  their  beautiful  chapel.  I  have 
heard  much  news  through  the  dear  Advocate,  and  I 
hope  that  you  also  will  write  often  and  give  me  all 
the  news  of  your  congregation. 

Give  my  kindest  regards  to  all  inquiring  friends,  and 
receive  assurance  of  my  esteem,  and,  remembering  me 
in  your  prayers,  I  remain, 

Yours  respectfully  in  Christ, 

F.  DE  MEULDEK. 


A  sanctified  heart  is  better  than  a  silver  tongue;  a 
heart  full  of  grace  is  better  than  a  head  full  of  learn- 
ing. 


The  Association  of  Prayer  for  the  Clergy. 

INDULGENCES  GRANTED  BY  THE  POPE. 

"We  are  happy  to  inform  our  readers,  and  the 
Catholics  of  the  country  at  large,  that  we  have  re- 
ceived from  Rome  the  Rescript  which  we  had  solic- 
ited, as  early  as  last  August,  and  without  which  we 
had  scarcely  felt  at  liberty  to  do  more  than  an- 
nounce that  we  shortly  expected  to  see  the  beau- 
tiful Association  of  Prayer  erected  canonically  here 
and  enriched  with  special  indulgences  by  his  Holi- 
ness. A  few  weeks  ago  we  received  from  our  Pro- 
curator General,  who  had  presented  our  petition,  the 
pleasing  intelligence  that  the  Holy  Father,  on  read- 
ing our  Postulatum,  had  expressed  his  warmest  ap- 
proval of  its  object  and  the  means  for  obtaining  it, 
but  wished  to  retain  the  document  awhile,  in  order 
to  examine  the  prayer  attentively,  before  attaching 
indulgences  thereto.  "We  mention  this  circum- 
stance, as  it  proves  that  the  prayer  we  give  below, 
literally  translated,  has  been  carefully  examined, 
and  has  met  the  sanction  of  the  Infallible  Head  of 
the  Church. 

Being  now  perfectly  certain  of  our  Holy  Father's 
pleasure  and  encouragement,  we  shall  endeavor, 
by  all  means  in  our  power,  to  spread  this  Holy 
League,  or  Union  of  Prayer, — alas  I  so  much  needed 
in  our  days  of  affliction ! — until  we  have  enrolled 
in  its  militia  all  the  Catholic  families  of  the  land. 

"We  humbly  request  our  venerable  brethren  of  the 
Clergy  and  the  Superiors  of  Communities,  heads  of 
Catholic  Schools,  of  Orphan  Asylums,  etc.,  to  send 
for  tickets  of  admission,  whether  or  not  they  ac- 
company their  demand  with  an  offering  to  defray 
expenses,  our  object  being  purely  what  is  meant  by 
the  title  of  the  Association. 

A.  GRAXGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


EX  AUDIENTIA   SSlII,   DIE   11  OCTOBKIS,  1874. 

SSmus.  D.  N.  Pius,  Divina  Provid"  PP.  IX,  referente 
me  infrascripto  S.  C.  de  Propaganda  Fide,  secret0  ad 
preces  R.  D.  Edwardi  Sorin,  Superioris  Generalis  Con- 
gregatiouis  S.  Crucis,  benigne  concedit  Indulgentiam 
septem  annorum  semel  in  die  lucrandam  a  Sodalibus 
piae  Associationis  erectae  in  Ecclesia  parochial!  S.  Cordis 
Marias,  Dioacesis  Wayne-Castrensis,  in  America,  sub 
titulo  "  Union  de  Priere  pour  les  Besoins  du  Clerge," 
qui,  corde  contrito,  Orationem  hie  adjectam  et  a  S. 
Rituum  Congregatione  approbatam  devote  recitave- 
rint,  nee  non  Indulgentiam  plenariam  una  cujuslibet 
mensis  die  ab  iisdem  Sodalibus  eligeuda,  si  postquam 
per  integrum  mensem  prsefatam  Orationem  recitave- 
riut,  vere  poenitentes,  confessi  et  sacra  communione  re- 
fecti  dictam  Ecclesiam  visitaverint  ibique  per  aliquod 
temporis  spatium  pias  ad  Deum  preces  fuderint  pro 
Sanctae  Fidei  propagatione  ac  juxta  Summi  Pontificis  ] 
intentionem. 

Dat.  Romae,  ex  ^Edibus  S.  C.  de  Prop.  Fide,  die  et  ^ 
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anno    praedictis.    Gratis    sine    ulla  solutione    quovis 
titulo.  JOANNES  SIMEONI,  Secretarius. 

[TRANSLATION.] 

AUDIENCE  GRANTED  OCTOBER  11, 1874. 
Our  most  holy  Lord  Pius  IX,  by  Divine  Provi- 
dence Pope,  on  the  representation  of  the  under- 
signed Secretary  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Propa- 
gation of  the  Faith,  has  granted  at  the  request  of  Rev. 
Edward  Sorin,  Superior  General  of  the  Congrega- 
tion of  the  Holy  Cross,  an  indulgence  of  seven  years, 
to  be  gained  once  a  day  by  the  members  of  the  pious 
Association  established  in  the  parochial  Church  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  of  Mary  in  the  Diocese  of  Fort 
Wayne,  in  America,  under  the  title  of  "Association 
of  Prayer  for  the  Clergy,"  if  with  contrite  heart 
they  devoutly  recite  the  annexed  prayer  approved 
by  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites.  Also  a  Plen- 
ary Indulgence,  once  a  month,  on  a  day  at  the  op- 
tion of  the  members,  if,  after  having  faithfully  re- 
cited the  above-mentioned  prayer  during  the  month, 
and  having  made  a  good  confession  and  Commu- 
nion, they  visit  the  aforesaid  church  and  there  for 
some  time  pray  fervently  to  God  for  the  propaga- 
tion of  our  Holy  Faith  and  for  the  intention  of  our 
Holy  Father. 

Given  at  Rome,  in  the  Palace  of  the  Sacred  Congre- 
gation, on  the  day  and  year  above  mentioned. 
JOHN  SIMEONI,  Secretary. 


PRAYER. 

We  pray  Thee,  O  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  to  shower 
Thy  most  abundant  and  precious  graces  on  the 
Priests  of  Thy  Holy  Church,  who  are  Thy  dearest 
servants,  the  dispensers  of  Thy  celestial  graces, 
the  fathers  of  our  souls;  that  they,  being  more  and 
more  intimately  united  to  Thee,  may  obtain  from 
Thy  bounty  the  grace  to  confirm  our  faith,  to 
strengthen  our  hope,  to  increase  our  charity,  and 
to  make  us  detest  our  sins  with  more  lively  sor- 
row. Through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Amen. 
Pater,  Arc,  (iloria. 
(7  years  Indulgence.) 


Catholic  Notes. 

— "  A  New  Shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,"  will  ap- 
pear in  our  next. 

— A  remarkable  cure  took  place  lately  at  St.  Wine- 
fride's  Well,  in  North  Wales . 

At  Pittsburgh  the  collection  for  the  Pope,  for  1874 
was  $2,993,24,  and  for  the  diocesan  seminary  $6,886,63. 

— Two  hundred  students  have  left  the  University  of 
Bonn  since  the  pseudo  Bishop  Reinkens'  "enthrouhsa- 
tion." 

— THE  Albany  Catholic  Reflector  has  changed  hands, 
Messrs.  M.  G.  Tracy  and  Francis  W.  Lamb  being  now 
the  editors  and  proprietors.  It  is  a  well-conducted 
Catholic  journal. 


— It  is  said  that  the  report  of  a  commission  instituted 
by  the  French  Government  finds  that  Garibaldi  by  his 
treachery  lost  much  for  the  French  during  the  late 
war. 

— The  Archbishop  of  Munster  is  in  Rome,  called  to 
that  city  by  business  of  great  importance  connected 
with  his  diocese.  The  German  papers  are  on  the  qui 
vive  of  excitement  in  consequence. 

— The  Lawrence  (Ky.)  Journal  says:  "The  immigrant 
Catholics  in  this  country  are  the  most  progressive  peo- 
ple in  it.  They  slip  into  the  country,  settle  and  clear 
up  lands,  build  school-houses  and  churches  as  if  by 
magic." 

— Forty  of  the  Catholic  clergy  in  London,  the  heads 
of  six  colleges,  and  of  the  Catholic  public  school  in  Ken- 
sington, and  the  editors  of  the  Dublin  Review,  of  The 
Month,  The  Tablet,  The  Lamp  and  Catholic  Opinion,  are 
all  converts  from  the  Churchof  Enjrland. 

— His  Holiness  the  Pope  has  sent  a  golden  crown  to 
the  Augustinian  canonesses  of  the  convent  of  Les 
Oiseaux,  Paris.  This  crown  was  placed  on  the  head  of 
a  statue  of  Our  Lady  in  their  church,  on  the  feast  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  This  convent  received  no 
injury  during  the  siege,  and  was  one  of  the  few  which 
remained  open  during  that  terrible  event. 

— The  Holy  Father  has  given  his  approval  of  Father 
At's  work  upon  the  Syllabus,  entitlfd;  Le  Vrai  et  de 
Faux  en  Matiere  d'Autorite  et  de  Liberte  ffapres  la  doc- 
trine de  Syllabus.  The  Pope  recently  said  to  the  learned 
author:  "I  consider  your  book  one  of  the  best  yet 
written  upon  this  subject.  It  is  in  every  respect  ad- 
mirable." 

— The  Diocese  of  Philadelphia,  which  is  one  of  the 
strongest  in  the  country,  is,  according  to  report,  to  be 
divided.  It  is  further  stated  that  the  highly  esteemed 
Father  Toner,  of  Towanda,  Pa.,  is  to  be  Bishop  of  the 
new  diocese,  with  his  residence  at  Reading,  Pa.  This 
would  be  a  happy  provision  for  Catholicity  in  that  im- 
portant section,  as  well  as  a  worthy  recognition  of  a 
zealous  and  able  priest.— Boston  Pilot. 

We  endorse  what  the  Pilot  says  of  Father  Toner,  and 
hope  that  the  report  is  true. 

— The  Archbishop  of  Toronto  has  addressed  a  letter 
to  Police  Comissioner  Duggan,  in  which  he  says: 
"Would  you  per/nit  me  to  add  my  prayer  to  so  many 
others,  for  the  abatement  of  the  ubiquitous  temptation 
to  our  young  men  to  obtain  intoxicating  drink  in  the 
immense  number  of  saloons  and  low  taverns  that 
abound  in  this  city.  I  deplore  the  blindness  of  our 
people  in  keeping  drinking  establishments,  as  all  know 
from  experience  that  even  their  children  are  not  blessed 
in  the  wealth  arising  from  such  traffic." 

— The  numbers  of  persons  who  flock  to  the  Vatican 
to  obtain  the  honor  of  an  audience  with  the  Holy 
Father  has  considerably  increased  during  the  past 
week.  Notwithstanding  the  false  rumors  to  the  con- 
trary, his  Holiness  is  in  a  very  good  state  of  health,  and 
continues  to  receive  with  the  greatest  benignity  and 
condescension  his  loyal  and  affectionate  children,  who 
are  ever  and  anon  craving  the  honor  of  seeing  him  and 
obtaining  his  blessing. 

On  the  4th  of  December  last,  the  Students  of  the 
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French  Seminar}'  were  ushered  into  the  Holy  Father's 
presence.  They  had  the  consolation  of  hearing  a 
beautiful  and  touching  discourse  from  the  eloquent  lips 
of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  before  he  imparted  to  them 
his  Apostolic  Benediction. 

— The  seminaries  are  declining  very  much  in  Aus- 
tria. There  will  soon  be  no  need  to  discuss  the  ques- 
tion about  the  abolishing  of  these  establishments,  for 
they  will  die  out  for  want  of  candidates.  The  reason 
of  this  distressing  circumstance  lies  in  the  continued 
hostility  against  the  Catholic  clergy.  Every  Jewish 
scribbler  who  bears  the  name  of  a  journalist  has  a 
right  to  insult  the  priests,  and  to  display  his  wit  by 
turning  everything  holy  and  sacred  into  ridicule,  and 
by  inventing  the  most  absurd  stories  to  amuse  the 
public.  This,  and  the  pecuniary  position  of  priests  in 
smaller  towns  and  villages,  prevents  many  young  men 
from  following  their  vocation. 

— The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  of  Paderborn,  and  three 
other  Bishops  who  are,  like  him,  in  prison,  have  re- 
ceived from  the  Holy  Father  valuable  medals  with  the 
expression  of  his  love  and  sympathy.  The  first-named 
Bishop  has  been  repeatedly  summoned  to  retire  from 
office,  but  he  has  always  given  the  same  answer — as  a 
matter  of  course  declined  to  do  so.  The  High  Court 
of  Justice  in  Prussia  has  declared  that  if  he  will  not 
willingly  retire  the  office  will  be  withdrawn  from  him. 
His  answer  to  that  is  worthy  of  a  Catholic  Bishop.  He 
replied:  "The  High  Court  may  punish  him,  take  all 
his  property,  but  he  could  not  be  unfaithful  to  the 
Catholic  Church,  to  whom  he  had  consecrated  his 
whole  life.  He  would  rather  die  than  abandon  his 
diocese. 

— The  Archbishop  of  Olmutz,  Count  Furstenberg, 
has  come  into  serious  conflict  with  the  Prussian  Gov- 
ernment because  he  filled  up  some  vacant  prebends  in 
the  part  of  his  archdiocese  which  belongs  to  Prussia. 
This  was  considered  a  violation  of  the  May  la\vs,  and 
he  was  summoned  before  the  Royal  District  Corrt  in 
Ratibor;  as  he  did  not  appear,  he  was  sentenced  to  a 
fine  of  some  thousand  thalers  or  imprisonment.  The 
Austrian  Government  was  requested  to  deliver  him 
over,  which  has  been  declined,  on  the  ground  that  the 
May  laws  were  not  recognized  in  Austria,  and  that 
they  had  no  right  to  interfere  with  the  Archbishop's 
liberty.  The  Prussian  Government  then  issued  a 
warrant  of  caption  against  him,  and  informed  the  ten- 
ant of  one  of  his  estates  that  he  had  to  pay  the  farm 
rent  to  the  district  court,  instead  of  to  the  Archbishop. 
This  affair  may  still  become  more  complicated,  and 
bring  the  two  authorities  into  conflict  with  each  other. 

— BISHOP  VAN  DE  VELDE. — The  remains  of  Bishop 
Van  de  Velde,  of  Natchez,  Miss  ,  who  was  buried  under 
the  Cathedral  of  that  city  nearly  twenty  years  ago,  were 
brought  to  St.  Louis  a  few  days  ago,  and  re-interred 
beside  the  graves  of  Father  de  Smet  and  others  of  his 
early  associates  at  Florissant,  Mo.  Dr.  Van  de  Velde 
•was  born  on  the  3d  of  April,  1795,  in  the  environs  of 
Termonde,  Belgium.  In  consequence  of  the  battle  of 
Waterloo  the  Congress  of  Vienna  reunited  Belgium  to 
Holland  under  William  I,  of  Orange,  a  Calvinist,  vio- 


lent against  the  Catholics,  and  soon  after  he  determined 
to  quit  the  country  for  America.  In  18'27,  at  33  years 
of  age,  he  was  ordained  priest  in  Baltimore,  by  Arch- 
bishop Marechal.  In  1841,  he  went  to  Rome,  and  had 
several  audiences  with  Pope  Gregory  XVI,  on  religous 
matters  in  America.  He  was  consecrated  Bishop  of 
Chicago  in  1849,  by  Archbishop  Kenrick.  He  was  after- 
wards appointed  Bishop  of  Natchez,  and  died  in  1853. 

— The  Bishop  of  Savannah  having  written  to  the 
Pope,  informing  him  of  the  progress  of  the  new  diocesan 
seminary,  and  that  he  had  placed  the  statue  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  which  had  been  received  from  the 
Pope,  in  the  chapel  of  the  Seminary,  the  Holy  Father 
replies  in  a  beautiful  and  paternal  letter  explaining  to 
the  Bishop  how  exceedingly  gratifying  this  intelligence 
is  to  him,  and  how  heartily  he  enters  into  the  aspira- 
tions of  the  Bishop  for  the  prosperity  of  the  seminary, 
which  will  supply  and  constantly  make  easy  the  re- 
newal of  an  indigenous  priesthood,  rendering  unneces- 
sar}-  any  reliance'on  the  chance  suppl}'  of  the  needs  of 
the  diocese  by  outside  aid.  The  Pope  exhorts  prayer  to 
the  Holy  Virgin  to  secure  what  the  Bishop  so  much 
desires.  He  grants  an  indulgence  of  100  days  to  all 
who  recite,  with  contrition,  three  times,  in  presence  of 
the  statue,  the  Angelic  Salutation,  and  300  days  to  all 
who  recite,  with  the  same  disposition,  the  Litany  of 
Loreto.  These  indulgences  may  be  applied,  by  way  of 
suffrage,  to  the  holy  soula  in  Purgatory.— Catholic 
Review. 

—The  Oerarchia  Cattolica,  a  Catholic  directory  pub- 
lished in  Rome,  gives  the  following  account  of  the 
Catholic  hierarchy  over  the  world:  Pius  IX  is  the  263d 
Pope  since  St.  Peter.  He  was  borne  in  Sinigaglia, 
May  13,  1792;  was  elected  June  16, 1846;  crowned  on 
the  21st  of  the  same  month;  and  took  possession,  No- 
vember 8  The  number  of  living  cardinals  is  fifty- 
four — six  belonging  to  the  order  of  bishops,  thirty-nine 
to  that  of  priests,  and  nine  to  that  of  deacons.  Since 
the  above  date,  Cardinals  Barnabo  and  Tarquini  have 
died.  Eiirht  of  the  living  cardinals  were  created  by 
Gregory  XVI.  One  hundred  and  two  Cardinals  have 
dii-d  during  the  reign  of  Pius  IX. 

In  the  Catholic  \vorld  there  are  twelve  patriarchal 
sees,  six  of  the  Latin  and  six  of  the  Oriental  Rite;  one 
hundred  and  sixty-four  archiepiscopal  sees;  and  seven 
hundred  and  one  episcopal  ones,  with  bishops  resident; 
to  which,  must  be  added  two  hundred  and  forty-six 
bishops  in  partibus  infldelium.  During  his  Pontificate 
Pius  IX  has  added  to  the  hierarchy  one  hundred  and 
eighty-eight  titles  of  archiepiscopal  and  episcopal  sees, 
apostolic  vicariates,  delegations,  and  prefectures;  sev- 
enty-three religious  orders  of  men  have  their  represent- 
atives in  Rome. 

Of  the  domestic  prelates  of  the  Papal  Court,  who 
have  the  privilege  of  assisting  at  the  Pontifical  throne 
when  the  Pope  celebrates,  the  following  are  the  Amer- 
icans: Archbishops  Bayley, Baltimore;  Purcell, Cincin- 
nati: McCloske}',  New  York;  Kenrick,  St.  Louis;  Ale- 
many,  San  Francisco;  Perche",  New  Orleans.  Bishops 
Henni,  Milwaukee;  Rappe,  formerly  of  Cleveland; 
Loughlin,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.;  Duggan,  Chicago;  Wood, 
Philadelphia;  Domenec,  Pittsburg;  Goesbriand,  Bur- 
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lington;  Lynch,  Charleston;  Elder,  Natchez;  Grace, 
St.  Paul,  Minn.;  Quinlan,  Mobile;  Rosecrans,  Colum- 
bus, Ohio;  Dubuis,  Galveston;  Conroy,  Albany;  Wil- 
liams, Boston. 

A  PLEASANT  INCIDENT. — Twenty-nine  years  ago  the 
present  Bishops  of  Mobile,  Louisville  and  Cleveland 
met  at  Mount  St.  Mary's,  as  classmates,  under  the 
direction  of  the  present  saintly  Bishop  of  Natches,  then 
Superior  and  Professor  at  the  Seminary  of  Emmitts- 
burg.  Six  years  afterwards  the  three  young  ecclesias- 
tics were  ordained,  and  parted  for  their  respective 
fields  of  labor.  For  twenty- three  years  pupils  and 
professor  have  not  met  together  till  the  accidental 
arrival  of  our  own  Bishop  on  his  way  South,  and  the 
presence  of  the  other  Bishops  at  the  consecration 
of  Bishops  Pellicer  and  Manucy  at  Mobile,  on  the 
8th  inst,  brought  all  four  together  again.  It  must 
have  been  a  pleasant  meeting,  pupils  and  professor, 
after  so  many  years  of  toil  and  labor  and  high  respon- 
sibility, to  meet  again  and  talk  of  the  long  gone  past. 
May  they  all  be  long  spared  to  perform  the  duties  of 
their  state  and  to  be  ornaments  to  the  high  office  they 
hold. — Cleveland  (Ohio)  Catholic  Universe. 

— CONSECRATION  OF  TWO  BISHOPS. — Tuesday,  the  8th 
inst.,  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  will  be 
long  remembered  by  the  people  of  Mobile,  as  the  day 
of  the  consecration  of  Fathers  Pellicer  and  Manucy, 
as  Bishops  of  San  Antonio  and  Brownsville,  Texas.  A 
vast  number  of  the  faithful  from  all  parts  of  the  Dio- 
cese, and  many  curiosity-seekers,  gathered  around  the 
Cathedral,  at  an  early  hour,  to  witness  the  procession 
and  the  splendid  and  impressive  ceremonies.  The 
procession  was  composed  of  the  following: — Music; 
Cathedral  Sanctuary  Society;  Children  of  Mary  of  St. 
Patrick's  Parish;  Children  of  Mary  of  St.  Mary's 
Church;  Children  of  Mary  of  the  Cathedral;  Children 
of  Mary  of  St.  Vincent's  Church ;  St.  Aloysius  Society; 
Brothers  of  the  Sacred  Heart;  Acolytes;  Clergy;  Offi- 
ciating Bishops  and  Chaplains;  Archbishop  and  suite. 
The  Consecrator,  His  Grace  Archbishop  Perche",  was 
assisted  by  Rev.  Father  Anstaett,  of  N.  O.,  as  archpriest, 
Very  Rev.  J.  Mentillot,  S.  J.,  President  of  Spring  Hill 
College,  and  Ve"ry  Rev.  T.  J.  Smith,  C.  M.,  of  St.  Jo- 
seph's Church,  N.  O.,  as  Deacons  of  Honor;  as  Dea- 
cons of  the  Mass,  Fathers  Bergrath,  of  Pensacola,  and 
O'Meara,  of  Mobile.  The  sermon  was  preached  by  the 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Quinlan,  of  Mobile. 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Pellicer  was  born  in  St.  Augus- 
tine, Florida,  on  the  7th  of  December,  1824,  and  is  con- 
sequently just  fifty  years  of  age.  He  was  educated  at 
Spring  Hill,  having  entered  the  college  there  in  1842. 
He  was  ordained  by  the  late  Bishop  Portier,  of  Mo- 
bile, on  the  15th  of  August,  1850.  When  he  went  tq 
Montgomery  in  1850,  he.  found  but  sixty-five  Catholics 
there;  when  he  left  it  in  1865  the  congregation  had 
increased  to  nearly  600  souls.  Bishop  Manucy  is  a 
cousin  of  Bishop  Pellicer,  and  also  a  native  of  St. 
Augustine.  He  is  fifty-one  years  of  age,  but  looks 
younger  than  his  cousin.  The  two  cousins  entered 
Spring  Hill  College  together,  and  were  ordained  the 
same  day.  Then  they  separated,  to  meet  again  and 
be  consecrated  as  Bishops  on  the  same  day. 


Right  Rev.  Bishop  Manucy  is  a  man  of  great  learn- 
ing; Bishop  Quinlan  paid  him  the  compliment  of 
making  him  his  theologian  at  the  Ecumenical  Council 
of  the  Vatican. — N.  0.  Morning  Star. 

There  has  been  another  revolution  in  Spain,  by 
means  of  which  Alphonso,  the  son  of  Ex-Queen 
Isabella,  ascends  the  throne.  Serrano,  seeing  that  he 
was  unable  to  cope  with  the  armies  of  Don  Carlos, 
joined  with  the  partisans  of  Alphonso,  who  are  very 
numerous  in  the  Southern  part  of  the  Peninsula, 
and  surrendered  the  government  to  him.  We  do  not 
believe  that  this  stratagem  will  end  in  the  discom- 
fiture of  Don  Carlos,  for  although  it  may  appear  that 
he  is  fighting  a  new,  a  different  and  a  stronger  Gov- 
ernment, yet  such  is  not  in  reality  the  case.  The 
same  persons  who  have  ruled  Spain  for  the  last  few 
years,  ruled  it  before  Isabella  was  driven  out  of 
Madrid,  and  they  will  now  rule  through  Alphonso. 
They  were  bankrupting  the  country  under  the 
Queen ;  setting  up  a  sham  Republic,  they  contin- 
ued their  work,  and  they  will  go  on  under  Al- 
phonso. As  there  was  discontent  under  Isabella, 
and  discontent  under  the  so-called  Republic,  so  there 
will  be  discontent  under  Alphonso.  As  Isabella 
was  driven  from  the  throne,  and  the  Republic  fell, 
so  also  will  Alphonso,  led  by  the  same  corrupt 
party,  be  in  turn  displaced.  There  has  been  a  re- 
volution in  Spain  through  which  those  against 
whom  the  revolt  was  made  retain  their  power.  It 
was  but  a  show  of  revolution,  and  those  who  rejoice 
in  the  downfall  of  Serrano  see  the  same  party  of 
which  he  was  the  head  still  in  power.  The  seem- 
ing change  in  Government  was  the  last  resort  to 
which  the  radicals  of  Spain  had  recourse  in  order 
to  prevent  a  true  Catholic  prince  from  gaining  his 
rightful  inheritance. 

It  is  true  that  Alphonso  is  a  Catholic,  and  if  we 
have  been  rightfully  informed  a  good  Catholic ;  but 
he  is  unable  to  cope  with  the  radicals  of  Spain.  He 
has  them  with  him.  They  will  be  his  counsellors, 
and  the  policy  of  the  Government  of  Spain  will 
continue  the  same  as  it  has  been  for  the  last  few 
years.  The  very  fact  of  partly  receiving  power  from 
the  so-called  Republicans  is  a  stigma  on  his  name, 
and  it  augurs  poorly  as  to  the  policy  which  he  will 
pursue. 

Spain  is  a  Catholic  country,  and  it  should  have 
a  Catholic  king — Catholic  not  only  in  name,  and 
as  a  man,  but  a  Catholic  following  out  a  true 
Catholic  policy  and  upholding  the  rights  of  the 
Church.  Its  true  king  is  Don  Carlos.  He  is  en- 
titled to  the  throne  by  every  principle  of  right, 
and  all  the  trickery  of  radicals  and  Alphonsists 
will  not  be  able  to  keep  him  from  the  throne. 
Under  him  alone  can  Spain  hope  for  tranquillity 
and  prosperity;  for  until  he  comes  into  power  the 
same  party  that  has  swayed  the  councils  of  the  na- 
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tion  will  continue  to  breed  discontent  and  lead  the 
country  into  ruin  and  decay.  With  him  would 
come  a  thorough  change  in  the  affairs  of  the  nation. 
The  men  who  have  led  Spain  into  a  policy  hostile 
to  the  Church,  who  have  bankrupted  the  treasury, 
and  brought  the  nation  into  contempt  and  shame, 
will  be  forced  forever  out  of  power.  With  him, 
wise  councils  will  prevail  in  the  cabinet,  and 
Spain  regain  a  position  of  respectability  among 
the  nations  of  the  earth,  if  not  her  ancient  splen- 
dor. Under  him  alone  can  the  Church  have  her 
rights  preserved  and  defended  against  the  radi- 
cals, for  Don  Carlos  was  not  educated  in  the  school 
of  modern  statesmen  who  think  that  all  rights 
whether  private  or  ecclesiastical  must  give  way  to 
the  caprice  of  Cabinet  or  Ministry.  The  acces- 
sion to  power  by  Alphonso  tells  of  continued 
tumult  in  the  state;  the  success  of  Don  Carlos 
(God  grant  it  may  be  soon)  will  tell  of  peace  and 
prosperity. 

— In  another  column  we  print  the  Brief  of  our 
Holy  Father  by  which  he  grants  an  indulgence  of 
seven  years  to  the  members  of  the  Association  of 
Prayer  for  the  Clergy,  every  day  that  they  recite 
with  contrite  hearts  the  prayer  annexed  to  the 
Brief.  A  plenary  indulgence  is  also  granted  to 
all  who  fulfil  the  conditions  therein  named. 

These  privileges  are  very  great,  and  we  have  no 
doubt  but  that  the  members  of  the  Association 
will  hasten  to  avail  themselves  of  them.  Besides 
the  great  good  which  the  members  of  the  Asso- 
ciation will  gain  for  themselves,  they  do  much 
for  the  Church  by  praying  for  the  pastors  of 
the  Church.  At  this  time,  when  the  Church  has 
been  scandalized  by  the  apostasy  of  Dollinger, 
H3'acinthe  and  others,  it  is  the  duty  of  all  to 
pray  for  those  in  charge  of  souls.  We  all  owe  it 
to  our  pastors  and  our  confessors  to  pray  for  them. 
For  as  they  offer  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  for  us  they  pray  for  us,  and  we  in  return 
should  do  something  for  them.  In  no  way  can 
we  be  of  more  service  to  them  than  by  offering 
our  prayers  for  them. 

The  priests  are  the  ministers  of  God,  they  are 
ministers  of  the  Son  of  Mary,  and  do  we  not  honor 
and  please  her  when  we  pray  for  those  who  serve 
her  Son  ? 

We  hope  that  all  the  pious  readers  of  the  AVE 
MARIA  will  hasten  to  join  this  Association,  and 
thus  testify  their  love  for  their  pastors  and  gain 
the  great  privileges  accorded  by  the  Holy  Father. 


Death  of  a  Distinguished  Jesuit. 

On  the  morning  of  Monday,  the  30th  ult.,  in  the 
Church  of  the  Jesuits,  in  the  Rue  de  Sevres,  at  Paris, 
were  performed  the  funeral  obsequies  of  the  Rev. 


Father  Ponlevoy,  who  expired  on  Friday,  27th,  at  the 
age  of  sixty-two,  having  been  for  more  than  forty  3-ears 
a  member  of  the  Society  of  the  Jesuits.  It  issaid  that 
since  the  death  of  Father  Ravignan  that  Society  has 
not  (at  least  in  France)  sustained  so  grievous  a  loss. 
Father  Ponlevoy  has  been  for  twelve  years  Superior  of 
the  house  in  the  Rue  de  Sevres,  and  in  1864  he  had 
been  elected  Provincial  of  the  Order  in  Paris.  His 
prudence  and  tact  were  only  equalled  by  his  untiring 
zeal  and  energy,  while  his  abounding  charity  of  heart 
and  suavity  of  manner  rendered  him  equally  invaluable 
in  the  guidance  of  souls  as  in  the  government  of  the 
Order.  The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris  had  desired 
to  take  part  in  the  funeral  ceremony;  but  being  pre- 
vented from  doing  so  himself,  lie  was  represented  by 
his  two  Vicars-General.  Father  Ponlevoy  had  for  the 
last  two  years  been  engaged  as  Master  of  Novices  at  An- 
gers, and  in  the  over-zealous  discharge  of  that  laborious 
duty  hehad  exhausted  his  already  failingstrength.  Be- 
ing attacked  by  disease  of  the  lungs,  he  was  ordered  to 
pass  the  winter  at  Nice,  and  was  preparing  for  his  de- 
parture when  a  higher  mandate  gave  him  the  final 
summons.  Those  who  watched  by  his  death-bed  were 
edified  by  his  saintly  devotion.  On  Saturday  and 
Sunday  the  remains  of  the  good  Father  were  Visited 
by  numbers.  Habited  in  his  black  soutane,  with  his 
hands  folded  as  if  in  prayer,  an  expression  of  heavenly 
peace  upon  his  countenance.  Death  seemed  to  have 
passed  over  him  and  left  no  traces  of  its  presence. — 
— London  Register ^  Dec.  5. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  23RD  TO  THE  30TH  OP  DECEMBER. 
One  hundred  and  twenty-four  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  fifty-five  new  Associates 
have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
twent\'-seven  individuals  and  one  family;  twenty- 
eight  sick  persons  have  been  recommended;  spec- 
ial favors  have  .been  solicited  for  fifteen  individ- 
uals, two  communities  and  two  schools. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"A  man  has  been  suffering  and  taking  medicine  for 
a  long  time;  at  last  he  was  obliged  to  take  to  his  bed 
and  had  to  give  up  business  for  three  months.  His 
physician  wanted  him  to  undergo  an  operation,  but  de- 
layed it  to  the  next  morning.  At  that  time  another 
physician  came  to  see  if  the  patient  was  still  living,  and 
to  his  great  surprise  the  sick  man  was  walking  about. 
He  had  made  a  noveua  and  applied  the  water  of 
Lourdes.  He  is  still  improving,  and  although  yet 
weak  he  is  able  to  attend  to  his  store.  A  woman,  fifty- 
seven  years  of  age,  was  perfectly  cured  by  the  use  of 
the  water  of  Lourdes,  of  an  inward  weakness  she  had 
had  for  many  years.  She  could  sometimes  scarcely  go 
abroad."  .  .  .  .  "  The  blessed  water  has  done  me  so 
much  good  already  that  I  hope  with  the  help  of  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother  to  get  restored  to  good  health." 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL   CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XVI. 

If  the  words  of  the  first  two  parts  of  the  Angelus, 
because  of  (lie  lips  that  have  pronounced  them  and 
the  Mysteries  which  they  express,  are  worthy  of  the 
veneration  of  all  ages,  not  less  deserving  are  those 
which  form  the  third  part,  and  for  which  we  are 
indebted  to  the  Church.  Because  she  has  given  a 
Redeemer  to  the  world,  Mary  is  the  object  of  the 
implacable  hatred  of  the  demon.  In  order  to  re- 
duce her  to  the  level  of  ordinary  women,  he  at- 
tempted in  the  fifth  century  to  deprive  her  of  her 
title  of  Mother  of  God. 

An  unfortunate  Archbishop  of  Constantinople, 
Nestorius,  became  the  organ  of  his  blasphemies. 
At  once  the  Eastern  and  Western  Churches  rose  up 
against  him.  To  attack  Mary  was  to  strike  at  the 
heart  of  the  Church.  A  general  Council,  presided 
over  by  the  Holy  Father  in  the  person  of  his 
legates,  assembled  at  Ephesus.  Nestorius  was  con- 
demned. All  the  people,  gathered  in  the  streets  of 
the  city,  and  awaited  with  anxiety  the  decision  of 
the  Council.  As  soon  as  it  was  known,  there  arose 
from  thousands  of  voices  one  universal  shout  of 
glory  to  Mary  and  applause  to  the  Fathers.  They 
accompany  them  with  torches;  the  air  is  filled 
with  perfumes;  tears  of  joy  flow  from  every  eye; 
the  enthusiasm  is  at  its  height.  It  was  at  this  mo- 
ment, ever  to  be  remembered,  that,  through  St. 
Cyril,  Patriarch  of  Alexandria  and  President  of  the 
Council,  the  Church  pronounced  these  words:- 
"Holy  Mury,  Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us  sinners." 

It  will  be  seen  that  these  words  are  at  the  same 
time  a  profession  of  faith  and  a  prayer.  Mother 
of  God:  here  is  a  profession  of  Catholic  faith  in  re- 
gard to  Mary.  Thus  all  the  errors  which  Satan 
may  in  the  course  of  ages  attempt  to  gather  around 
the  prerogatives  of  the  august  Virgin  are  dissipated 
like  smoke. 

"Pray  for  us ": — here  is  the  prayer.    The  Holy 


Spirit,  from  whom  nothing  is  hidden,  knew  that  in 
our  clay  there  would  be  found  men  so  blind  as  to 
see  in  the  Angelus  nothing  but  a  simple  salutation, 
and  not  an  invocation.  What  does  the  Divine 
Spirit  do?  He  inspires  the  Church,  His  Spouse, 
to  join  to  the  words  of  the  Gospel  a  prayer — and 
so  closely  are  they  united  that  nothing  can  sepa- 
rate them.  Thus,  night  and  day,  throughout  the 
whole  earth,  thousands  of  lips  add  to  the  salutation 
of  the  angel  and  St.  Elizabeth  the  filial  and  touch- 
ing supplication:  "Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  God, 
pray  for  us  poor  sinners."*  Those  blind  men  of 
whom  we  speak  are  our  unfortunate  brethren  the 
Protestants;  would  that  they  could  understand, 
with  the  Church,  and  with  their  forefathers,  that 
to  invoke  Mary  is  not  to  injure  her  Divine  Son; 
on  the  contrary,  it  is  to  honor  Him. 

In  order  to  avoid  repetition,  I  will  give  but  a 
brief  explanation  of  each  word  in  this  third  part  of 
the  Angelical  Salutation. 

Sancta  Maria, — "  Holy  Mary."  Holy:  this  for 
Mary  constitutes  her  first  glorious  title,  and  for  us 
the  most  powerful  motive  of  confidence  in  her. 
Mary  is  holy :  that  is  to  say,  she  possesses  all  virtues. 
Mary  is  the  holiest  of  creatures;  that  is,  she  posses- 
ses every  virtue  in  a  degree  never  attained  by  an- 
gels or  men.  The  power  of  the  saints  is  propor- 
tioned to  their  sanctity:  the  more  holy  they  are, 
the  nearer  are  they  to  God,  and  the  more  power  do 
they  "possess  over  His  Heart.  If  in  addition  to 
this  we  have  Mary  as  our  sister,  it  will  be  under- 
stood that  our  confidence  in  her,  in  proportion  to 
her  power  and  tenderness,  must  be  unbounded. 

Maria.  "  Mary:"  We  have  already  explained 
this  name,  which  after  that  of  Jesus  is  the  sweetest 
of  all  names.  I  will  add  that  it  is  also  the  most 


*  Provida  Mater  Ecclesia  ....  non  sat  habet  Virgi- 
nem  salutarc  nisi  illam  etiam  addat  coronidem  qvue 
apertam  continet  precatiouem  .  .  .  qure  adeo  compro- 
bata  est  ut  nullis  hostium.  macliiuis  possit  abuleri. 
— Canisius,  p.  271. 
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powerful.  "Art  thou  tempted,"  says  St.  Bernard, 
call  upon  Mary.  Art  tliou  enveloped  in  darkness, 
call  upon  Mary.  Art  thou  driven  to  despondency, 
to  despair,  call  upon  Mary.  In  all  trouble,  in  all 
dangers,  \vhetherofbody  or  soul,  call  upon  Mary; 
no  one  has  called  upon  her  in  vain." 

Mater  Dei, — "  Mother  of  God."  To  the  power 
given  to  Mary  by  her  unequalled  sanctity  is  added 
her  quality  of  Mother.  She  still  preserves  in 
heaven  the  same  authority  that  she  exercised  over 
her  Son  upon  earth:  her  title  of  Mother  being  in- 
alienable, who  can  understand  the  authority  of  the 
best  of  mothers  over  the  best  of  sons?  Thus,  the 
holy  Fathers  tell  us,  Mary  commands  rather  than 
petitions.  She  presents  herself  before  the  throne 
of  God,  not  as  a  servant,  but  as  a  Queen,  whose 
wishes  are  commands;  non  ancilla,  sed  domina. 
Omnipotentia  supplex. 

Ora, — "Pray."  The  Church  having  just  re- 
minded Mary  that  she  is  the  Mother  of  God,  the 
most  powerful  and  best  of  mothers,  what  more  natu- 
ral than  that  she  should  say  to  her,  pray?  It  is  the 
cry  of  need.  Surrounded  with  dangers  and  persecu- 
tions of  all  kinds,  the  Church  militant  supplicates 
the  Queen  of  heaven  to  extend  her  protection,  con- 
sole her  in  her  sorrows,  and  give  her  the  victory 
over  her  enemies. 

Pro  nobis  peccatoiibvs, — "  For  us  sinners."  For 
all  of  us,  without  exception :  Bishops,  priests,  relig- 
ious, kings,  magistrates,  learned  and  ignorant,  rich 
and  poor,  young  and  old,  men  and  women  of  every 
condition  and  of  every  country :  for  we  are  all  beg- 
gars, who  live  only  on  wyhat  we  receive  from  day  to 
da}- — sinners,  wTe  are  the  poorest  and  most  miser- 
able of  beggars;  for  we  are  all  sinners — all,  with- 
out exception — even  the  most  just.  If  we  say  the 
contrary,  we  do  not  speak  the  truth.*  A  sinner  is 
the  poorest  of  the  poor ;  for,  being  deprived  of  grace, 
he  is  disinherited  of  glory;  and  what  can  be  more 
miserable  ? 

Nunc, — "Now."  How  well  is  not  this  word 
placed!  Now,  that  we  are  engaged  in  the  battle 
of  life;  now,  that  we  are  voyaging  on  atempestuous 
sea,  rocks  on  all  sides  and  every  moment  in  danger 
of  shipwreck;  now,  that  we  are  surrounded  by 
perfidious  and  cruel  enemies,  night  and  day  at- 
tempting our  destruction,  and  of  whom  we  may 
at  any  instant  become  the  victims  for  all  eternity. 
Now,  Mother  most  powerful,  pray  for  us! 

Et  in  hora  mortis  nostra.  "And  at  the  hour  of 
our  death."  Of  all  the  hours  that  make  up  our  ex- 
istence, there  is  but  one  that  is  decisive;  it  is  the 
hour  of  death.  This  hour  unites  time  to  eternity. 


*  Si  dixcrimus  quoniam  peccatum  non  habemus, 
ipsi  nos  seducimus,  et  veritas  in  nobis  non  est. 
(John,  5,  8.) ' 


Our  implacable  enemy,  the  devil,  knows  this  well. 
We  would  die  with  fright  if  we  could  see  what 
pusses  around  the  lied  of  a  dying  person.  Terrible 
as  they  are, yet  the  combats  of  life  are  not  to  be 
compared  to  those  between  the  spirits  of  darkness 
and  the  soul  about  to  be  separated  from  the  body. 
They  know  that  if  they  do  not  seize  upon  this  soul 
it  will  escape  them,  and  their  rage  knows  no 
bounds.  They  besiege  it  with  all  kindsof  tempta- 
tions to  unbelief,  impatience,  presumption,  remorse, 
terror,  despair.  Is  it  not  an  hour  in  which  the  as- 
sistance of  Mary  is  especially  necessary  ?  Let  us, 
then,  often  during  the  course  of  our  life  beg  of  her 
to  protect  us  at  the  hour  of  our  death.  It  is  the 
means  of  obtaining  her  assistance  at  that  decisive 
moment. 

Amen, — "Amen,"  so  be  it.  This  word  sums  up 
all  the  praises  that  we  have  given  to  Mary ;  all  the 
offerings  that  we  have  laid  at  her  feet,  all  the 
graces  that  we  have  asked  of  her  while  reciting 
the  Angelical  Salutation.  When  said  with  fervor 
it  may  to  a  certain  degree  cover  all  the  defects  of 
our  prayer. 

The  Church  militant  is  like  a  daughter  who  can- 
not separate  herself  from  her  mother.  Love,  confi- 
dence and  a  feeling  of  want  retains  her  at  her  feet. 
Having  three  times  said  to  her,  Pray  for  us,  she  is 
not  yet  satisfied.  To  the  Ace  Maria  of  the  Angelus, 
Catholic  piety  lias  added  Hie  following  verse :  Pr^iy 
for  us,  0  Holy  Mother  of  God, — and  the  response. 
That  we  may  be  made  worthy  of  the  promises  of 
Christ;  then  follows  the  prayer,  which  is  well 
known. 

In  our  next  we  will  speak  of  the  Regina  Codi. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Feast  of  the  Espousals  of  Our  Lady  and  St. 
Joseph. 

JANUARY  23. 

The  works  of . GOD  before  the  Fall 
Were  by  Himself  survey'd,  and  all 

Pronoune'd  exceeding  good; 
No  wound  their  awful  beauty  scarr'd, 
No  devious  line  of  error  marr'd 

Their  faultless  rectitude. 

At  length  that  glorious  world  by  sin, 
Which  Eve's  consent  invited  in, 

Of  half  its  grace  was  shorn; 
Sin  swept  the  plains,  sin  stripp'd  the  bowers, 
And  e'en  the  rose,  that  queen  of  flowers, 

Was  curaber'd  with  the  thorn. 

Tea,  e'en  that  fairest,  brightest  gem 
In  Nature's  primal  diadem, 
The  Holy  Marriage  State, 
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By  sin's  polluting  touch  was  soil'd, 
And  of  its  pristine  lustre  spoil'd, 
Through  Satan's  envious  hate. 

'Twas  Mary's  mission  to  retrieve 
The  ruin  of  our  race  in  Eve; 

To  her  in  chief  'twas  given, 
That  damag'd  law  to  reinstate, 
And  from  misuse  to  vindicate 

So  choice  a  boon  of  Heaven. 

For  she  by  special  gift  was  freed 
From  penalties  of  Adam's  seed, 

The  first-fruits  of  the  Fall; 
Secur'd  by  grace  from  inborn  stain, 
In  her  alone  was  snapp'd  the  chain 

Of  Sin  Original. 

Meet  witness  to  the  golden  Rule 
(First  taught  in  CHRIST'S  ascetk-  school) 

Of  heavenward  Chastity; 
Which  e'en  on  Marriage  sheds  a  light, 
And  serves,  in  withering  sin's  despite, 

Its  ends  to  sanctify. 

Nor  yet  to  type  and  doubtful  hint 
Did  God  His  glorious  message  stint, 

But  dealt  His  truth  around; 
His  love  ordain'd  by  high  decree 
That  Mary  should  with  Joseph  be 

In  virgin  wedlock  bound. 

O,  what  a  glorious  sight  was  there, 
As,  each  to  each,  that  matchless  pair 

Plighted  their  nuptial  vows! 
Of  maidens  pure  the  purest  she, 
Of  Adam's  sons  the  worthiest  he 

To  win  so  blest  a  Spouse. 

The  very  angels  stoop'd  to  gaze, 
And  watch'd  in  joy  and  calm  amaze 

That  work  of  sovereign  tjvace; 
Rcjoicinsr  that  one  favor'd  spot 
Had  'scaped  the  all-consuming  blot 

Tliat-mars  Creation's  face. 

Each  year  the  Church  her  children  true 
These  chaste  Espousals  bids  review, 

And  cull  their  lessons  sweet; 
That  while  o'er  history's  page  they  roam, 
One  sinless  bond,  one  spotless  home, 

Their  wearied  eye  may  meet. 

Nor  let  such  virtue's  arduous  claims 
Or  scare  our  sight  or  daunt  our  aims; 

E'en  Failure's  self  may  teach: 
Though  humbled,  we  may  yet  admire; 
Though  baffled,  still  in  faith  aspire 

To  heights  we  may  not  reach. 

Who  nothing  dares  shall  nothing  gain; 
E'en  they  who  tempt  the  boundless  main 

Must  step  by  step  begin; 
And  he  may  Satan's  work  undo, 
And  Eden's  bliss  in  part  renew, 

Who  weeds  his  way  of  sin. 

—Lyra  Litnrglca. 


PILGRIMAGES  BEGUN. 
Notre   Daine   de   Fourvieres. 

BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Into  this  little  chapel  we  entered,  wet  and  weary. 
The  altar  was  ablaze  with  myriads  of  wax  candles 
in  gilded  candelabras,  and  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
in  ostensorium  was  over  the  tabernacle.  The 
priest  was  at  the  altar,  reading  the  Epistle,  and 
a  small  congregation  were  assisting.  We  went 
forward  and  chose  prie-dieux.  In  pilgrimage 
churches  the  seats  are  usually  free;  but  here  a 
woman  came,  and,  touching  us  on  the  shoulder, 
said  in  tlmt  dreadful,  shrill  whisper  peculiar  to  the 
church  chair-women,  "•Un  sou  pour  wire  chaise, 
Mademoiselle."  We  had  to  search  in  our  damp 
pockets  for  our  purses,  sort  out  the  change,  then 
look  ajbout  for  one  another  to  see  if  each  was  pro- 
vided, by  all  of  which  we  lost  a  beautiful  portion  of 
those  emanations  of  the  Holy  Spirit — "the  Canon 
of  the  Mass."  Thai  system  of  gathering  money  for 
the  chairs  in  France  is  perfectly  detestable:  the 
sum  is  trifling,  but,  oh,  it  is  such  a  disturbance! 
such  a  distraction!  aud  towards  strangers  they 
exercise  no  hospitality.  "Think  of  just  landing 
at  Havre,"  said  a  priest  from  Canada  to  us,  "with 
nothing  but  gold  about  you,  and  the  old  woman 
actually  taking  a  twenty  franc-piece  to  get  a  cop- 
per out  of  it."  Another  priest  from  Chili  com- 
plained bitterly  of  the  same;  if  he  went  into  a 
church  to  read  his  breviary,  unprepared  to  pay  for 
his  chair,  Madame  s<??<-gatheress  was  sure  to  come 
and  demand  her  due,  but  if  providently  he  pro- 
vided himself  with  the  exact  amount  so  as  to  hand 
it  to  her  without  a  word  on  either  side,  she  would 
shrilly  whisper,  "Oh,  you  are  Monsieur  Abbe! 
Monsieur  Abbe  does  not  pay,"  and  then  he  had 
th£  trouble  of  replacing  his  sou.  "  C'est  toujours 
un  distraction /"  said  the  Rev.  Chilian,  whose  pa- 
rents were  fabulously  wealthy  and  who  himself 
was  generous  to  excess.  And  then  their  prie-dieux 
are  so  constructed  that  to  be  able  to  endure  them 
one  must  be  born  to  them :  indeed  we  doubt  if 
the  French  themselves  find  them  comfortable,  else 
why  do  they  kneel  so  very  little?  French  ladies 
actually  sit  through  the  greater  part  of  a  low' 
Mass;  they  will  sit  down  during  the  hymn  be- 
tween the  "  0  Salutaris  "  and  the  "  Tantum  ergo  "  at 
Benediction;  while  German  ladies  kneel  through 
a  Grand  High  Mass  with  solemn  Benediction. 
We  have  seen  German  ladies  kneel  uninterrupt- 
edly for  two  and  three  hours,  and  we  rarely  saw  a 
French  lady  kneel  fifteen  minutes.  Italians  strike 
a  medium:  they  neither  kneel  as  much  as  the  Ger- 
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mans  nor  sit  as  much  as  the  French.  In  Germany 
the  seats  are  free  to  the  first  coiner,  except  in  the 
villages,  where  they  are  owned  by  families,  and 
there  the  stranger  must  apply  to  tlie  pastor,  who 
hospitably  gives  him  a  good  place;  and  his  only 
opportunity  of  remunerating  is  to  discover,  in  any 
roundabout  method,  in  what  particular  charity 
the  pastor  is  interested,  and  to  contribute  to  that. 
In  Italy  a  certain  number  of  pews,  without  doors, 
are  free;  after  they  are  filled,  people  stand  and 
kneel  alternately,  unless  they  desire  chairs,  in 
which  case  they  sign  to  the  vendors,  who  stand 
near  the  doors;  these  instantly  bring  forward  the 
chair  or  chairs,  and  take  their  pay  immediately; 
or  if  the  person  has  it  not  in  his  hand,  the  vendor 
leaves  and  does  not  come  to  that  person  until 
signed  to  again.  It  appears  to  be  a  matter  of  per- 
fect indifference  to  the  Italian  church  chair-owner 
•whether  or  not  one  takes  a  chair.  The  Holy 
Father,  who  dislikes  exceedingly  any  traffic  of 
any  kind  in  the  churches,  regulates  the  chair  bus- 
iness in  his  own  St.  Peter's  thus:  "Out  of  consid- 
eration for  delicate  persons,  lie  suffers  the  vendors 
of  chairs  to  rent  them  on  the  porch  outside  of  the 
doors,  and  those  who  wish  them  must  either  carry 
them  in  themselves  or  else  have  their  private  serv- 
ants to  do  it  for  them."  In  Perugia  the  regulation 
is  similar;  the  old  chair-woman  sits  just  inside 
the  cathedral  door,  probably  because  the  porch  is 
not  shaded,  and  she  is  neither  to  move  from  her 
post  nor  to  offer  her  chairs;  those  who  wish  them 
must  go  to  her,  and  carry  them  themselves  to 
where  they  wish  them  placed.  The  French  prie- 
dieu  is  simply  an  instrument  of  torture ;  but  if  the 
stranger  does  not  take  one,  Madame  sow-gatheress 
is  mortally  offended  and  she  manages  to  make  her 
displeasure  uncomfortably  felt. 

Just  at  noon  (about  fifteen  minutes  after  the  Mass) 
a  priest  in  surplice  and  stole  came  in,  with  two  ac- 
olytes, and  quietly  and  without  ceremony  replaced 
the  Holy  Host  in  the  tabernacle,  and  the  lights  were 
extinguished.  We  had  arrived  too  late  to  see  the 
pilgrims.  But  "die  Mutter  Gottes  trug  heut  ihr 
bestes  Kleid"  (the  Mother  of  God  wore  to  day  her 
best  dress)  to  receive  her  votaries.  The  ancient, 
venerated  statue  stood  in  a  niche  over  the  tabernacle 
of  the  high  altar;  it  was  the  Blessed  Virgin,  about 
two  feet  in  height,  with  the  Divine  Infant  in  her 
arms ;  both  were  shining  almost  ebony-black,  and 
clad  in  robes  of  white  satin  richly  embroidered, 
and  both  had  golden  crowns  studded  with  jewels 
upon  their  heads.  "  Wherefore  this  waste  ?  all  this 
had  better  be  given  to  the  poor ! "  says  the  English- 
speaking  foreigner,  always  compassionate  to  the 
poor  at  the  expense  of  church  decorations,  but  who 
never  had  the  poor  with  him  at  the  expense  of  his 
own  pocket.  How  often  does  the  English  traveller 


give  an  alms  to  the  beggar  ?  Virtuous  as  the  senti- 
ment rings  iu  his  ear,  unfortunately  for  him  it  has 
no  better  scriptural  authority  than  Judas,  from  whom 
it  is  a  verbatim  quotation.  Dear  reader,  these 
ornaments  have  Ivecii  paid  for  once ;  money  for  them 
has  been  distributed  to  artisans  and  merchants; 
why  give  them  now  to  the  poor?  For  wear,  "gold 
is  too  heavy  in  summer,  and  too  cold  in  winter," 
and  really  even  the  healthy  stomachs  of  the  poor 
cannot  digest  jewels.  "Sell  them,  and  lay  out  the 
proceeds  to  their  advantage,"  says  the  Catholic  who 
is  "  as  good  a  Catholic  as  anybody."  But  when  they 
are  sold  there  will  still  be  poor — must  they  be  sold 
again  and  again,  never  serving  anybody  or  any- 
thing, but  only  continually  changing  hands  ?  And 
when  they  have  become  the  property  of  some  rich 
lady,  to  be  locked  up  in  a  bank,  for  fear  of  burglars,* 
and  brought  forth  only  on  festive  occasions,  to  pan- 
der to  that  in  her,  and  in  those  who  behold  her, 
"which  is  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  and 
which  every  Christian  is  struggling  to  overcome  ?  " 

What  about  the  poor  then  ?  The  English  stran- 
ger who  begrudges  this  splendor  to  the  Mother 
and  the  Temple  of  his  God — have  his  wife,  and 
his  daughters,  his  mother  and  his  sisters  no  vel- 
vets, no  satins,  no  laces,  no  jewels?  Ah,  at  the 
very  shake  of  the  head  that  emphasizes  the  excla- 
mation, the  jewels  pendent  from  thei rears  dazzle 
the  eye;  the  light  flashes  from  their  jewelled  fin- 
gers as  thej-  throw  up  their  hands  in  horror  at  "the 
gold  and  glitter  within,  and  the  beggars  at  the 
door ! "  What  benefit,  pray,  do  the  poor  derive  from 
their  fineries,  which  are  brought  forth  to  please  the 
eyes  of  their  wealthy  friends  only,  who  themselves 
have  scores  of  costly  trinkets  in  whose  beauty  they 
can  revel  ? 

Mother  Goose  has  proposed  many  a  problem 
to  our  infant  minds;  and  surely  all  remember: 
"There  lives  an  old  woman  and — what  do  you  think? 

She  lives  upon  noliting  but  victuals  and  drink; 

Victuals  and  drink  are  the  chief  of  her  diet, 

Yet — would  you  believe  it? 

This  grumbling  old  woman  scarce  ever  is  quiet!" 

The  authoress,  who  has  so  cleverly  solved  "  for 
grown  folks"  many  of  these  problems,  tells  us  that 
this  old  woman  is  perfect^  justifiable  to  grumble, 
and  mutter,  and  complain,  and  be  indignant,  to 
have  it  supposed  that  "victuals  and  drink"  ought 
to  suffice  her;  she  also  has  a  mind  and  a  heart, 
and  these  too  crave  their  nourishment.  So  it  is. 
The  poor  as  well  as  ourselves  have  a  taste  for 
beauty,  and  the  beautiful  things  that  the  Lord  has 

*  Iu  Europe  we  were  told,  in  Italy,  it  is  against  the 
police  regulations  to  keep  jewelry -above  a  certain 
fixed  value  in  the  house  (so  as  not  to-attract  burglars); 
what  is  over  and  above  must  be  sent  to  the  banker's, 
and  called  for  whenever  desired  for  any  occasion. 
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given  should  be  theirs  to  enjoy  equally  with  us,  to 
give  them  also  a  foretaste  of  heaven,  encouraging 
them  to  hear  their  poverty  patiently  a  little  while 
here  below,  in  expectation  of  the  glory  that  shall 
be  laid  up  for  them  forever  and  forever.  Our  Lady 
is  not  exclusive  in  her  receptions;  they  are  for 
rich  and  poor  alike ;  she  wears  her  satin  robes  and 
her  jewelled  crowns  for  all,  and  the  magnificence 
of  the  altar  of  God  is  a  vision  of  heaven  to  the 
lowly  ones  of  the  earth,  and  thus  does  "all  that 
gold  and  glitter"  in  the  temple  of  God  belong  in 
very  deed  to  His  poor — not  to  a  fifty  or  a  hun- 
dred— but  to  generation  after  generation,  as  long 
as  those  magnificent  temples  shall  stand.  There- 
fore let  us  not  be  abashed  that  the  children  of  the 
Church  hearken  to  the  voice  of  David  as  he  calls 
to  them  through  the  centuries:  "Vow  ye,  and  pay 
to  the  Lord  your  God :  all  you  that  round  about 
Him  bring  presents! " 

And  now  we  arose  and  took  our  candles  to  seek 
a  place  where  we  might  light  them  and  leave  them 
to  burn,  according  to  the  words  of  the  Royal  Psalm- 
ist: "  1  will  pay  my  vows  to  the  Lord  in  the  sight 
of  all  His  people,  in  the  courts  of  the  House  of 
the  Lord.'1 

On  both  sides  of  the  little  church,  from  the  very 
Communion-railing  to  the  door,  stand  the  cast-iron 
tripods,  surmounted  by  three  circles,  each  smaller 
than  the  one  below,  on  which  are  placed  the  "  burnt 
offerings,"  n.rmly  fastened  down  by  the  iron  spikes 
pointed  upwards,  and  about  three  inches  apart, 
upon  the  above-mentioned  circles.  Sometimes 
these  tripods  bear,  instead  of  circles,  triangles  em- 
blematic of  the  Most  Holy  Trinity.  Generally, 
these  candles  are  wax,  and  the  price  varies  accord- 
ing to  the  size;  in  one  pilgrimage  church,  however, 
that  we  visited,  the  old  candle-woman  had  only  tal- 
low candles  to  sell.  The  humble  gifts  of  the  shep- 
herds were  not  less  pleasing  to  the  Infant  of  Beth- 
lehem than  were  the  royal  "gold,  frankincense, 
and  myrrh,"  and  to  the  shepherds  'twas  given  to 
hear  tlie  angels  sing,  and  around  about  them  shone 
the  great  light  on  the  hallowed  hills  of  Bethlehem. 

[TO    BE    CONTINUED.] 


Honor  the  Saints. 


St.  Dunstan  was  a  skilful  musician,  and,  in 
imitation  of  David,  was  accustomed  to  sing  the 
Psalms  and  accompany  them  on  the  guitar.  One 
day,  while  conversing  with  some  friends,  they 
heard  the  instrument  which  was  hanging  on  the 
wall  emit  sounds  of  .incredible  sweetness,  and  a 
voice  was  heard  saying:  'Honor  the  saints,  who 
follow  the  steps  of  the  Lamb;  their  souls  rejoice 
in  the  heavenly  courts,  and  they  reign  eternally 
with  Him.'— Bollandists. 


St.  Francis  of  Sales,  Bishop  and  Confessor. 


The  angelical  prelate,  Francis  of  Sales,  whose 
amiable  virtues  were  the  admiration  of  the  age  in 
which  he  lived,  and  whose  beautiful  and  winning 
example  the  Church  proposes  for  imitation,  was 
born  at  Sales,  in  Savo}',  of  an  ancient  and  noble 
family,  in  the  year  1567. 

His  mother,  who  was  remarkable  for  her  extraor- 
dinary piety  and  love  of  the  poor,  watched  with  ten- 
der care  over  the  youth  of  her  son,  whose  conduct 
from  his  earliest  years  gave  a  pledge  of  future 
sanctity;  and  though  in  infancy  his  precious  life 
was  often  in  danger  from  the  ills  of  that  tender 
age,  he  afterwards  grew  stronger  and  enjoyed  ex- 
cellent health.  The  virtues  which  adorned  the 
soul  of  the  pious  mother  soon  shone  forth  with  in- 
creased lustre  in  her  son,  and  the  lessons  of  piety 
he  learned  at  her  knee  sunk  deep  into  his  heart. 
Like  the  mother  of  St.  Louis,  she  often  repeated  to 
him  those  touching  words:  "I  would  rather  see 
you  dead  than  to  know  that  you  had  been  guilty  of 
mortal  sin."  What  better  words  could  a  mother 
use  to  impress  on  the  heart  of  her  child  a  horror 
of  sin! 

As  Francis  advanced  in  years  he  grew  in  virtue; 
his  sweet  disposition  and  singular  meekness  won 
the  hearts  of  all  who  knew  him.  It  was  not,  how- 
ever, without  long  and  violent  struggles  that  the 
Saint  acquired  that  marvellous  gentleness  which 
would  seem  to  have  been  a  part  of  his  nature,  for 
naturally  he  was  hasty  and  passionate. 

When  a  boy,  he  took  the  resolution  of  devoting 
himself  to  the  service  of  the  Church,  and  received 
the  tonsure  in  token  of  the  renunciation  of  earthly 
goods.  Having  completed  his  preparatory  studies, 
he  was  sent  to  Paris,  there  to  study  rhetoric,  phil- 
osophy and  theology;  and,  to  complete  his  educa- 
tion, entered  the  famous  University  of  Padua, 
where  with  great  honor  he  received  the  degree  of 
Doctor  in  both  civil  and  canon  law.  Though  an 
earnest  student,  he  never  allowed  the  desire  for 
knowledge  to  become  inordinate,  but  as  he  be- 
came more  learned  he  was  also  more  devout  and 
mortified. 

The  world,  which  is  ever  the  same,  sought  to 
retain  in  its  grasp  one  who  had  already  begun  to 
trample  under  foot  its  false  maxims,  and  held  out 
to  him  what  alone  it  can  offer,— false  pleasures  and 
deceitful  praise.  But  Francis  remembered  his  first 
choice  and  was  faithful  to  it.  He  refused  a  posi- 
tion in  the  senate  of  Savoy,  and  was  equally  in- 
different to  other  dignities  which  were  offered 
him.  His  father,  seeing  that  he  was  not  destined 
for  the  world,  finally  gave  his  consent  to  his  re- 
ceiving Orders.  Francis  was  soon  ordained  priest, 
and  received  the  appointment  of  provost  of  the 
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diocese  of  Geneva.  la  this  office  he  so  distin- 
guished himself  that  the  Bishop  selected  him  for 
the  arduous  work  of  restoring  to  the  Church  the 
province  of  Chablais,  which  had  so  long  been  sep- 
arated from  her  by  the  impious  heresy  of  Calvin. 
The  Saint,  full  of  apostolic  zeal,  entered  upon  his 
new  mission  with  a  joyous  heart,  which  would 
gladly  have  poured  out  its  last  drop  of  blood  for 
the  conversion  of  the  heretics.  Lewis  of  Sales,  a 
cousin  of  Francis,  joined  him  in  his  new  field  of 
labor;  they  suffered  much  from  the  ill-treatment 
of  the  Calvinists,  who  spread  calumnies  against 
them,  and  even  attempted  to  take  the  life  of  St. 
Francis.  They  shunned  him  in  every  way,  and 
did  all  in  their  power  to  prevent  his  conferring 
with  anyone  in  the  province.  The  conversion  of 
the  unhappy  Theodore  Beza,  the  leader  of  the  Cal- 
vinist  party  at  Geneva,  with  whom  St.  Francis  had 
several  times  spoken,  was  thus  prevented,  and  it 
is  said  that  on  his  death-bed  he  expressed  a  wish 
to  see  the  Saint.  For  four  jrears  the  zealous  mis- 
sionary continued  to  till  this  barren  soil,  which 
at  last  brought  forth  an  abundant  harvest,  which, 
was  garnered  in  by  devoted  laborers  from  among 
the  Jesuits  and  Capuchins.  It  is  believed  that  no 
less  than  seventy-two  thousand  were  converted  to 
the  Church. 

After  the  death  of  the  good  Bishop  of  Geneva» 
Francis,  whom  he  had  previously  appointed  his 
coadjutor,  was  named  to  succeed  him.  As  Bishop, 
Francis  practiced  all  the  virtues  wrhich  St.  Paul 
would  have  every  Bishop  possess :  he  was  prudent 
and  firm  in  the  maintenance  of  ecclesiastical  dis- 
cipline, charitable  to  the  poor,  hospitable,  gentle 
towrards  all  men,  and  in  humility  and  simplic- 
ity like  a  child. 

Henry  IV,  who  admired  the  apostolic  preaching 
of  St.  Francis  of  Sales,  tried  hard  to  retain  him  in 
France,  and  offered  to  nominate  him  for  the  Cardi- 
nalate,  a  dignity  which  he  afterwards  refused. 

The  Order  of  the  Visitation,  which  has  every- 
where proved  such  a  powerful  auxiliary  in  works  of 
charity  and  zeal,  was  founded  by  the  holy  Bishop, 
who,  with  the  instinct  of  a  saint,  chose  another,  St. 
Francis  of  Chantal,  to  rule  over  it,  and  himself 
composed  admirable  rules  for  its  government. 

Notwithstanding  his  incessant  labors,  our  Saint 
found  time  to  compose  several  works  full  of  learn- 
ing and  heavenly  unction,  every  page  of  which  re- 
flect the  beautiful  soul  of  their  author.  These 
works — the  best  known  of  which  are  the  Love  of 
God,  and  Introduction  to  a  Devout  Life—li&ve  been 
translated  into  all  modern  languages,  and  are 
everywhere  prized  as  enlightened  guides  in  the 
way  of  perfection. 

St.  Francis  was  a  true  champion  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin;  he  strenuously  defended  her  honor  against 


the  attacks  of  heresy,  and  by  word  and  example  in- 
spired in  the  hearts  of  others  the  feeling  of  love 
and  devotion  which  he  had  for  the  Mother  of  God. 
He  daily  recited  the  rosary  in  her  honor,  and  when 
dying  had  it  placed  on  his  arm  as  a  trophy  of  the 
victories  he  had  gained  under  the  protection  of  his 
august  Patroness. 

Bishop  Camus,  a  contemporary  of  St.  Francis, 
and  who  lived  in  terms  of  closest  intimacy  with 
him,  has  left  us  in  a  book  entitled  The  Spirit  of  St. 
Francis  of  Sales  a  faithful  and  charming  portrait- 
of  his  sainted  friend. 

It  was  on  the  feast  of  the  Beloved  Disciple,  St. 
John,  his  dear  patron,  that  St.  Francis,  whilst  re- 
turning from  France,  felt  the  first  approach  of  the 
illness  which  was  to  cause  his  death.  The  follow- 
ing day,  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Innocents,  in  the  year 
1622,  he  departed  for  heaven,  in  the  fifty-sixth  year- 
of  his  age  and  the  twentieth  of  his  episcopate.  Im- 
mediately after  his  death  miracles  began  to  attest 
his  sanctity  and  influence  at  the  Throne  of  Grace. 
He  was  canonized  by  Pope  Alexander  VII,  who 
himself  composed  the  prayer  for  his  Office  and 
Mass,  in  1665,  and  his  Feast  was  appointed  to  be 
kept  on  the  29th  of  January,  the  day  on  which  his 
body  was  transferred  to  Annecy. 

There  is  perhaps  no  saint  in  the  Calendar  whose 
example  is  more  fascinating  than  that  of  St.  Fran- 
cis of  Sales.  His  life  and  works  are  read  and  ad- 
mired by  Protestants  as  well  as  Catholics. 

Those  who  deny  the  claims  of  the  Church  are 
forced  to  acknowledge  the  eminent  holiness  of  lier 
saints ;  yet  it  is  by  its  fruits  that  a  tree  is  known. 


A  New  Shrine  of  "  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes," 

AT  MT.  ST.  VINCENT,  N.  Y. 

Slowly,  but  surely,  Our  Lady  is  conquering  our 
beautiful  land;  and,  day  after  day,  new  shrines  are 
raised  in  her  honor,  until  now  from  North  to  South 
the  country  is  studded  with  these  beautiful  tokens 
of  love  for  her  name,  and  confidence  in  her  protec- 
tion. And  meet  it  is  that  it  should  be  so.  For  was 
not  this  fair  continent  first  thrown  open  to  civiliza- 
tion and  the  light  of  Christianity  by  a  Catholic 
Columbus  and  his  companions, — devoted  servants 
of  Mary?  They  bore  with  them  across  the  broad 
Atlantic  her  name  and  her  love;  and  often  during 
the  long  voyage  they  beguiled  the  weary  evenings 
on  the  watery  waste,  or  hailed  the  welcome  light  of 
the  dawning  day,  by  chanting  her  hymns,  the 
Salve  Regina  or  Ave  Maris  Stella, — thus,  as  it  were, 
consecrating  to  her  the  very -waves  over  which  they 
sailed,  the  very  winds  that  wafted  them  onward. 
Why  may  we  not  believe  that  Mary  protected  their 
frail  bark,  and  guided  them  herself  to  that  New 
World,  the  fairest  portion  of  which,  in  later  ages, 
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was  by  its  Bishops  to  be  solemnly  consecrated  to 
her  under  the  title  of  Immaculate !  May  we  not 
believe  that  she  now  looks  down  with  special  solic- 
itude and  ulaternal  affection  upon  her  children 
here  ?  May  we  not  hope  that  our  country  will  yet 
become,  in  truth,  the  Land  of  Mary  ? 

These  reflections  were  suggested  by  an  inci- 
dent of  recent  occurrence.  Another  and  very  spec- 
ial monument  in  honor  of  Mary  has  lately  been 
erected  at  Mt.  St.  Vincent,  on  the  Hudson.  On  the 
magnificent  and  extensive  grounds  surrounding 
this  institution,  and  within  view  of  the  main  road, 
is  a  lake  or  pond  fed  by  the  numerous  streams  in 
the  vicinity.  In  the  centre  of  this  lake  is  a  small 
island,  upon  which  has  been  built  a  cave  or  grotto 
in  imitation  of  that  of  Lourcles;  and  although  it 
perhaps  resembles  more  some  classic  old  ruin  than 
a  veritable  production  of  nature,  still  it  is  pic- 
turesquely beautiful.  The  island  is  reached  by 
rustic  bridges,  which  connect  with  the  main  land ; 
then  the  pilgrim  passes  under  a  quaintly-fashioned 
and  somewhat  irregular  archway,  and  is  immedi- 
ately in  front  of  the  Grotto.  Within  is  an  exquisite 
statue  of  Our  Lady  as  she  appeared  to  the  favored 
Bernadette ;  and  as  the  mellow,  tinted  light  falls 
upon  it  through  the  unseen  stained  glass  above,  one 
might  easily  imagine  himself  gazing  upon  a  vision 
of  the  Virgin  Queen  of  Heaven  herself, — the  wild 
beauty  and  calm  stillness  of  the  surrounding 
scenery  serving  to  deepen  the  impression.  Sus- 
pended by  gilt  chains  in  front  of  the  statue  is  a 
heart-shaped  lamp  of  crimson  glass ;  and  to  make 
the  resemblance  to  Lourdes  still  more  complete,  at 
the  foot  is  a  tiny  marble  font,  with  the  inscription : 
"  Go  to  the  Fountain  and  drink.'1''  A  handsomely 
ornamented  iron  gate  protects  the  entrance,  with- 
out however  obstructing  the  view  of  the  interior, 
even  to  the  most  casual  passer-by.  Altogether,  it  is 
a  spot,  once  seen,  never  to  be  forgotten. 

On  the  occasion  of  the  late  visit  of  Archbishop  Mc- 
Closkey  to  Rome,  the  Holy  Father,  at  the  interces- 
sion of  His  Gace,  granted  to  this  shrine  rare  privi- 
leges :  favors  indeed  which,  even  to  the  knowledge 
of  the  Archbishop,  had  been  denied  to  other  suppli- 
ants. The  following  is  a  hasty  translation  of  the 
Brief: 

PIUS  IX,  POPE, 

FOR  A  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE  OF  THE  THING. 

We  willingly  grant  whatever  seems  to  Us  to  pro- 
mote and  cherish  in  the  souls  of  the  faithful,  devo- 
tion to  the  Immaculate  Mother  of  God.  For  We 
are  most  firmly  convinced  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
is  moved  by  the  prayers  and  piety  of  her  children 
to  obtain  for  them  pardon  and  blessing  for  all 
Christian  people  from  Our  Divine  Redeemer. 

Wherefore,  hearkening  to  the  petitions  addressed 
to  Us  in  the  name  of  Our  Venerable  Brother,  the 


Archbishop  of  New  York,  and  of  the  Sisters  of 
Charity  under  his  direction,  We  graciously  grant, 
through  the  mercy  of  God,  a  Plenary  Indulgence  to 
each  and  all  of  the  faithful  of  both  sexes,  who,  be- 
ing truly  penitent,  and  having  confessed  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion,  shall  devoutly  visit  once 
the  Church  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul,  near  the  grotto 
called  "  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,"  in  the  Diocese  of 
New  York,  and  once  the  sacred  image  of  the 
Mother  of  God  therein  (in  the  grotto)  on  any,  or  every 
one,  of  the  following  Feasts :  Of  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  the  Nativity,  the  Presentation,  the  Vis- 
itation, the  Annunciation,  and  the  Assumption  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  from  the  beginning  of 
First  Vespers  (i.  e.,  noon  of  the  day  preceding  the 
Feast),  and  on  any  and  each  of  three  days  to  be  once, 
and  forever,  named  by  the  ordinary  of  the  diocese, 
from  sunrise  to  sunset,  each  year,  and  shall  there 
devoutly  pray  God  for  peace  amongst  all  Christian 
rulers,  for  the  extirpation  of  heresy,  for  the  con- 
version of  sinners,  and  for  the  exaltation  of  our 
Holy  Mother  the  Church. 

Moreover,  We  grant  to  each  and  all  of  the  Faith- 
ful a  Partial  Indulgence  of  seven  years  and  seven 
times  forty  days,  on  whatsoever  clay  they,  being 
at  least  contrite  of  heart,  shall  visit  said  church 
and  sacred  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  for  a  brief 
space  of  time  and  pray  for  the  above-named  inten- 
tions. And  We  grant,  finally,  that  each  and  all  of 
the  aforesaid  Indulgences  may  be  applied,  by  way 
of  relief,  to  the  souls  of  the  faithful  departed,  not- 
withstanding anything  to  the  contrary, 
these  presents  are  good  for  the  present  and  for 
all  future  time. 

Given  at  St.  Peter's,  Rome,  under  the  seal  of  the 
Fisherman,  September  the  loth,  MDCCCL- 
XXIV,  the  XXIX  year  of  Our  Pontificate. 

[Seal.]  T.  CARD.  ASQTJINI. 

The  arrival  of  the  Brief  was  a  source  of  great 
joy  to  the  Sisterhood  at  Mt.  St.  Vincent,  as  well  as 
to  their  numerous  pupils  and  friends;  and  the  8th 
of  December  was  finally  decided  upon  as  the  most 
fitting  occasion  for  the  blessing  of  the  Grotto. 

Accordingly,  soon  after  2  p.  m.  on  that  day,  a 
procession  such  as  is  seldom  witnessed  wound  its 
way  over  the  beautiful  grounds  of  the  Mount.  Pro- 
ceeding from  the  lovely  convent  chapel,  out  through 
the  main  entrance,  the  pilgrims  (if  such  we  may 
term  them)  passed  by  Our  Lady's  Fountain,  St.  Jo- 
seph's Arbor  in  the  distance,  the  ivy-clad  castle, 
the  marble  angel  and  child  on  the  Via  Angelorum, 
— towards  the  right,  looking  down  upon  the  wild 
spot  called  "The  Ravine";  towards  the  left,  up- 
ward to  Our  Lady's  shrine  on  the  hill ;  moving  on 
ward,  the  white  crosses  from  the  Sisters'  quiet  cem- 
etery gleamed  in  the  sunlight,  and  the  fair  image 
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of  Our  Lady  of  Consolation  came  in  sight.  A  few 
moments  more,  and  the  summit  of  the  hill  was 
reached;  then  the  whole  procession  of  surpliced 
priests,  white-veiled  children,  and  dark-robed  Sis- 
ters appeared  in  full  view, — while  the  sweet  tones 
of  the  Litany  floated  on  the  air,  and  the  echoes 
were  flung  back  again  and  again  from  the  rugged 
heights~on  the  west. 

The  Grotto  reached,  Eev.  L.  Musard,the  chaplain 
of  Mr.  St.  Vincent,  assisted  by  Rev.  J.  J.  Dougherty, 
of  North  New  York,  performed  the  ceremony  of 
the  blessing.  Then  the  long  procession  slowly  de- 
filed under  the  archway,  knelt,  offered  their  peti- 
tions, and  then  passed  over  the  eastern  bridge, 
homeward.  Benediction  in  the  Convent  chapel 
closed  the  ever-memorable  day. 

Already  the  pilgrims  to  the  Grotto  are  numerous 
and  fervent;  and  it  is  confidently  hoped  that  Our 
Lady  will  specially  bless  the  spot  where  so  many 
loving  children  kneel  to  invoke  her  aid. 

"  We  will  ask  for  one  grace,  O  Mother ! 
And  will  leave  the  rest  to  thy  will: 
From  one  shrine  of  thine  to  another 
Let  our  lives  be  a  Pilgrimage  still. 

"At  each  one,  O  Mother  of  Merc}'! 

Let  still  more  of  thy  love  be  given, 
Till  we  kneel  at  the  last  and  brightest, — 
The  Throne  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven." 

AMICUS. 


Approbation  of  Right  Rev.  Bishop  O'Reilly, 
of  Springfield,  Mass. 

The  "  AVE  MARIA,"  a  Catholic  periodical  devoted 
to  the  honor  of  the  Blessed* Virgin  Mary,  is  one  of 
the  best  publications  we  know  for  Catholic  family 
reading. 

We  heartily  recommend  it  to  the  faithful  of  this 
diocese.  »{•  P.  T.  O'REILLY, 

Bishop  of  Springfield. 


We  translate  from  the  Semaine  Heligieuse  of 
Laval,  of  the  26th  ult.,the  following  interesting  re- 
lation of  a  wonderful  cure : 

"On  a  Sunday  evening,  in  the  village  called  Chate- 
way  Poitou,  a  family  partook  of  a  dish  of  poisonous 
champignons.  The  immediate  consequence  was  an 
attack  of  atrocious  colics.  A  dose  of  counterpoison 
relieved  the  father  and  the  mother;  but  their  young 
daughter,  who  had  taken  nearly  all  the  sauce  in 
the  dish,  received  from  the  same  remedy  no  relief 
whatever;  a  series  of  nervous  crises  and  frightful  con- 
vulsions ensued,  and  continued  all  night  and  all  the 
forenoon.  The  patient's  tortures,  continually  increas- 
ing, were  beyond  description.  There  she  was,  an  ob- 


ject of  pit}7  to  all;  tearins;  the  bedclothes  and  pulling 
her  hair,  breaking  with  her  teeth  every  vessel  ap- 
proaching her  lips  and  biting,  with  visible  marks,  iron 
spoons  which  were  used  to  administer  her  counter- 
poison.  The  physician  declared  she  could  not  live 
beyond  two  hours.  The  parish  priest  had  given  her 
absolution  and  Extreme  Unction  with  a  single  unction. 
She  then  for  a  moment,  seemed  to  be  quieting,  upon 
which,  immediately,  the  priest  asked  her  if  she  loved 
God  and  had  confidence  in  Our  Lady  of  Lourcles,  who 
had  cured  so  many  despaired  of  persons.  "  Yes,"  said 
she,  "I  love  God  with  my  whole  heart;  give  me  some  wa- 
ter from  Lourdes."  Scarcely  had  she  finished  these  last 
words  when  new  convulsions  seized  upon  her  entire 
being.  Shortly  after,  some  of  the  precious  water  was 
procured;  with  an  iron  fork  they  succeeded  in  parting 
her  teeth  and  letting  a  few  drops  into  her  mouth. 
Suddenly  she  grew  calm,  and  as  if  awaking  from  a 
peaceful  slumber  she  made  upon  herself  a  large  Sign  of 
the  Cross  and  begged  to  leave  her  bed.  She  was  com- 
pletely cured;  not  the  slightest  trace  of  her  intense 
agony  of  seventeen  hours  could  be  seen  on  her  person; 
while  her  father  and  mother,  who  had  been  saved  by 
the  physician,  continued  to  suffer  for  three  full  weeks, 
and  retained  on  their  countenances  the  visible  signs 
of  the  pains  they  had  endured." 

Praised  be  Our  Blessed  Mother  for  this  new  evi- 
dence of  her  tender  solicitude  towards  her  chil- 
dren, and  for  this  new  proof  of  her  readiness  to 
listen  to  our  prayers,  among  the  countless  wonders 
she  continues  to  multiply  wherever  the  water  of 
her  miraculous  fountain  is  used  with  faith. 

Thus  she  shows,  every  day  and  everywhere,  her 
gratitude  for  the  honor  with  which  our  Holy 
Father  has  enriched  her  in  the  declaration  of  her 
Immaculate  Conception.  For  there  it  was,  at 
Lourdes,  that  she  confirmed  the  decree — not  for 
Catholics,  who  needed  no  further  confirmation, 
but  for  unbelievers,  for  whom  especially  she  said 
at  Lourdes,  "I  am  the  Immaculate  Conception." 
Who  could  relate  to-day  the  numberless  miracles 
by  which  she  has  proved  it  and  continues  to  prove 
it?  Can  it  be  any  longer  a  surprise  to  see  so  many 
distressed  souls  turn  their  eyes  towards  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes  ? 


A  Reminder  for  Mr.  Gladstone. 


In  his  recent  bid  for  political  recovery,  through 
an  appeal  to  the  worst  passions  of  English  Protes- 
tants, Mr.  Gladstone  takes  the  position  that  a  man 
cannot,  in  essentials,  place  the  spiritual  higher 
than  the  temporal.  This  is  his  fundamental  prop- 
osition, if  a  mind  so  incapable  of  logic  as  his  can 
separate  passion  from  principle,  and  discover  the 
clear  abstract  of  his  views  apart  from  the  tempo- 
rary excitement  which  calls  them  forth.  In  all 
his  writings,  Mr.  Gladstone  is  simply  a  rhetori- 
cian; his  language  is  abundant;  he  distributes 
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similes  as  freely  as  a  Frenchman  smiles;  he  is 
loinl  of  rare  words  and  unusual  phrases,  and  in- 
clines toward  intricate  construction  and  frequent 
mannerisms,  so  that  his  average  reader,  though 
clever,  is  likely  not  to  scrutinize  so  closely  the 
logic  of  a  man  whose  peculiar  style  so  constantly, 
and  not  unpleasantly,  diverts  the  attention.  It  is 
almost  impossible  to  catch  him  making" a  down- 
right plain  assertion,  and  following  it  out  boldly 
by  its  legitimate  consequences.  But  if  there  be 
any  assertion  in  his  recent  attack  on  the  loyalty 
of  English  Catholics, — if  there  be  any  principle 
deducible  from  his  rounded  and  deceptive  periods, 
— it  is  that  \ve  cannot  place  the  spiritual  higher 
than  the  temporal — that  English  Catholics  owe 
their  first  allegiance  to  the  political  morals  of  En- 
glish rulers,  and  that  to  place  religion  above  poli- 
tics is  treason.  It  is  true  that  he  seems  to  attack, 
in  an  isolated  and  especial  manner,  the  dogma  of 
Infallibility.  He  attacks  it  as  something  new  and 
unheard  of;  a  dogma  fresh  from  a  theological 
foundry,  as  it  were,  and  forged  with  an  intention 
conspicuously  hostile  to  the  political  integrity  of 
Great  Britain.  He  assails  it  as  if  its  idvi  were  un- 
known in  either  profane  or  sacred  history;  he  en- 
meshes it  in  his  webs  of  many  words  as  if  it  were 
the  wilful  invention  of  a  malevolent  and  ambi- 
tious Pope  whose  aspirations  for  supremacy  ex- 
ceeded those  of  his  most  illustrious  predecessors. 
His  treatment  of  a  dogma  which  is  as  old  as  the 
foundation  of  Christianity;  which  has  been  exer- 
cised as  a  prerogative  for  eighteen  hundred  years 
whenever  exigency  called  for  its  application;  the 
record  of  whose  exercise  may  be  found  on  almost 
every  chapter  of  European  progress, — is  but  an- 
other illustration  of  the  readiness  with  which  dem- 
agogues push  aside  history,  even  as  they  trample 
upon  logic,  whenever  both  are  inconvenient  for 
their  instant  purpose.  Every  Catholic  knows  that 
the  dogma  of  Infallibility  is  an  inherent  and  in- 
separable part  of  the  system  of  Catholic  theology; 
that  it  is  necessary  to  the  very  existence  of  the 
Church;  that  it  is  the  great  external  sign  which 
distinguishes  the  Church  from  pretended  religious 
institutions  set  up,  from  time  to  time,  by  men  who 
claimed  for  their  enterprise  nothing  more  than 
human  wisdom,  nothing  less  than  mutation  and 
decay.  Every  Catholic  knows  that  the  dogma  of 
Infallibility  is  neither  new  nor  revolutionary.  It 
is  coeval  with  the  Church.  It  has  been  an  attrib- 
ute of  the  Chair  of  Peter  ever  since  Peter  occu- 
pied it.  Its  promulgation  at  this  juncture  of  hu- 
man affairs  was  demanded  by  the  interests  of 
Faith  throughout  the  world.  It  is.a  pitiful  mind, 
indeed,  which  cannot  distinguish  between  prom- 
ulgation and  creation.  To  suppose  that  Mr.  Glad- 
stone does  not  know  that  the  Church  has  always 


claimed  to  be  infallible  through  its  Head;  to  sup 
pose  that  he  lias  so  inadequately  read  general  his- 
tory as  not  to  have  seen  Pope  after  Pope  and  Coun- 
cil after  Council  acting  on  this  accepted  claim, — 
their  decisions  eagerly  sought  by  Governments 
and  people  and  implicitly  followed  as  final,— is  to 
suppose  that  Mr.  Gladstone  is  an  illiterate  man. 
Every  Catholic  knows  that  the  dogma  of  Infalli- 
bility, instead  of  being  revolutionary,  is  conserva- 
tive; that  its  domain  is  clearly  defined,  and  in- 
cludes only  faith  and  morals.  To  presume  that 
Mr.  Gladstone  does  not  understand  this — that  he 
misapprehends  the  meaning  of  the  definition,  and 
fails  to  perceive  the  scope  of  its  application,  is 
simply  to  pronounce  Mr.  Gladstone  a  drivelling,  as 
well  as  an  illiterate.  He  is  neither  one  nor  the  other. 

Mr.  Gladstone  has  left  abundant  evidence,  if  he 
has  not  quite  recently  made  a  bonfire  of  his  books, 
that  he  does  appreciate  the  principle  of  infallibil- 
ity; that  he  has  found  it  in  history;  that  he  very 
well  understands  the  difference  between  promul- 
gation and  invention;  that  he  conceives  thor- 
oughly, and  moreover,  correctly,  the  relation  be- 
tween the  spiritual  and  the  temporal;  and,  until 
he  can  annihilate  this  evidence,  he  must  in  the 
light  of  his  recent  conduct  confess  judgment  as  a 
knave  and  a  demagogue. 

In  1839,  when  he  was  already  a  member  of  Par- 
liament, he  published  a  treatise  entitled  "The 
State  in  its  Relations  with  the  Church."  In  that 
volume  iie  lays  down  the  opposite  of  the  proposi- 
tion which  is  the  basis  of  his  assault  on 'the  pa- 
triotism of  the  Catholics  of  Great  Britain.  In 
those  pages  he  discusses  with  oppressive  splen- 
dor of  diction  the  supremacy — the  necessary,  na- 
tural supremacy — of  the  spiritual  over  the  tem- 
poral. There  he  proclaims  not  that  Englishmen 
must  be  Englishmen  first,  and  followers  of  their 
conscience  afterwards;  not  even  that  they  must  be 
Christians  first,  and  Englishmen  afterwards;  but 
that  they  must  first  believe  in,  obey,  and  propa- 
gate the  Established  Church  of  England.  All  the 
philosophy  that  inspires  the  book  is  contained  in 
this— (1)  the  spiritual  is  supreme  over  the  tempo- 
ral; (2)  there  must  be  entire  union,  visible  and 
invisible,  of  church  and  state;  (3)  the  state  must 
propagate  religion,  as  a  duty;  (4)  the  religion  to 
be  propagated  must  be  the  true  one;  (5)  therefore, 
it  is  the  duty  of  the  Government  of  Great  Britain 
to  propagate  the  doctrines  and  practices  of  the  Es- 
tablished Church  of  England. 

That  the  man  who  published  these  absurd  propo- 
sitions in  1839,  should  prove  to  be  the  statesman 
who,  four  years  ago,  struck  away  the  foundations 
of  this  same  Church  in  Ireland,  by  arguments  the 
reverse  of  those  which  he  employed  in  support  of 
his  monstrously  nonsensical  theory  then,  and  who 
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was  strongly  suspected  of  contriving  a  similar 
downfall  for  the  same  religous  pretence  in  Eng- 
land, merely  goes  to  confirm  tlie  opinion  which 
Macauley  expressed  of  Gladstone  thirty-five  years 
ago— that  Gladstone  is  a  man  without  logic-'— that 
the  foundations  of  his  reasoning,  "  which  ought  to 
be  buttresses  of  adamant,  are  made  out  of  the  flimsy 
materials  which  are  fit  Only  for  perorations."  In 
precisely  like -manner  has  he  dealt  with  Infallibil- 
ity and  English  patriotism.  Professing  ignorance 
of  the  real  import  of  the  dogma,  he  assumes  that  it 
is,  somehow,  incompatible  with  obedience  to  the 
political  statutes  of  a  constitutional  Government, 
and  then,  with  dim,  grandiloquent,  and  menacing 
verbiage,  he  calls  upon  the  Protestants  to  beware 
of  latent  treason,  and  denounces  Catholics  as  prob- 
able traitors  in  certain  contingencies. 

In  developing  his  theory  of  Church  and  state  in 
1833,  he  was  equally  at  sea  with  his  premises  and 
no  less  ridiculous  in  their  elucidation.  He  planted 
himself  on  the  infallibility  of  the  English  Establish- 
ment; he  claimed  for  it  divine  institution,  apostol 
ical  succession,  unbroken  tradition.  Because  it 
was  thus  established  and  thus  miraculously  main- 
tained, he  insisted  that  the  Government  was  not 
only  bound  to  adhere  to  its  tenets  and  publicly  and 
privately  follow  its  practices,  but  that  it  was  oblig- 
atory upon  the  administration  to  require  the  same 
from  the  people,  and  to  propagate  the  governmen- 
tal belief  by  legislative  enactment.  And  this  is  the 
man  who  professes  to  misunderstand  the  nature  of 
Infallibility !  He  maintained  that  the  laws  should 
disqualify  for  office  all  persons,  no  matter  how 
fitted  otherwise,  who  did  not  believe  in  or  would 
not  openly  and  secretly  practice  the  forms  of  this 
infallible  governmental  faith.  He  declared  that 
"  Government  occupies  in  moral  the  place  of  to  'pan 
in  physical  science."  He  said  that  all  power  is 
God's,  and  that  it  can  be  realized  according  to  the 
will  of  God  only  when  it  is  used  for  the  purposes 
He  has  ordained.  "  The  powers,  therefore,  that 
dwell  in  individuals  acting  as  a  Government,  can 
only  be  secured  for  right  uses  by  applying  to  them 
a  religion."  These  individuals  "must  offer  prayer 
and  praise  in  their  public  and  collective  character 
—in  that  character  wherein  they  constitute  the  or- 
gan of  the  nation  and  wield  its  collected  force. 
Wherever  there  Is  a  reasoning  agency,  there  is 
a  moral  responsibility  and  duty  involved  in  it; 
and,  therefore,  there  must  be  attached  to  this 
agency,  as  that  without  which  none  of  our  respon- 
sibilities can  be  met,  a  religion.  And  this  religion 
must  be  that  of  the  conscience  of  the  governor  or 
none." 

The  man  who  gravely  wrote  this  is  he  who  but 
two  years  ago  made  a  desperate  effort  to  save  him- 
self from  precipitation  from  power  by  removing 


the  last  vestiges  of  religion  from  the  national  uni- 
versities, on  the  ground  that  Government  had  noth- 
ing whatever  to  do  with  religion. 

Then  he  would  have  revived  the  Test  Act  and 
vigorously  enforced  it.  Last  year,  because  he 
thought  popular  opinion  blew  that  way,  he  would 
have  wiped  out  the  Test  Act  altogether.  To-day, 
because  he  fancies  he  was  mistaken  latterly,  and 
that  the  inheritance  of  hatred  and  bitterness  is  big 
enough  still  to  leaven  the  whole  lump,  he  does  his 
utmost  to  get  back  to  his  autu" Liberal"  position 
far  enough  to  revive  the  spirit  of  the  Tests  and  of 
the  Penal  Laws;  and  if  he  thought  it  discreet  he 
would  to-morrow  demand  the  re-enactment  of 
their  letter. 

This  man  has  always  been  overestimated,  both  in 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  States.  Especially 
has  his  altitude  been  exaggerated  here,  where  dis- 
tance and  distribution  of  attention  have  combined 
to  form  a  false  ideal  of  a  politician  wThorn  porten- 
tous events  had  elevated  into  a  popular  favorite. 
He  has  never  been  a  statesman,  from  the  time 
when  he  advocated  the  duty  of  the  Government  to 
propagate,  with  civil  penalties,  the  religion  of  the 
administration,  because  it  was  true  and  infalli- 
ble, and  true  and  infallible  because  it  was  the 
religion  of  the  administration, — until  the  day 
when  he  professes  that  for  a  Catholic  to  place 
the  spiritual  above  the  temporal  is  treason.  He 
has  always  been  a  politician^cunning,  canny, 
alert,  clever,  full  of  felicitous  phrases  which  have 
blinded  and  entertained  his  friends  and  bewildered 
his  enemies.  His  record  is  one  of  nonsense  in 
principle  and  inconsistency  and  compromise  in  ac- 
tion ;  and  his  compromises  have  always  had  the  pe- 
culiar effect  of  betraying  those  who  had  bargained 
with  him  for  a  benefit,  as  the  Irish  patriots  found 
after  their  Land  Bill  had  been  passed,  and  the 
radicals  discovered  when  he  agreed  to  secularize 
the  universities.  That  he  should  attack  Pius  IX, 
and  assail  the  loyalty  of  English  Catholics,  whose 
ancestors  furnished  the  very  Constitution  which 
has  made  the  political  institutions  of  England  a 
model  for  civilization,  is  perfectly  consistent  with 
his  inconsistency.  When  he  pretends  that  there  is 
anything  in  the  dogma  of  Infallibility,  or  in  any 
other  doctrine  of  the  Church,  which  prevents  a 
Catholic  from  being  a  true  patriot,  a  faithful  and 
a  fearless  citizen  of  the  Government  under  which 
he  lives,  Gladstone  is  a  knave  and  a  falsifier. 
When  he  asserts  that  he  cannot  place  the  spiritual 
above  the  temporal,  he  asserts  the  infallibility  of 
politics,  the  inferiority  of  God  under  man,  the  re- 
gulation of  conscience  by  party  resolves.  He  does 
not  flatly  assert  these  propositions,  because  he  is 
naturally  illogical,  and  never  follows  his  premises 
to  their  legitimate  conclusions. 
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What  if  the  grace  of  God  should  touch  Queen 
Victoria's  heart,  and  the  reigning  family  should 
become  Catholics?  would  Gladstone  hasten  to  the 
nearest  priest,  and,  while  learning  the  little  Cate- 
chism as  a  preparation  for  baptism,  write  a  pamph- 
letsummoningall  Protestants  to  abjure  their  errors, 
culling  upon  the  new  Catholic  Government  to  ex- 
pel all  non-Catholic  office-holders  on  the  ground  of 
implied  treason,  and  demonstrating  with  crowded 
imagery  and  Greek  allusions  the  impossibility  of 
being  a  Protestant  and  an  Englishman  ?  There  is 
nothing  in  his  past  to  make  such,  ail  expectation 
seem  unreasonable. 

<*•» — • 

Charity  Properly  Understood. 

A  Christian  lady,  well  known  in  the  city  of  1ST— 
for  her  great  love  of  Our  Blessed  Mother,  a  few 
weeks  ago  addressed  the  following  note  to  her 
Bishop : 

"My  Lord:  Divine  Providence  has  just  sent  me  $200. 
It  would  be  enough  to  buy  me  a  splendid  cashmere, 
but  after  calculating  that  bread  being  at  4  cents  a 
pound  the  load  of  5,000  pounds  I  would  carry  on  my 
shoulders  would  crush  me  down,  I  therefore  beg  of 
you  to  accept  the  same,  as  a  relief  to  me  and  to  your 

numerous  poor." 

«o 

A  Thirteenth  Babe. 


A  poor  carpenter,  bringing  a  new-born  babe  to 
the  church  for  baptism,  said  to  his  pastor :  "  Father, 
here  is  my  thirteenth ;  it  is  an  unlucky  number. 
How  I  shall  manage  to  keep  alive  such  a  large  fam- 
ily, I  know  not,"  "Let  us  commence,"  replied  the 
priest,  "by  making  a  Christian  of  your  child." 
When  the  ceremony  was  over,  with  the  record  of 
the  name,  etc.,  the  priest  bid  the  good  man  to  take 
a  seat  and  listen  to  him  a  moment.  "  I,  too,  my 
good  friend,"  said  he,  "was  the  thirteenth  in  my 
family.  When  I  was  born,  my  parents,  who  were 
not  wealthy,  were  also  tempted  to  complain ;  but, 
as  they  were  good  Christians,  the  temptation  was 
soon  repelled.  '  Possibly,'  they  said, '  this  thirteenth 
babe  is  destined  by  Providence  to  be  the  stay  of 
our  old  age.'  The  following  year,  my  three  broth- 
ers died.  In  the  course  of  time,  some  generous 
neighbors  contrived  together  to  send  me  to  college, 
and  paid  for  my  education.  My  regular  course  be- 
ing finished,  I  returned  home,  where  my  father 
needed  my  assistance.  I  helped  him  until  he  died. 
I  then  was  the  only  one  left  to  take  care  of  the 
farm.  Two  of  my  sisters  had  died  infants ;  three 
others  married,  three  more  became  nuns,  whilst  the 
oldest  preferred  to  remain  with  our  mother.  I  went 
back  to  the  seminary,  where  in  four  years  I  became 
a  priest. 

"Whenever  my  good  mother  had  a  chance  to 


speak  of  me,  'Ah!  that  little  one,'  she  said,  'is  the 
blessing  of  the  family.'  The  Blessed  Mother  loves 
the  thirteenth,  I  know  it  now." 

After  listening  attentively  to  this  little  speech,  the 
carpenter  said  to  his  wife:  "Our  pastor  is  right. 
What  a  pity  if  this1  brave  man  of  a  priest  had  never 
been  born! " 

Would  to  God  that  Our  Blessed  Mother  would 
find  many  more  families  to  bless  for  a  thirteenth 
babe!  In. His  infinite  justice,  God  will  give  the 
land  to  those  who  fear  Him  and  will  take  it  away 
from  such  as  now  occupy  it  but  to  offend  Him. 

Catholic  Notes. 

— Albert  Durer  is  to  have  a  statue. 

— Alphonsus  pretends  to  be  King  of  Spain. 

— A  Consistory  w:is  held  on  the  12th  at  Rome. 

— Archbishops  Purcell  and  McCloskey  are  in  good 
health. 

—Despite  all  rumors  to  the  contrary,  the  Holy  Father 
is  in  excellent  health. 

— There  is  great  life  exhibited  in  all  the  Catholic 
dioceses  in  the  United  States. 

— Winglatti  has  published  a  reply  to  the  Bishop  of 
Orleans.  It  is  a  very  lame  afl'air. 

— Mr.  Keyes  O'Clery,  M.  P.,  intends  to  be  the  leader 
of  an  Irish  Pilgrimage  to  the  shrines  of  Lourdes  and 
Paray-le-Monial. 

— Over  £30,000  are  in  the  hands  of  a  committee  for 
the  restoration  of  the  Cathedral  of  Kildare.  The  offer 
of  the  late  Duke  of  Leinster  to  make  one  of  the  tran- 
septs at  his  own  expense  has  been  ratified  by  the  pres- 
ent Duke. 

— We  see  considerable  wrangling  in  the  Catholic 
papers  concerning  the  election  of  Mr.  Keily  to  the 
presidency  of  the  Irish  Catholic  Benevolent  Union. 
Mr.  Keily  would  gain  much  honor  were  he  to  resign. 
No  Catholic  can  agree  with  his  views  on  education. 

—In  the  case  of  Father  Stack  vs.  Bishop  O'Hara,  so 
long  in  controtersj-,  the  Mnster  in  Chancery  has  de- 
cided that  the  action  of  Bishop  O'Hara  in  removing 
Father  Stack  from  the  Church  of  the  Annunciation  of 
this  city  was  in  full  accordance  with  the  recognized 
law  and  discipline  of  the  Catholic  Chureh,  and  that  a 
priest  is  bound  to  accept  and  abide  by  the  law  of  a 
voluntary  association  while  a  member.  The  case  may 
come  up  airain  in  the  Lycoming  Court  of  Common 
Pleas. —  Williamxport,  Pa.,  Exchange. 

— The  University  of  Toulouse,  which  was  called  the 
"  Mother  of  Gay  Learning,"  was  founded  in  1223;  that 
of  Montpellier,  in  1284;  that  of  Orleans,  1305;  that  of 
Cahors,  and  of  Grenoble,  in  1339;  that  of  Valence,  in 
1451;  that  of  Anirers,  in  1364;  that  of  Orauze,  in  1365; 
that  of  Aix,  in  1409;  that  of  Dole,  in  1422;  that  of  Poiti- 
ers, in  1431;  that  of  Caen,  in  1436;  that  of  Nantes,  in 
1460;  that  of  Bourses,  in  1463;  that  of  Bordeaux,  in 
1472;  that  of  Rennes,  in  1548;  that  of  Pont-a-Mousson, 
in  1572;  that  of  Douay,  -which  then  counted  3,000 
scholars,  in  1572;  that  of  Besancon,  in  1676;  that  of 
Pau,  and  that  of  Dijon,  in  1727;  that  of  Nancy,  in  1769. 
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The  Editors  of  the  Semaine  Religteuse  de  Rome 
had  an  audience  at  the  Vatican,  on  the  28th  ult. 
Pope  Pius  IX,  in  his  reply  to  their  respectful  ad- 
dress, said  the  following  remarkable  words : 

"  My  beloved  sons ;  continue  your  work ;  cease 
not  to  tight  error ;  xaisc  your  voices  loud  and  far 
and  near.  Wo  have  sad  need  of  a  good  press.  Let 
it  spread.  The  number  of  your  subscribers  (6,000), 
is  truly  considerable,  and  is  already  sufficient  to 
support  the  undertaking.  Yes,  my  dear  sons,  with 
all  my  heart  I  bless  your  paper,  your  subscribers, 
yourselves  and  your  families." 

It  is  the  same  language  which  on  all  like  occa- 
sions the  Vicar  of  Christ  holds  to  the  generous 
and  fearless  men  engaged  in  the  same  noble  warfare. 


Books  and  Periodicals. 

"We  have  received  from  Donahoe  of  Boston 
two  daintily-bound  volumes  entitled,  respective!}', 
"SiNS  OF  THE  TONGUE,  or  Jealousy  in  a  Wo- 
man's Life,"  and  "  THE  VALIANT  WOMAN."  We 
welcome  with  the  greatest  pleasure  the  appear- 
ance of  these  books,  feeling  as  we  do  that  they 
will  do  much  good.  As  the  learned  Bishop  of 
Kerry  remarks  in  the  preface  to  one  of  these  vol- 
umes, a  large  portion  of  ascetical  books  have  been 
written  within  the  walls  of  monasteries.  They 
treat  of  religious  perfection.  Christians  in  the 
world,  of  course,  can  derive  much  knowledge  from 
the  perusal  of  such  books,  because  Christian  per- 
fection is  essentially  the  same  for  all,  whether  liv- 
ing in  the  cell,  in  community,  or  in  the  world, 
and  the  virtues  which  lead  men  to  it  rest  upon  the 
same  foundations,  though  they  differ  slightly  in 
tl*e  form  of  the  practice.  Yet  there  seems  to  be 
an  unreality  in  books  which  treat  of  a  life  differ- 
ent from  our  own.  We  prefer  having  for  people  in 
the  world  books  which  show  us  in  what  manner 
they  are  to  practice  the  virtues;  and  the  people 
desire  such  books.  They  do  not  wish  to  be  forced 
to  apply  what  is  .written  to  their  state  in  life. 
They  wish  the  author  to  do  this.  They  wish  an 
ascetic  theology  which  will  apply  to  the  ordinary 
routine  of  domestic  life,  and  which  will  show 
them  in  what  manner  their  ordinary  actions  may 
be  harmonized  with  the  maxims  of  Scripture.  It 
is  because  the  works  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales  were 
wrote  for  people  in  the  world  that  makes  his  vol- 
umes still  eagerly  sought  after  by  all  persons  in 
the  world  anxious  to  increase  in  perfection.  Mon- 
seigneur  Landriot,  the  author  of  the  "Valiant  Wo- 
man" and  "Sins  of  the  Tongue,"  is  doing  the 
same  thing  for  us  to-day.  He  writes  for  the  ben- 
efit of  persons  living  in  the  world.  He  applies  his 
pen  for  the  use  of  families  and  not  of  Communi- 


ties. We  hope,  then,  to  see  these  volumes  in  every 
household,  and  read  by  the  members  of  the  same. 
If  the  members  do  so,  and  strive  to  live  according 
to  their  precepts,  they  will  be  the  better  and  the 
happier  for  it. 

Mr.  Donahoe  has  issued  both  books  in  elegant 
style. 

— THE  NOVENA  TO  OUR  LADY  OF  LOURDES,  re- 
cently published  by  Murphy  &  Co.,  of  Baltimore, 
is  a  little  book  which  was  much  needed,  and  which 
we  are  glad  to  hear  is  having  a  good  sale.  It  is 
beautifully  printed,  well  bound,  and  contains,  be- 
sides the  prayers  for  a  novena,  an  interesting  ac' 
count  of  the  apparitions — also  full  information  about 
the  Archconfraternity  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, the  miraculous  water,  etc.  It  is  embellished 
too,  with  a  card-size  photograph  of  Our  Lady  as 
she  appeared  at  the  Grotto. 

— We  have  received  the  January  number  of 
BrownxorCs  Quarterly  Review.  The  contents  are — 
I,  Professor  Tyndall's  Address ;  II,  The  LasLof  the 
Napoleons;  III,  Maria  Monk's  Daughter;  IV, 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots;  V,  Papal  Infallibility  and 
Civil  Allegiance;  VI,  St.  Gregory  the  Seventh;  VII, 
Literary  Notices  and  Criticisms. 

— The  CcKcilia  has  entered  its  Second  Volume 
with  the  present  number,  and  looks  forward  with 
every  prospect  of  success,  encouraged  by  the  ap- 
probation of  Bishops  and  clergy,  and  a  goodly  pa- 
tronage from  the  people.  The  members  of  about 
seventy  choirs  have  been  added  to  the  subscription 
list,  and  the  number  is  increasing  daily.  We  no- 
tice in  the  present  number  an  extract  from  an  ar- 
ticle on  Church  Music  in  the  Catliolic  World  of 
December,  1869,  and  a  communication  from  Rev. 
Father  Young,  C.  S.  P.,  both  in  English  print. 
There  is  also  a  very  fine  article  on  Rev.  Franz 
Witt,  Doctor  of  Music,  and  the  glorious  work  of 
the  St.  Csecilia  Society,  from  a  leading  musical 
journal  of  Leipzig.  The  musical  supplement  con- 
tains: " Ave  Regina"  by  Lotti,  which  we  pub- 
lished in  the  "AvE  MARIA"  of  1873;  also  one  for 
mixed  voices  bjr  Suriano;  and  an  "  Adorabo "  by 
Shuetky,  arranged  by  Stehle. 

NOTICE. 

"We  have  received  letters  from  parties  who  tell  us 
that  they  have  sent  books  to  us  to  be  noticed,  but  of 
which  we  have  made  no  acknowledgment.  We  notice 
all  books  sent  to  us  as  soon  as  we  receive  them.  The 
fact  is  that  the  parties  sending  the  books  have  sent 
them  to  the  "  University,"  etc.  Now  all  books,  etc.,  sent 
to  any  other  address  than  that  of  EDITOR  OF  THE 
"AvE  MARIA"  we  do  not  receive,  and  consequently  do 
not  notice.  Please  send  all  letters,  books,  etc.,  intended 
for  the  "AvE  MARIA"  to 

THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "Avs  MARIA" 

NOTRE  DAME,  P.  O.,  INDIANA. 


Ave  Maria. 


61 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart; 

FRdM  THE  30TH  OF  DECEMBER,  1874,  TO  THE 

GTII  OF  JANUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  fifty  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  the  names  of  twenty-six  new  Asso- 
ciates have  been  enrolled ;  conversion  has  been 
asked  for  ninety  individuals  and  thirty-two  fami- 
lies; sixty-eight  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  the  prayers  of  the  Association;  special 
favors  have  been  asked  for  thirty-eight  persons,  five 
communities  and  four  schools. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  my  daughter  is  per- 
fectly cured  now  of  the  St.  Vitus'  dance,  by  the  use  of 
the  Holy  Water  of  Lourdes  .  .  .  .  "  Please  send  three 
vials  of  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes:  it  is  working  mir- 
acles out  here."  ...  "I  think  you  will  be  glad  to  hear 
of  the  mother  and  son  I  wrote  you  about  a  few  months 
ago.  The  son,  a  young  man,  had  a  disease  of  the  lungs, 
but  now  he  is  well.  His  cure  was  effected  at  the  very 
moment  he  received  Holy  Communion,  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  a  Novena  said  by  himself.  His  mother  is  bet- 
ter; they  are  both  very  thankful  for  favors  received. 

A  worthy  religious  writes  thus: 

"May  I  trouble  you  to  send  me  some  water  of 
Lourdes;  many  are  craving  for  it.  A  poor  girl  who 
met  with  a  severe  accident  recovered  soon  after  she 
began  using  the  water  of  Lourdes:  for  several  days  her 
life  was  despaired  of;  she  feels  certain  it  was  our 
Blessed  Mother  who  restored  her  to  health.  Several 
others  here  attribute  their  cure  to  using  the  water  and 
saying  the  prayers  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  with  Lita- 
nies of  the  Immaculate  Conception." "I  used  the 

most  of  the  last  vial  I  got  on  a  girl  seventeen  years  old 
who  was  very  bad  with  a  throwing  up  of  blood  and  was 
given  up  by  our  best  doctors.  Now  she  is  perfectly 

cured." "  I  wrote  to  YOU  las)  summer  requesting 

the  offering  of  Novenas  for  the  change  of  my  temporal 
affairs,  and  God  in  His  mercy  has  not  been  deaf  to  my 
cry  and  to  your  prayers,  and  I  am  now  blessed  by  the 
practise  of  the  strictest  economy,  with  the  means  of 
support,  which  is  indeed  a  great  blessing,  and  one 
which  I  think  the  prayers  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  has  obtained  for  me." 

One  of  our  Rev.  friends  has  kindly  given  us  the 
following  information. 

"  A  few  drops  I  got  from  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  I 
gave  to  a  lady  who  had  an  inveterate  sore  in  her 
mouth,  of  which  she  despaired  of  ever  being  cured, 
having  in  vain  used  so  many  remedies.  After  making 
a  Novena  and  using  the  water,  she  was  entirely  cured 
at  once;  since  that  I  have  had  many  calls  for  the 
water.' "My  little  nephew,  who  was  taken  sud- 
denly ill — in  fact  he  seemed  to  be  dying — fell  off  into 
a  quiet  sleep  after  taking  some  drops  of  the  juiracu- 
lous  water,  and  although  he  was  not  immediately  re- 
stored to  health  still  we  believe  the  water  has  saved 
him . 


OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  Miss  CATH.VUIXA  HANAHAN,  Miss  ROSE 
HAWAIIAN,  Mits.  ELIZABETH  HANAHAN,  MR.  PAUL 
JACOB  MEIER,  all  of  Staunton,  Va. ;  MR.  CORNE. 
LIUS  O'DONNELL,  of  St.  Marie,  Jasper  Co.,  111.,  who 
departed  this  life  on  the  2Gth  of  December,  a  few- 
hours  after  receiving  the  last  Sacraments  of  our 
holy  religion;  SISTER  JANE,  a  mernber  of  the 
Community  of  the  Sisters -of  Notre  Dame,  East 
Boston,  Mass.,  who  died  on  Christmas  Day,  1874  ,in 
the  44th  year  of  her  age  and  the  20th  of  her  relig- 
ious life ;  Master  THOMAS  AGNEW,  of  Palo  Alto,  Pa., 
who  died  December  81st.  He  was  enrolled  in  the 
Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  last 
summer,  and  since  then  he  never  failed  to  recite 
the  Litany  of  the  Sacred  Heart  morning  and  even- 
ing. Though  quite  young  he  was  a  devout  client 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  SISTER  MARY  ALOYSIUS 
WELLS,  of  the  Order  of  the  Presentation,  who  de- 
parted this  life  on  the  23d  of  December  last,  in 
Clonmel,  Ireland. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 

NOTE. — Those  who  receive  the  water  of  Lourdes 
should  open  the  package  as  soon  as  received,  and  have 
a  small  vessel  ready  to  receive  the  water  in  case  the 
vial  should  be  broken  by  the  frost. 

Applications  for  the  water  of  Lourdes  should  be 
sent  to  Very  Rev.  A.  Granger,  C.  S.  C.,  Notre  Dame, 
Ind.,  and  not  to  the  Editor  of  the  "AvE  MARIA." 


Religious  News. 
DEATHS. 

PUIESTS. 

Dec.  30,  1874.— At  Schuylkill,  Pa  ,  REV.  THOMAS  Fox. 
Jan.  6,  1875.— At  Westchester,  N.  Y.,  REV.  J.  A.  KIN- 

SELLA. 

Jan.  7.— At  New  York  city,  REV.  A.  LAFONT,  S.  P.  M. 
Jan.  7.— At  Watertown,  Wis.,  REV.  P.  J.  MURPHY,  D.  D. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Jan.  14,  1875.— At  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  BROTHER  PAUL 
THE  HERMIT  (John  O'Connell). 
PROFESSIONS. 

Jan.  4— At  Brooklyn,  N.Y.,  Brother  Vincent  (Patrick 
Ryan),  Brother  Albert(Henry  Ditzch),  Brother  Mala- 
chy  (Patrick  Shields),  and  Brother  Anthony  (John 
Helion),  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis. 

Jan.  1.— At  Nashville,  Tenn.,  Sister  M.  Josephine  (Brid- 
get Sullivan),  and  Sister  Mary  (Bridget  Gallaher). 
of  the  Order  of  St.  Dominic. 

Jan.  6  —At  Flushing,  N.  Y.,  Sister  M.  Raymond  and  M. 
Immaculata,  of  the  — — . 

RECEPTIONS. 

Jan.  4,  1875. — At  Brooklyn,  N.  Y., George  Wolgemensh 
(Brother  Nicholas),  and  Patrick  Duffy  (Brother  Basil), 
of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis. 
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Jan.  4. — At  New  Orleans,  La.,  Miss  D.  Fitzsimmons 

(Sister  M.  Gabriel),  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 
Jan.  0,  1875. — At  Flushing,  N.  Y.,  Misses  Anne  Horan 

(Sister  M.  Louise),  and  Mary  Rourke  (Sister  M.  Re- 

gina,  of  the  Order  of . 

Jan.  9.— At  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  Miss  L.  Bury  (Sister  M. 

Joseph),  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 
Dec.  31. 1874.— At  Nashville,  Tenn.,  Miss  Lila  Quarles 

(Sister  M. ),  and  Mary  Quarles  (Sister  M. ),  of 

the  Order  of  St.  Dominic. 


Obituary. 


We  commend  to  the  readers  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA" 
the  repose  of  the  soul  of  SISTER  MARY  ALOYSIUS 
WELLS,  of  the  Order  of  the  Presentation,  who  departed 
this  life  on  the  23d  of  December  la>t,  at  Clonmel,  Ire- 
land, in  the  73d  year  of  her  age  and  the  45th  of  her 
Religious  Profession.  Requiescat  in  pace. 


Vanity  Punished. 

A  TRUE  STORY. 

[From  the  London  Lamp."] 

The  play  had  just  began  as  Madame  Dupont,  the 
wife  of  a  rich  Parisian  banker,  entered  her  box. 
Her  first  look  was  directed  towards  the  box  of  the 
queen,  who  was  well  known  to  be  a  passionate  de- 
votee of  the  dramatic  muse,  and  she  saw  with  pleas- 
ure that  Marie  Antoinette  had  already  taken  her 
place.  She  hastily  drew  aside  the  curtain,  and 
stepped  from  the  back  part  of  the  box  into  the  front, 
where,  exposed  to  the  glare  of  a  hundred  lights,  she 
soon  attracted  general  attention,  not  only  by  her 
costly  dress,  but  by  her  splendid  diamonds,  which 
were  of  a  size  and  brilliancy  very  rarely  seen. 
Hundreds  of  glasses  were  directed  towards  her 
beautiful  ornaments,  but  the  vanity  of  the  wearer 
was  only  half  satisfied  with  the  admiration  which 
she  called  forth. 

"  No,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  as  long  as  the  queen 
does  not  see  and  admire  my  riches,  I  shall  not  be 
content.  An  admiring  look  from  her  would  be 
worth  all  the  others.  But  how  can  I  possiblv  at- 
tract her  attention  ?  She  is  quite  absorbed  by  that 
stupid  tragedy.  Yet  the  flash  of  my  diamonds  may 
perhaps  make  her  turn  her  royal  look  towards  me. 
I  will  try." 

The  lady  then  leaned  her  arms,  upon  which 
sparkled  two  splendid  bracelets,  on  the  edge  of 
the  box,  and  once  or  twice  moved  them  suddenly 
so  as  to  cause  them  to  give  forth  bright  flashes  of 
light. 


This  manoeuvre  had  the  desired  effect,  for  the 
queen  turned  her  eyes  for  a  moment  from  the  stage 
and  cast  a  glance,  a  single  one,  towards  the  vain 
woman.  Whether  annoyance  at  the  disturbance, 
or  admiration  of  the  splendid  ornaments,  was  the 
expression  of  this  look,  remained  uncertain ;  but 
Madame  Dupont  supposed  it  to  be  the  last,  and 
cast  a  look  of  triumph  on  the  boxes  around.  In  her 
van  it}'  she  believed  that  look  of  the  queen  to  have 
raised  her  to  be  the  most  distinguished  person  in 
the  whole  theatre. 

The  first  act  was  over,  and  the  lady  was  resting 
content  under  the  shadow  of  her  supposed  laurels, 
when  the  door  of  the  box  opened  and  a  servant  in 
the  royal  livery  entered.  The  lady  had  no  sooner  seen 
the  man,  than  a  thought  came  into  her  heart  which 
made  it  beat  fast  in  joyful  anticipation. 

After  the  man  had  saluted  her  with  every  mark 
of  respect,  he  told  his  eager  listener  that  her  ma- 
jesty the  queen  had  remarked  her  splendid  brace- 
lets, and  could  not  control  her  wish  to  give  a  nearer 
inspection  to  these  diamonds,  which  were  the  larg- 
est and  most  beautiful  she  had  ever  seen.  Her  ma- 
jesty, therefore,  begged  (and  upon  this  word  the 
man  laid  great  emphasis)  that  the  lady  would  send 
one  of  her  bracelets  for  her  to  look  at  more  closely. 
She  wished  to  have  a  pair  made  for  herself  after  the 
same  pattern. 

After  fulfilling  his  mission,  the  man  went  on 
with  abundance  of  complimentary  and  flattering 
speeches.  Madame  Dupont  was  lost  in  a  sea  of 
happiness  and  delight.  Her  vanity  dwelt  on  the 
fact  that  the  queen  had  begged  of  her — that  she  in- 
tended to  have  an  ornament  made  for  herself  after 
the  same  pattern.  It  was  an  unheard  of  honor,  cer 
tainly  not  one  likely  to  be  repeated  towards  any  other 
human  creature.  But  she  was  to  hear  still  more  on 
this  fortunate  day ;  the  servant  assured  her  of  the 
queen's  friendly  regard  and  favor. 

Friendship !  regard !  unheard  of! 

Almost  overwhelmed  by  the  greatness  of  her  good 
favor,  she  quickly  disengaged  one  of  the  bracelets- 
froin  her  arm,  and  handed  it  to  the  servant,  who 
went  away  with  the  assurance  that  he  would  bring 
back  the  beautiful  ornament  before  the  beginning 
of  the  next  act. 

Madame  Dupont  and  her  gratified  vanity  re- 
mained alone. 

The  second  act  began,  the  second  scene  began 
and  ended,  the  third  also,  then  the  fourth,  and  still 
the  bracelet  of  the  banker's  wife  was  not  brought 
back.  As  the  end  of  the  fifth  act  approached,  she 
began  to  become  a  little  uneasy,  and  cast  more  than 
one  unquiet  look  towards  the  royal  box,  where  the 
queen*  seemed  entirely  to  have  forgotten  her,  and 
did  not  even  turn  her  eyes  her  way. 

While  these  thoughts,  of  no  very  pleasant  nature, 
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were  passing  through  her  mind,  forming  a  painful 
contrast  with  those  which  had  so  lately  occupied 
it,  the  banker  himself,  her  husband,  entered  the  box 
to  escort  her  home.  He  had  no  sooner  heard  what 
had  occurred  than  he  expressed  his  suspicion  that 
she  might  merely  be  the  victim  of  a  practised  thief, 
who  had  observed  all  her  movements,  and  her  evi- 
dent desire  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  queen. 

"Ha, ha!"  he  added  with  a  mischievous  smile, 
"you  are  now  punished  for  the  thoughtless  vanity 
which  I  have  so  often  reproved.  Perhaps  this  occur- 
rence may  make  you  wiser  for  the  future ;  and  if  so, 
I  shall  be  heartily  thankful  to  the  rogue  who  has 
rendered  me  such  a  priceless  service." 

She  made  no  reply.  After  a  considerable  pause, 
she  observed:  "But  it  is  quite  possible  that  the 
queen  wished  for  the  jewels,  and  that  during  the 
play  their  return  was  forgotten." 

"  Hardly  credible ;  on  the  contrary,  quite  incred- 
ible, my  love." 

"And  why  incredible?"  she  returned,  rather 
vexed. 

"Because  the  queen  evidently  cared  little  enough 
for  you  and  your  jewels,"  he  replied  drily,  "and 
therefore  would  have  been  little  likely  to  ask  to 
see  them.  Besides,  the  humble  behavior  of  the 
servant  might  have  warned  you.  Queens,  as  a  rule, 
command  rather  than  beg.  But  your  vanity  made 
you  blind  and  deaf  to  the  voice  of  reason.  But  I 
will  not  reproach  you  any  more;  the  loss  of  the 
bracelet  will  be  sufficient  punishment.  But  before 
we  quite  give  it  up  I  will  set  inquiries  on  foot. 

He  sent  off  a  servant,  and  then  preached  a  well- 
meant  sermon  upon  vanity  and  its  destructive  con- 
sequences. The  lady  maintained  a  gloomy  silence 
till  the  servant  returned,  when  she  rose  from  her 
seat,  and  received  him  with  a  "Well?"  in  tone  of 
anxious  expectation. 

"The  queen  knows  nothing  of  a  bracelet,  and 
has  not  desired  to  see  one,  madame ;  yet — " 

The  servant  stopped. 

"Well?  yet—"  repeated  madame  Dupont,  in- 
spired with  ne\v  hope. 

"Yet—" 

He  again  stopped. 

"  Good  lady,  you  must  pardon  me :  they  are  the 
queen's  own  words." 

A  dismal  anticipation  seized  upon  the  lady,  and 
extinguished  her  hopes. 

"  Speak ! "  she  said,  hastily. 

"  Her  majesty  requests  my  lady  not  in  future  to 
create  any  disturbance  during  the  representation 
which  is  going  on.  Her  majesty  was  greatly  dis- 
pleased— " 

"  Silence ! "  said  the  humbled  lady,  and  sank 
back  in  her  chair. 

With  her  pride   and  vanity    wounded  in  their 


most  sensitive  part,  she  thought  only  how  to  revenge 
herself  on  the  author  of  her  vexation,  the  cunning 
thief;  she  was  far  too  selfish  to  recognize  her  own 
foolish  weakness  as  its  only  cause. 

After  a  short  deliberation  she  turned  to  her  hus- 
band :  "  I  shall  at  once  inform  the  police  officer  of 
this  accident,  and  desire  him  to  employ  all  possi- 
ble means  for  securing  the  thief." 

"  But  the  publicity,  my  dear,"  returned  the  banker, 
rather  alarmed. 

"lam  quite  indifferent  on  that  head,"  she  said, 
trembling  with  anger.  "  I  will  see  the  wretched 
man,  and  will  have  him  punished  as  his  treatment 
of  me  deserves.  I  shall  have  no  peace  till  I  see  the 
scoundrel  under  lock  and  key." 

"You  will  have  long  enough  to  wait,"  said  her 
husband,  smiling;  "  for  it  is  very  unlikely  that  the 
man  who  set  about  the  theft  so  cleverly  will  allow 
himself  to  be  taken.  Besides,  the  story  will  get 
about,  greatly  magnified.  Every  one  will  be  talking 
and  making  jokes  about  you,  and  they  will  point 
you  out-as  '  vanity  punished.'  If  you  let  the  matter 
rest,  no  one  will  care  about  it,  and  the  loss  of  the 
bracelet  will  be  your  only  punishment,  while 
thus—" 

"While  thus  I  am  to  cool  my  desire  for  revenge, 
I  suppose.  I  shall  go  to  the  police  officer,  and  if 
you  will  not  accompany  me  I  will  go  alone." 

M.  Dupont  was  sufficiently  acquainted  with  his 
wife's  obstinacy  to  know  that  further  opposition 
was  useless;  he  therefore  accompanied  her  to  the 
police  officer  that  very  evening,  who,  after  he  had 
been  made  acquainted  with  the  occurrence,  prom- 
ised to  do  his  utmost  to  procure  the  arrest  of  the  thief. 

On  the  following  morning,  as  Madame  Dupont 
sat  in  her  boudoir  dressed  in  an  elegant  costume,  a 
policeman  was  announced.  She  desired  that  he 
should  be  shoAvn  in,  and  received  from  him  a  note 
from  the  minister  of  police.  She  tore  it  open  and 
read  with  delight : — 

"  MADAME: — I  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  obtain 
possession  of  the  thief  as  well  as  of  the  bracelet.  In 
order  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  doubt  I  must  com- 
pare your  bracelet  with  that  found  upon  the  thief,  and, 
therefore,  beu1  you  to  send  that  to  me  by  the  bearer  of 
these  lines,  though  it  would  be  best  if  you  could  bring 
it  yourself.  "  I  am,  Madam,  etc  ,  etc." 

Tiie  triumph  of  revenge  marked  her  face. 

"The  man  shall  pay  for  it!"  she  said,  as  she 
went  to  her  jewel-case  to  take  out  the  other  brace- 
let. Her  costume  was  hardly  suited  for  out  of 
doors,  or  she  would  have  taken  it  to  the  police 
officef  herself.  She,  therefore,  gave  the  man  the 
ornament,  and  desired  him  to  tell  his  superior  that 
she  should  herself  come  to  see  him  in  an  hour  or 
two.  The  policeman  promised  to  do  this,  and  took 
leave.  The  lady  prepared  for  her  visit,  happy  in 
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the  thought  that  her  thirst  for  revenge  would  now 
be  satisfied. 

Some  hours  later  she  entered  the  room  of  the 
police  officer,  who  rose,  and  advanced  to  meet  her. 

"Ah,  Madame,"  he  said  "you  are  come  about 
the  bracelet  that — " 

"Of  course!  I  have  hastened — " 

"I  am  very  sorry  you.  should  have  taken  the 
trouble  to  come  here,  Madame.  I  am  sorry — " 

"I  want  no  excuses,  sir!  I  am  come  in  accord- 
ance with  your  wish,  and  am  now  here  in  order 
to—" 

"My  wish?"  inquired  the  astonished  officer. 

"Yes,  as  expressed  in  your  note." 

His  face  lengthened. 

"Note?  pardon  me,  madame ;  what  note?" 

"The  note  you  sent  me  by  one  of  your  men." 

"A a ah?" 

"  In  which  you  said  that  you  had  secured  both 
the  thief  and  the  bracelet." 

"A a ah!" 

"  And  in  which  you  requested  me  to  send  you  the 
other  bracelet,  that  you  might  compare  them.  And 
this  I  did." 

A  mocking  smile  passed  over  the  face  of  the  po- 
lice officer ;  he  saw  how  it  was. 

"  Honored  lady,"  he  said,  "  I  am  sorry  to  tell 
you  that  I  neither  have  the  thief  in  my  custody, 
nor  have  I  had  the  honor  to  write  to  }rou." 

"  How ! "  cried  the  lady,  in  great  astonishment, 
in  which  was  a  considerable  degree  of  anxiety ;  "  are 
you  speaking  the  truth,  sir?" 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  am." 

"This  note  then?"  she  drew  it  forth  and  gave  it 
to  him. 

He  glanced  at  it  and  returned  it  with  a  shrug. 

"  It  is  not  from  me,"  he  said ;  "  that  is  not  my 
writing." 

Her  anxiety  increased. 

"And  my  second  bracelet." 

"  I  know  of  no  second  bracelet." 

"  I  sent  it  to  you  by  your  messenger." 

"  He  was  no  messenger  of  mine,  madame." 

"But— -how — what  does  all  this  mean?"  stam- 
mered the  lady,  in  great  alarm. 

The  police  "officer  laughed  silently.  He  was 
well  able  to  explain  the  affair,  and  could  not  but 
acknowledge  the  boldness  and  ability  with  which 
it  had  been  carried  through ;  in  his  secret  heart 
he  owned  that  the  vain  lady  received  a  well-de- 
served punishment,  though  of  course  he  did  not 
wish  her  to  find  this  out. 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  her  question, 
"  I  fear  that  you  are,  for  the  second  time,  the  vic- 
tim of  an  imposture.  The  cunning  thief  who  yes- 
terday robbed  you  of  one  bracelet  has  to-day  cheated 
you  out  of  the  second,  and  from  the  cunning  and 


clever  manner  in  which  the  theft  has  been  effected 
I  give  up  all  hope  of  being  able  to  bring  its  per- 
petrator to  justice.  For  this  reason,  madame,  I 
would  advise  you — " 

She  waited  not  for  the  conclusion;  the  very  pic- 
ture of  rage  and  despair,  she  rushed  from  the  room 
and  left  the  house. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  hours  the  police  officer  re- 
ceived a  note  for  a  thousand  francos  (about  five 
pounds)  with  a  request  from  Madame  Dupont  to 
maintain  the  strictest  secrecy  regarding  this  affair. 

The  report  of  it,  however,  got  abroad,  and  M. 
Dupont  had  the  pleasure  to  see  his  prophecy  ful- 
filled, his  wife  being  generally  honored  with  the 
title  of  "vanity  punished."  But  she  allowed  this 
matter  to  act  as  a  salutary  warning;  she  strove  to 
conquer  her  vanity,  and  was  henceforth  content 
with  her  husband's  admiration,  without  desiring 
that  of  the  world  in  general. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XVII. 

We  are  going  to  speak  of  a  new  prayer,  not  less 
beautiful  than  the  Angelus,  and  designed  to  cele- 
brate the  glories  of  Mary.  From  Easter  to  Trinity 
Sunday,  instead  of  the  Angelus  Domini  is  recited 
the  Regina  Ccdl.  *  How  many,  even  among  Catho- 
lics, know  nothing  of  this  prayer !  Of  these,  thegreat 
majority  are  victims  of  ignorance  caused  by  their 
pagan  education.  Children  of  the  Church  by  bap- 
tism, they  have  been  brought  up  far  from  their 
Mother,  and  if  they  have  not  gone  so  far  as  to  de- 
spise and  ridicule  her,  they  have  never  known  her, 
her  customs,  laws,  or  the  different  manifestations 
of  an  intelligence  and  tenderness  truly  superhu- 
man. 

Why  does  the  Church,  at  Easter,  replace  the  An- 
gelus by  the  Regina  f  In  the  fulness  of  her  joy,  she 
sings:  "Yea,  the  Word  is  truly  made  Flesh;  Mary 
is  really  the  Mother  of  God ;  the  Redemption  of  the 
world  has  been  accomplished;  the  great  Lazarus 
has  been  taken  from  the  tomb;  He  lives,  and  by 
His  prayerful  attitude  alone  He  shows  that  He  is  re- 
suscitated. Here  is  a  self-evident  proof  of  the  Res- 
urrection of  the  Incarnate  Word."  If  then  the 
Angelus  announces  the  Redemption,  the  Regina 


*Regina  coeli  laetare,  alleluia. 

Quia  quern  meruisti  portare,  alleluia. 

Resurrexit  sicut  dixit,  alleluia. 

Ora  pro  nobis  Deum,  alleluia. 

V.  Gaude  et  laetare,  Virgo  Maria,  alleluia. 

R.  Quia  surrexit  Detrain  us  vere,  alleluia. 

OREMUS.  Deus  qui  per  Resurrectionem  Filii  tui,  Do- 
mini nostri  Jesu  Christi,  mundum  Isetificare  dignatus 
es;  prsestaquaesumus;  utperejus<>:enitricem  Virginem 
Mariam  perpetuse  capiamus  gaudia  vitse.  Per  eumdem 
Christum  Dominum  nostrum.  Amen. 

The  recitation  of  the  Regina  commences  at  Compline 
on  Holy  Saturday  and  ends  at  Compline  on  the  vigil 
of  Trinity  Sunday. 


makes  known  its  accomplishment  The  one  says: 
You  will  be  ransomed ;  the  other  says,  You  have 
been  ransomed.  Both  say  to  Mary:  Rejoice,  Ihou 
art  blessed  among  women,  the  happiest  of  mothers, 
the  most  glorious  of  queens.  And  to  all  of  us  they 
say:  Exiles  in  this  valley  of  tears,  be  consoled. 
Life  here  below  is  not  life ;  it  alone  exists  in  heaven. 
There  is  a  Father  who  opens  His  arms  to  receive  you 
and  a  Mother  who  watches  over  you. 

Such  is  the  mysterious  cause  and  the  consoling 
signification  of  the  Regina  Cali.  It  gives  us  to 
understand  why  we  recite  it  standing.  In  the  per- 
son of  the  Redeemer,  whom  St.  Paul  calls  the  first- 
born among  the  dead,  man  is  resuscitated.  Man's 
attitude  is  now  erect.  Each  time  during  the  Easter 
season  that  the  Christian  recites  the  Regina,  he 
makes  known  by  his  attitude  his  faith  in  the  resur- 
rection, in  grace  and  in  glory. 

Consider  the  hundred  millions  of  Catholics 
spread  over  the  earth,  all  of  them  making  three 
times  a  day  at  the  sound  of  the  powerful  trumpets 
of  the  Church  militant,  this  glorious  profession  of 
faith!  What  spectacle  can  you  imagine  more 
grand,  more  social,  more  impregnable  against  the 
attacks  of  incredulity  ?  For  the  same  reason,  the 
Angelus  is  recited  standing  on  Sunday,  the  day  es- 
tablished to  perpetuate  the  remembrance  of  the  Res- 
urrection of  Our  Lord.  So  it  has  been  for  more 
than  fifteen  centuries.  At  the  Council  of  Nice, 
held  A.  D.  325,  it  was  ordained  that  on  all  the 
Sundays  of  the  year,  prayer  should  be  made  stand- 
ing.* 

A  few  words  concerning  the  origin  of  the  Re- 
gina Cceli  may  not  be  out  of  place. 

In  the  month  of  November,  A.  D.  589,  the  Tiber 


*Quoniam  sunt  quidam  in  die  dominica  genuaflec- 
tentes  et  in  diebus  Pentecostes:  ut  omnia  in  universis 
locis  consonanter  observentur,  placuit  saneto  con- 
cilio  a  Paschale  usque  ad  octavas  Pentecostes,  stanles 
Domino  vota  persolvere,  vel  Deo  orationes  fundere. 
— (Can.  xxix.) 
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overflowed  its  banks  to  such  an  extent  that  it  was 
thought  that  the  city  of  Rome  would  be  sub- 
merged. When- the  waters  subsided  and  retired, 
they  left  behind  an  infection  which  caused  a  vio- 
lent plague.  Pope  Pelagius  II  was  one  of  the 
first  victims,  and  his  death  was  followed  by  gen- 
eral misery;  the  plague  ravaged  the  entire  city. 

St.  Gregory  the  Great,  successor  to  Pelagius,  un- 
derstood at  once  the  necessity  of  appeasing  the 
anger  of  God  by  prayers,  fasts  and  tears  of  pen- 
ance. He  exhorted  the  people  to  second  his  ef- 
forts by  a  sincere  amendment  of  life.  The  pious 
inhabitants  of  the  Eternal  City  zealously  re- 
sponded to  the  appeal  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff. 
That  order  might  exist  in  the  assemblies  of  the 
faithful  who  took  part  in  the  processions,  Gregory 
divided  the  clergy,  the  religious  and  the  people 
into  seven  companies.  Thus  divided,  at  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning  the  processions  proceeded 
from  the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary  Major  to  the  Basil- 
ica of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles.  For  three  suc- 
cessive days  these  processions  were  formed.  Dur- 
ing these  days  all  the  streets  of  the  city  resounded 
with  the  cry :  Kyrie  eleison :  "  Lord  Jiave  mercy  on 
««."  The  saintly  Pontiff  carried  in  his  hands  the 
picture  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  believed  to  have 
been  painted  by  Saint  Luke,  and  which  may  still 
be  seen  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mary  Major,  where 
it  is  the  object  of  the  veneration  not  only  of  the 
inhabitants  of  Rome  but  of  all  Catholic  pilgrims 
to  the  Eternal  City. 

On  the  first  day,  in  less  than  an  hour,  twenty-four 
persons  were  struck  with  the  plague  and  died.  But 
such  a  sad  spectacle  could  not  discourage  St. 
Gregory,  whose  faith  soon  met  with  its  reward. 
On  the  third  day,  the  procession  arrived  at  the 
bridge  which  joins  the  city  to  the  neighborhood 
of  the  Vatican.  Suddenly  there  was  heard  a  con- 
cert of  angels  above  the  sacred  image.  These 
happy  spirits  sang:  "Queen  of  heaven,  rejoice, 
alleluia.  For  He  whom  thou  didst  deserve  to  bear 
alleluia:  has  risen  as  He  said,  alleluia." 

After  these  words  the  heavenly  voices  ceased. 
Then  the  Pontiff,  uniting  the  supplications  of  earth 
to  the  triumphal  chant  of  heaven,  added  these 
words:  Pray  for  us  to  God,  alleluia;  and  the 
Paschal  anthem  was  composed.  Gregory,  lift- 
ing 'up  his  eyes  to  heaven,  perceived  over  the 
summit  of  the  mole  of  Adrian  the  exterminat- 
ing angel,  who,  after  wiping  his  bloody  sword, 
returned  it  to  its  sheath.  At  that  instant  the 
plague  ceased.  In  memory  of  this  apparition,  the 
mole  of  Adrian  bore  for  a  long  time  the  name  of  the 
Angel's  fort;  and  on  it  was  placed  a  colossal  statue 
in  bronze,  representing  the  exterminating  angel  in 
the  act  of  sheathing  his  sword. 

Four  facts  still  existing  bear  witness  to  this  mir- 


acle: the  procession  of  St.  Mark,  which  is  made 
each  year  in  the  Western  Church ;  the  bronze  statue 
of  the  archangel  St.  Michael,  placed  on  the  mole  of 
Adrian;  the  an  them  EeginaCozli,  which  the  Church 
has  not  ceased  to  repeat  since  that  memorable  day ; 
finally,  the  inscription  of  which  we  shall  now 
speak. 

At  the  capitol  in  Rome  may  be  seen  the  curious 
and  venerable  Church  Ara  Coali,  built  on  the  very 
foundations  of  the  temple  of  Jupiter.  On  the 
arched  ceiling  of  the  sanctuary,  and  directly  over 
the  high  altar,  is  written  in  large  letters  ot  gold  the 
following  inscription:  Regina  Cceli  Icetare,  Alle- 
luia. 

This  inscription  recalls  the  miracle  of  the  Cas- 
tle of  St.  Angelo.  In  memory  of  this  same  mira- 
cle, the  Franciscan  religious  of  Ara  Cceli  alone 
have  the  privilege  of  chanting  the  Regina  when 
in  the  public  prayers  the  processions  pass  before 
the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


Feast  of  the  Purification  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary. 

-FEBRUARY  2. 

And  she  was  a  widow  until  fourscore  and  four  years; 
who  departed  not  from  the  Temple,  by  fastings  and 
prayers  serving  night  and  day. — St.  Luke  ii,  37. 

Thou  art  the  widow's  GOD,  Almighty  Lord; 
Ah!  knew  they  but  their  gain,  thrice  happy  they 
Who  in  Thy  Kingdom  all  their  treasure  hoard, 
And  seek  Thee  in  Thy  Church  by  night  and  day! 
Who  wait  shall  win;  who  listen  long  shall  hear 
Thy  voice  in  mercy  speak,  and  feel  Thy  Presence  near. 

For  years  and  years,  prone  on  the  Temple  floor, 
Blest  Anna  spent  her  widowhood  of  hope; 
Unused,  albeit  expert  in  holy  lore, 
To  scan  too  close  her  meditation's  scope; 
Content  to  woo  in  faith  the  Star  of  Day, 
And  of  its  shining  leave  to  GOD  the  time  and  way. 

With  ceaseless  zeal  she  plied  her  daily  task, 
Fearing  by  sin  to  spoil,  or  sloth  to  miss, 
The  boon  she  dared  to  hope,  yet  dared  not  ask — 
Some  word  of  comfort,  or  some  sight  of  bliss; 
And  GOD  did  of  His  grace  her  suit  accord, 
So  long  she  watched  and  waked,  so  lovingly  adored. 

One  morning  brought  her  to  her  work  of  praise; 
No  sign  from  Heaven  that  morning's  import  told; 
The  sun  rose  blithely  as  on  other  days; 
Men  walked  and  talked  their  wont,  and  bought  and 

sold; 

E'en  Anna's  step  was  measur'd,  as  of  yore ; 
She  came  that  day,  as  she  had  come  so  oft  before. 

Then  on  her  eye  a  wondrous  vision  beamed; 
A  man  of  meek  aspect,  a  Matron  mild 
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(if  matron  might  be  thought  who  maiden  seemed), 
And  iu  her  arms  a,  bright  and  glorious  Child; 
Anon  they  pause,  and  near  the  portal  stay; 
Then  tow'rds  the  altar  wend  their  calm  and  pensive 
way. 

Why  had  they  halted  near  the  Temple  door? 

A    suppliant's    voiee    their    precious    Charge    had 

claim'd; 

A  venerable  Saint,  decrepit,  hoar, 
With  GOD  instinct,  and  holy  love  inflamed, 
Had  clasped  the  Child,  and  his  Creator  bless'd, 
Who  gave  him  such  a  vision  ere  he  sank  to  rest. 

Still  in  the  circles  of  revolving  Time 
Lights  of  the  past  recur,  unspoiled  by  change; 
The  Saints  who  graced  the  Gospel's  early  prime 
Still  shine  within  the  New  Creation's  range; 
Their  home  the  Church,  the  Mass  their  daily  Food, 
And  GOD  their  Friend  in  need,  their  All  in  solitude. 

So  have  I  marked — a  sight  to  Angels  fair — 
Some  aged  daughter  of  Green  Erin's  isle 
(Erin,  dear  land  of  patient  faith  and  prayer!) 
Her  station  keep  within  some  sacred  pile; 
I  wist  not  of  her  secret,  yet  I  ween 
GOD'S   whisperings    she    ha'd   heard,    and   heavenly 
glimpses  seen. 

One  day  I  miss'd  her  from  th'  accustomed  nook; 
The  church  without  her  seem'd  another  place; 
A  leaf  was  torn  from  out  a  well-stored  book; 
A  table  lacked  some  old  familiar  face: 
Yet  no;  she  had  but  moved  within  the  screen 
That  hides  from  human  eye  the  glorious  Church  unseen. 

The  joys  which  flashed  on  holy  Simeon's  view, 
To  Christian  priests  and  flocks  of  right  belong; 
The  psalm  which  from  his  lips  those  transports  drew 
Lends  its  sweet  music  to  our  evening  song; 
The  light  which  dawn'd  on  him  so  -floods  our  way, 
That  we  can  chant  our  Nunc  dimittis  every  day.* 


*  The  Nunc  dimittis  forms  part  of  the  daily  office  of 
Complin. 

— Lyra  Liturgica, 
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Notre   Dame   de   Fourvieres. 

BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

[CONTINUED.] 

A  beautiful  devotion  of  our  Church  is  this  burn- 
ing of  lights  in  her  shrines,  and  one  universally 
practised  in  Catholic  countries.  Men  come  and 
pray  for  their  sick  wives,  and  leave  candles  to  Our 
Lady  for  them  in  their  hours  of  agony.  Mothers 
come  in  mute  anguish  and  offer  the  speaking  flame 
for  their  suffering  or  erring  children.  Brides  and 
bridegrooms  come  upon  their  wedding-clay  and 
light  a  candle  in  token  of  happiness  and  hope  and 
union.  Testimonies  of  adoration,  love,  gratitude, 


supplication,  praise,  are  these  myriads  of  pointed 
flames— a  voiceless  chorus,  hymning  "Let  people 
confess  to  Thee,  O  God;  let  all  people  give  praise 
to  Thee:  May  God  our  God  bless  us."  The  use 
of  lights  in  religious  worship  is  no  new  thing.  We 
read  in  the  Book  of  Exodus  that  God  commanded 
Moses  to  make  a  seven-branched  candlestick,  in 
the  lamps  of  which  pure  olive  oil  was  to  be 
burned.  The  voice  of  Catholic  tradition  attests 
the  use  of  lights  in  the  Christian  Church  from  the 
Apostolic  days.  Incidental  testimony  of  the  early 
Fathers,  all  the  stronger  for  being  incidental, 
and  the  authority  of  the  ancient,  venerable,  apos- 
tolic canons  establish  the  same  truth.  The  here- 
tic Vigilantius  attacked  in  the  fourth  century 
the  use  of  lights  in  the  Divine  Offices,  but  was  vic- 
toriously refuted  by  St.  Jerome.  The  Saint  in- 
forms us  that  "throughout  the  churches  of  the 
East,  whenever  the  Gospel  is  to  be  recited,  they 
bring  forth  lights,  not  certainly  to  drive  away  dark- 
ness, but  to  manifest  some  sign  of  joy,  that  under 
the  type  of  corporal  light  may  be  indicated  that 
light  of  which  we  read  in  the  Psalms:  'Thy  word 
is  a  lamp  to  my  feet  and  a  light  to  my  paths.' 
St.  Paulinus  of  Nola  tells  us  of  the  Western  Church, 
in  the  following  beautiful  Latin  lines,  the  transla- 
tion of  which  is  transcribed  from  Dr.  Rock's  Hi- 
erurgia,  that: 

"With  crowded  lamps  are  those  bright  altars  crowned 
And  waxen  tapers  shedding  perfume  round, 
From  fragrant  wicks,  beam  calm  a  scented  ray, 
To  gladden  night,  and  joy  e'en  radiant  day; 
Meridian  splendors  thus  light  up  the  night, 
And  day  itself,  illumed  with  Sacred  Light, 
Wears  a  new  glory,  borrowed  from  those  rays, 
That  stream  from  countless  lamps  in  never-ending 
blaze."* 

But  thus  to  obey  the  bidding  of  the  Psalmist, 
"Praise  ye  the  Lord  in  His  Holy  Places,"  presup- 
poses open  churches ;  in  Catholic  lands,  however, 
not  only  in  the  churches  do  we  see  votive  candles, 
but  even  in  shops  and  private  houses.  In  Genoa, 
which  yet  proudly  writes  itself  on  its  numerous  city 
gates,  "Genoa,  the  City  of  the  most  Holy  Mary," 
every  shop  has  its  holy  picture — generally  the  Ma- 
donna— opposite  the  entrance,  and  on  festivals  a 
light  burns  before  it.  Last  winter  we  once  re- 
proached the  always  amiable,  smiling  shopman  of 
whom  we  bought  the  sardines,  mortadella,  sliced 
cold  ham,  etc,,  which  set  forth  our  evening  re- 
past: "O  you  Genoese,  look  at  your  beautiful 
Flight  into  Egypt,  and  not  a  light  on  this  festival 
day !  "  "  O  Signora," — deprecatingly, — "  my  can- 
dlesticks are  broken  and  I  forgot  to  have  them 


*  "The  Sacramentals  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church, 
or  Flowers  from  the  Garden  of  the  Liturgy,"  by  Rev. 
Wm.  J.  Barry. 
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repaired."  The  next  Festival,  as  we  entered 
his  shop,  he  pointed  proudly,  with  his  laughing 
face  slightly  crimson,  and,  lo,  four  candles,  in  as 
many  brackets,  blazed  before  the  Holy  Family. 
The  Blessed  Virgin  looked  so  comfortable  on  her 
little  donkey,  with  her  Infant  on  her  lap  and  good 
St.  Joseph  patiently  walking  at  the  donkey's  head 
to  lead  him,  just  as  we  often  saw  families  travel- 
ling in  the  Bible  Lands.  Pious  families  have  holy 
pictures — frequently  St.  Joseph — in  their  entries, 
and  even  'Liberal'  Italian  families  cling  to  the 
time-honored  custom  of  hanging  a  picture  of  the 
Madonna  or  a  Patron  Saint — ofcen  St.  Anthony  of 
Padua — in  the  kitchen,  before  which  votive  lights 
burn  on  appropriate  festivals.  The  kitchen  is 
chosen,  because  a  good  housewife  is  most  frequently 
in  her  kitchen,  as  also  for  the  benefit  of  the  servants. 

"Do  you  not  burn  votive  candles  in  your  coun- 
try?" inquired  an  Italian  Canon  of  us,  once. 

"No,"  we  replied;  "with  us  olive  oil  and  wax 
candles  are  so  very  expensive  that  ver}'  few  fam- 
ilies can  afford  them ;  and  those  who  can,  feel  that 
the  money  would  be  better  employed  by  being 
given  to  our  churches,  of  which  many  are  so  poor 
and  wanting  in  many  things.  We  have  to  build 
our  churches  now,  so  we  cannot  yet  afford  votive 
offerings." 

"But  why  must  it  be  olive  oil  and  wax  candles?" 
asked  the  Canon,  who  was  curate  of  a  great  cathe- 
dral, and  private  secretary  to  a  great  Cardinal; 
"  what  is  there  about  olive  oil  ?" 

"Why,  is  not  that  what  the  Church  prescribes? 
we  have  an  idea  nothing  else  will  answer  for  the 
service  of  God." 

"Burn  what  you  have,"  said  he. 

"What!  petroleum?"  we  exclaimed,  laughing 
at  the  very  thought. 

As  for  the  devout  offering,  petroleum  will  do," 
answered  the  Canon;  "but  the  objection  may  be 
brought  against  it  for  being  so  very  explosive  that 
a  trifling  accident  or  one  little  act  of  carelessness 
may  endanger  the  lives  of  a  whole  family;  but 
surely  you  have  some  other  oil  or  some  other 
cheaper  candles.  It  is  at  the  heart  of  the  giver, 
and  not  at  the  gift,  that  God  looks.  He  would  in 
fact  be  displeased  at  having  olive  oil  offered  Him 
in  your  country,  since,  as  you  say,  there  it  is  so 
very  clear,  by  a  person  who  could  not  really  af- 
ford it;  from  such  a  one  He  would  prefer  the  hu- 
mility and  simplicity  which  would  prompt  a 
meaner  gift.  Tiie  Holy  Virgin,  you  know,  was 
not  ashamed  to  offer  only  a  pair  of  turtle-doves 
in  the  Temple  when  she  took  her  First-Born  to 
present  Him  to  the  Lord,  and  she  herself  has  re- 
vealed to  some  saints  that  the  worship  of  votive 
lights  is  very  pleasing  to  her  and  her  Divine  Son. 
Olive  oil  and  wax  caudles  are  prescribed  for  ec- 


clesiastical ceremonies;  those  are  what  we  have; 
with  us  olive  oil  costs  almost  nothing.  In  the  Old 
Law  the}'  were  a-lso  prescribed-  for  the  .use  of  the 
Temple,  and  the  Jews  possessed  them  in  the  same 
abundance  as  ourselves;"  and  he  concluded  by 
repeating:  "Burn-  what  you  have!" 

"But,"  the  reader  will  exclaim,  "this  is  another 
country;  we  are  a  different  people,  and  we  have 
different  needs  " 

"How  a  different  people?  Are  we  not  also 
children  of  Adam,  redeemed  like  them  with 
Christ's  Precious  Blood?  Has  the  all-merciful, 
all-loving  God  ever  revealed  by  anyone  to  anyone 
that  our  acts  of  worship  are  not  acceptable  to  Him, 
as  from  His  other  children?  What  different 
needs?  Have  we  not  the  same  passions  as  our 
elder  brothers  ?  Have  we  no  avarice,  no  covetous- 
ness,  no  worship  of  money,  that  we  should  burn 
our  money  before  the  Lord?  Even  almsgiving 
cannot  so  thoroughly  uproot  this  money-worship 
as  burning  it,  annihilating  it  so  that  not  even 
ashes  remain,  for  almsgiving  implies  a  certain 
worth  to  money,  while  a  burnt  candle  or  consumed 
oil  take  from  us  most  completely  that  which  we, 
perhaps  above  all  nations,  cherish.  Ah,  just  we 
should  occasionally  burn  up  a  gift  to  the  Lord  be- 
fore His  holy  ones — just  we  who  give  all  our  days, 
and  even  our  festival  days,  to  the  acquisition  of 
that  which  Our  Divine  Redeemer  tells  us,  "the 
rust  and  the  moth  can  consume  and  thieves  break 
through  and  steal";  just  we  from  the  midst  of  a 
people  that  worships  the  dollar  gained  by  human 
talent  and  industry,  overlooking  the  penny  that 
has  nothing  but  the  blessing  of  God  upon  it. 

"But  Protestants  wouH  laugh  at  us!"  say  some. 
To  begin  with,  it  is  ot'  very  little  consequence 
to  us  if  they  do  laugh.  A  French  proverb  hath  it : 
"  He  laughs  best  who  laughs  last."  If  they  can- 
not understand  our  ceremonies  and  our  observ- 
ances, are  we  the  ones  from  whom  the  divine  gift 
of  understanding  is  withheld?  Better  that  Protes- 
tants should  laugh  than  the  angels  in  the  midst  of 
us  should  weep;  because  when  the  ministers  of 
God,  "  who  do  His  will,"  assemble  before  the  altar 
of  the  Most  High,  they  have  to  offer  from  us  so 
scant  a  harvest  of  prayer  and  worship. 

Besides  we  sometimes  dread  the  Protestant  sneer 
without  cause.  One  of  us  once  guided  a  friend  of 
ours,  a  very  bigoted  Protestant,  around  the  great 
Church  of  St.  Sulpice,  in  Paris ;  there  were  numer- 
ous altars,  and  grand  paintings  not  only  from  the 
lives  of  saints,  but  also  Biblical  scenes  given  in  a 
manner  worthy  of  the  Three  Kings  and  their  gold, 
frankincense  and  myrrh,  but  that  which  fastened 
itself  the  most  firmly  upon  her  mind,  perfectly  fas- 
cinating her,  were  the  votive  candles  burning,  ap- 
parently without  use,  before  the  Altar  of  the  Sacred 
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Heart.  Here  the  tripod  supported  the  emblematic 
triangle.  "What  is  that?"  she  inquired;  and 
when  it  was  all  explained  to  her — "  Oh,  how  beau- 
tiful! I  wish  we  did  that!  " 

Ourliouses  are  our  own,  let  us  have  our  little  vo- 
tive pictures,  and  on  festivals  our  votive  lights> 
begging  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Succor  to  hasten 
the  day  when  our  churches  too  may  be  open  all  the 
day  long  to  Us,  that  "  who  labor  and  are  heavy  bur- 
dened "  may  flee  to  her  Divine  Son  and  be  refreshed, 
If  our  neighbors  question  us  or  ridicule  us,  let  us 
enter  into  no  discussion,  but  simply  explain  the 
usage, — and  if  objected  to,  say  quietly:  "  It  pleases 
me ;"  "  It  answers  a  requirement  of  my  nature." 
"  Discussions,"  again  say  the  Italian  ecclesiastics, 
"  take  their  rise,  on  one  or  both  sides,  in  a  spirit  of 
pride^  even  when  undertaken  by  the  faithful  for 
the  love  of  God,  success  is  apt  to  engender  the  spark 
of  pride,  and  from  such  a  foundation  no  good  can 
arise,"  In  the  present  case,  far  better  than  contro- 
versy will  be  to  silently  add  another  candle  for  the 
conversion  of  the  scoffer.  Tobias  is  much  praised 
because  even  in  captivity  and  among  the  Gentiles 
he  forsook  not  the  commandments  and  observances 
of  the  Law ;  and  when  the  Lord  allowed  affliction  to 
prove  him,  and  his  friends  and  neighbors  stood  up 
against  him  and  "  mocked  at  his  life,"  Tobias  re- 
plied; "  We  are  the  children  of  saints  and  look  for 
that  life  which  God  will  give  to  those  that  never 
change  their  faith  from  Him."  And  the  Royal 
Psalmist  bids  us  daily,  by  the  voices  of  the  priests 
who  chant  in  the  sanctuary  his  Heaven-inspired 
praises  to  the  Lord :  "  Sing  ye  to  the  Lord  who 
dwelleth  in  Sion ;  declare  His  ways  among  the  Gen- 
tiles"; and  he  tells  us :  "  They  that  seek  the  Lord 
shall  not  be  deprived  of  any  good," 
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BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET, 

CHAPTER  I. 

"What  is  the  use  of  going  to  church,  I'd  like 
to  know?"  exclaimed  Edyth  Weston,  in  petulant 
tones,  as  her  old  nurse  placed  her  ermine  tippet 
around  her  shoulders  and  proceeded  to  button  it. 
"I  say  what's  the  use  of  it?"  she  again  asked, 
giving  herself  a  jerk  that  sent  one  of  the  glittering 
buttons  spinning  into  a  corner. 
.  "Most  people  goes  to  church  to  try  an'  sarve 
God ;  but  I  don't  see  as  it  does  you  any  good,  sure 
'nuff ! "  replied  nurse,  while  her  hot  African  blood 
glowed  through  her  swarthy  cheeks,  and  her 
black  eyes  emitted  sparks,  for  her  young  charge 
had  been  more  than  usually  exasperating  from  the 
time  she  had  opened  her  eyes  that  morning  up  to 
the  present  moment. 


"  Well  then  if  I  must  go,  why  can't  I  go  without 
so  much  fuss  and  dressing  up? — it  tires  me  out, 
and  makes  ine  mad  in  the  bargain." 

"It  don't  take  much,  no  time,  to  raise  that  tern- 
per  of  your'n,  honey.  If  it  warn't  'fixin'  up' 
'twould  be  somethin'  else.  Hold  still  while  I  sew 
this  button  on  ag'in,"  said  nurse. 

"There  now!  sewing  on  Sunday,  too!  I  wish 
youM  make  haste,  you  old  poke." 

"  Is  them  your  manners  ?  I'm  'feard  you'll  never 
larn  perliteness.  I  ben  always  used  to  ladies,  Miss 
Edyth  ;  ladies  as  was  ladies  in  the  grain,  and  they 
is  as  perlite  to  poor  folks  as  they  is  to  rich  ones." 

"Come,  Edyth:  are  you  ready  ?  Barbara,  did  I 
not  tell  you  to  dress  Edyth  in  the  gray  poplin 
trimmed  with  blue,  that  came  from  Paris  last  week  ? 
It  seems  impossible  to  get  you  to  attend  to  my  or- 
ders ! "  said  a  querulous  voice  at  the  door.  Barbara 
looked  round,  and  saw  her  mistress  standing  in 
the  doorway,  ready  dressed  for  church. 

"No,  madam,  you  didn't  give  no  sech  orders. 
It's  all  the  same  to  me  what  the  chile  wears;  one 
thing's  no  more  trouble  than  another  to  put  on — " 

"  Don't  contradict  me — I  woat  have  it.  Change 
her  dress  immediately,  and  put  in  her  blue  ear- 
rings, and  get  out  the  hat  that  came  with  the  dress. 
And — good  heavens!  look  at  those  boots!  Take 
them  off  instantly,  and  put  on  her  new  French 
boots!"  said  Mrs.  Weston  imperiously.  The  fol- 
lies of  the  world  had  left  traces  on  her  counte- 
nance which  gave  her  a  hard,  haughty  expression, 
and  her  present  petulance  did  not  tend  ia  the 
least  to  soften  them. 

"  Come  the  moment  you're  ready,  Edyth :  I  ex- 
pect Mass  will  be  half  over  by  the  time  we  get 
there,  and  you  know  that  Father  Con  way  always 
stops  preaching  when  one  comes  in  late,  until  one 
gets  seated.  Be  quick,  Barbara." 

Then  Mrs.  Weston  rustled  down  to  her  carriage 
to  wait  for  Edyth.  She  was  elegantly  dressed,  in 
the  richest  materials,  made  up  in  the  latest  style. 
Her  Russian  sables  alone  were  worth  a  small  for- 
tune; her  eyebrows  were  becomingly  pencilled; 
her  cheeks  artistically  tinted,  and  through  the 
film  of  a  black  clotted  veil  the  ravages  of  time 
and  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  world  were  not  very 
apparent,  and  she  still  passed  for  a  handsome 
woman.  She  had  matronized  a  "German"  the 
night  before,  from  which  she  did  not  return  until 
two  o'clock,  fagged  out  and  wearied  beyond  ex- 
pression, and  would  have  stayed  at  home  to-day 
on  the  plea  of  indisposition,  only  that  she  desired 
to  be  seen  in  her  pew  by  the  new  French  Minister 
and  his  wife,  the  Marquis  and  Marquise  de  Rozier, 
who  were  both  very  devout  Catholics,  and  upon 
whom  she  was  extremely  anxious  to  make  a  favor- 
able impression.  So  she  sat  tapping  her  foot  im- 
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patiently  on  the  soft  mat  that  covered  the  carriage 
floor,  waiting  for  Edyth,  whom  she  would  have 
left  at  home,  but  that  she  wished  Madame  de 
Kozier,  who  was  noted  for  her  maternal  virtues,  to 
see  Edyth  at  church  with  her,  as  she  would  then 
imagine  that  she  had  a  serious  care  for  her  daugh- 
ter's religious  training. 

Upstairs,  hurry  and  sharp  words  prevailed  while 
the  change  of  toilette  indicated  by  Mrs.  Weston 
was  being  made:  the  child's  undisciplined  heart 
was  in  revolt  against  her  mother  and  against  the 
pious  usages  of  religion,  which,  it  seemed  to  her, 
were  only  invented  to  torment  children,  and  de- 
prive them  of  pleasures  they  most  enjoyed. 

"Study!  study!  all  the  week;  and  music;  and 
Miss  Arnold — how  I  hate  her! — preaching  propri- 
ety, and  making  me  point  my  nose  this  way,  and 
my  toes  that,  and  my  shoulders  so,  and  my  head 
up;  and  not  allowed  to  eat  what  I  like,  because  it 
will  hurt  my  complexion  and  make  me  bunchy; 
and  obliged  to  sit  still  while  Susette  pulls  my 
hair,  and  makes  it  look  like  a  mop;  and  to  dress 
up,  and  to  take  dancing  lessons,  and  then  when 
Sunday  comes,  I  can't  even  go  to  Mass  without 
your  worrying  me  to  death  dressing  me  in  all 
sorts  of  fidfads,  instead  of  letting  me  be  just  com- 
fortable like  my  cousin  Clara." 

"  I  doesn't  do  it,  chile ;  it's  your  mar.  She's  one 
of  the  rich  quality,  you  know,  and  she  hev  to  keep 
up  to  what  she's  larnt.  Your  cousin  Clara's  mar 
is  a  lady  born,  that's  a  fac' !  but  they's  pore,  and  can't 
'ford  to  be  'stravagant  like  us,"  replied  nurse  Bar- 
bara, as  she  slipped  the  elastic  string  of  Edyth's 
hat  under  the  cloud  of  loose  flaxen  curls  that  fell  in 
glossy  profusion  over  her  neck  and  shoulders. 

"And  I  wish,  too,  that  Natalie  could  teach  me  in- 
stead of  Miss  Arnold." 

"G'long,  chile,  you's  all  ready  now,"  said  Barbara, 
placing  her  brown  hands  upon  her  hips  and  looking 
with  the  inborn  admiration  of  her  race  for  beauti- 
ful things,  at  Edyth,  who  was  lovely  indeed,  in  her 
becoming  attire,  for  nature  had  done  much  for  her, 
independent  of  such  aids.  Flushed  and  angry, 
she  made  no  answer,  but  ran  down  the  broad  stair- 
case, unobservant  of  the  spice  of  sarcasm  in  nurse 
Barbara's  speech ;  out  through  the  hall,  down  the 
marble  steps,  and  sprang  into  the  carriage,  beside 
her  mother.  And  so  the  two  rolled  away  in  the 
luxurious  carriage,  to  be  present  at  the  Holy  Sacri- 
fice of  the  Altar — in  what  spirit,  our  readers  may 
understand — while  old  Barbara  gathered  up  the 
garments  scattered  over  the  floor,  shrewdly  wonder- 
ing "  if  Miss'  Weston  ever  'spected  to  make  her 
darter  a  good  Chrestian  that  'arway?"  But  the 
problem  was  too  tough  for  her;  she  only  knew  that 
the  present  Mrs.  Weston  was  very  different  from 
her  master's  first  wife ;  and  that  her  daughter,  who 


was  then  finishing  her  education  at  the  convent 
school,  was  like  her  own  dead  mother,  and  not 
spoilt  and  ill-trained  like  her  step-sister,  Edyth. 
She  many  a  time  felt  sorry  for  the  child.  "  They 
ain't  satisfied  " — she  often  thought — "  to  let  the  gal 
grow,  but  they  fo'ces  her  jest  like  they  does  the 
strawberries  and  flowers  in  the  hot-house.  I  ain't 
gotnolarnin*, but  I  got  sense  'miff  to  see  that;  and 
I  think  it's  a  sin  and  a  shame  to  spile  God  A'migh- 
ty's  purty  work  that  way.  But  them  sort  o'  white 
folks  don't  know  nothinV 

Barbara  could  only  take  it  out  in  thinking ;  there 
was  nothing  she  could  do  to  help  matters,  but  she 
occasionally  relieved  her  rnind  by  giving  vent  to 
obscure  and  sarcastic  speeches  of  a  sort  like  those 
related.  We  will  leave  her  now,  to  tell  you  some- 
thing of  the  people  to  whom  we  have  already  intro- 
duced you,  and  of  some  others  who,  being  also  Cath- 
olics, developed  in  their  characters  the  beautiful 
fruits  of  those  graces  which  are  bestowed  upon  the 
faithful  observers  of  their  Holy  Faith. 

Mr.  Weston  was  a  banker  of  enormous  wealth, 
whose  energies,  ever  since  his  earliest  manhood, 
had  been  absorbed  by  a  greed  for  accumulating 
money.  He  had  come  from  his  country  home  to  the 

city  of ,  when  he  was  a  lad  of  fifteen,  with  five 

dollars  in  his  pocket ;  and  succeeded,  after  repeated 
efforts  to  obtain  employment,  in  being  engaged  as 
errand-boy  in  a  store,  where  he  gained  by  industry, 
and  a  regular,  honest  attention  to  his  duties,  the 
good  will  of  his  employer.  After  a  few  years  this 
gentleman's  health  obliged  him  to  retire  from  busi- 
ness and  go  abroad,  and  he  recommended  in  strong 
terms  his  young  clerk  to  a  banking-house  in  which 
a  friend  of  his  own  was  senior  partner,  and  Caleb 
Weston  was  appointed  "runner"  in  place  of 
one  who  was  just  promoted.  Living  frugally, 
permitting  himself  no  indulgences  of  any  sort, 
shrewdly  attentive  to  the  interests  of  his  em- 
ployers, punctual,  alert,  and  honest  in  all  his 
dealings,  it  would  have  been  strange  had  he  not 
made  his  way  upward  in  the  life  so  perfectly  con- 
sonant with  his  inclinations ;  at  last,  like  all  men 
of  one  idea,  he  found  success  and  was  taken  into 
partnership,  his  perfect  acquaintance  with  the  bus- 
iness being  more  valuable  capital  than  the  few 
thousands  he  had  scraped  together  and  now  threw 
into  the  firm  as  a  nucleus  around  which,  he  had 
made  up  his  mind,  should  gather  a  princely  fortune. 
Caleb  Weston  belonged  to  no  sect  or  creed;  relig- 
ion was  a  thing  entirely  outside  his  world ;  and  if 
brought  in  contact  squarely  with  the  subject,  he 
regarded  it  as  an  amiable  sort  of  system,  so  far  as 
he  understood  it ;  but  not  being  able  to  bring  it 
down  to  a  tangible  calculation,  or  manipulate  it  by 
rules  of  algebra,  or  finger  it  in  the  shape  of  coupons, 
bonds,  bank  notes,  gold,  silver  or  certificates  of 
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stock,  he  did  not  think  it  worth  considering ;  in 
fact  he  looked  upon  any  attention  given  to  the  sub- 
ject as  wasted  time. 

The  only  spot  left  uncrusted  by  greed  of  gold  in 
this  man's  heart  during  all  these  years  of  indefati- 
gable struggle  for  success,  and  which  showed  that  it 
was  human  in  its  instincts,  was  his  constancy  to  an 
old  schoolmate  in  his  native  village,  a  penniless  girl, 
with  whom  he  used  to  share  his  apples  and  chest- 
nuts., and  pulled  home  on  his  rough  sled  when  the 
ground  was  covered  with  snow.  Like  himself,  Ce- 
cilia Reid  was  poor,  but  she  was  a  Catholic;  he,  a 
dependant  on  relations  whose  circumstances  were 
far  from  being  prosperous,  was  nothing;  nobody 
cared,  and  none  of  them  had  time,  even  had  they 
known  how,  to  give  him  the  simplest  rudiments  of  a 
Christian  education,  and  so  he  had  drifted  out  into 
the  great  world  and  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Mam- 
mon. She,  Cecilia  Reid,  was  sorry  to  part  with  her 
old  school-comrade,  who  had  always  been  kind  to 
her,  and  whom  nobody  else  liked ;  and  as  the  months 
and  years  passed  by  without  his  coining  back,  or 
writing  to  anyone,  she  concluded  that  he  had  for- 
gotten them  all ;  and,  having  her  own  work  in  life 
to  do,  she  ceased  even  to  wonder  what  had  become 
of  him.  She  belonged  to  one  of  those  old  South  of 
Maryland  families  who  came  over  with  Lord  Balti- 
more, and  received  grants  of  land  from  him  for 
their  services  in  the  colony — who  were  rich,  and 
and  kept  great  state  for  two  or  three  generations, 
until  the  possessions  began  to  diminish,  and  grew 
less  from  decade  to  decade;  until  the  last  of  them, 
Cecilia's  father  and  his  children,  were  penniless, 
bereft  of  all  except  their  old  honorable  name,  and 
that  which  was  inestimable  above  everything,  their 
faith — to  which  from  generation  to  generation  the 
race  had  clung  through  evil  as  well  as  good  report, 
and  in  whose  blessed  sign  they  had  passed  from 
earth  to  heaven.  And  at  length  these  passed  away 
also,  leaving  only  this  fragile  girl,  without  means, 
or  friends  who  could  assist  her,  to  battle  as  bravely 
as  she  might  with  adversity  and  trial.  With  a  break- 
ing heart,  she  confided  herself  with' simple  faith  to 
the  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  took  up 
her  cross  without  murmur,  as  her  dear  Lord  had 
done  before  her,  relying  on  the  promises  of  Him 
who  delared  that  He  would  be  the  Father  of  the 
orphan. 

Caleb  Weston  was  thirty  years  old  before  he 
took  breath  and  time  from  his  money-getting  to 
look  around  himself  and  realize  the  fact  that  he 
was  solitary  and  needed  domestic  companionship 
in  a  home  of  his  own  after  the  toils  of  business. 
The  thought  haunted  him  like  a  pleasant  dream 
for  some  time,  and  he  began  to  wonder  where 
Cecilia  Reid  might  be,  and  if  she  remembered 
him.  He  knew  that  she  had  been  raised  in  se- 


verely economical  habits,  and  would,  far  from 
wasting  his  substance,  if  he  married  her,  be  a  help 
to  him,  by  managing  his  domestic  concerns,  in 
which  there  were  leaks  he  could  neither  under- 
stand  nor  stop,  while  at  the  same  time  he  would 
have  the  only  companionship  he  cared  for.  Not 
that  he  meant  to  be  parsimonious  with  his  wife: 
for  it  would  reflect  upon  him,  and  throw  a  sort  of 
discredit  on  his  prosperity  for  her  not  to  appear 
and  live  as  other  ladies  did,  but  it  would  have  to 
be  in  moderation.  He  took  his  sister — whose  hus- 
band had  settled  in  the  same  city — into  his  coun- 
sels so  far  as  to  tell  her  that  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  marry,  and  ask  her  advice  as  to  what 
preparations  he  had  best  make.  The  result  was 
that  he  rented  a  more  commodious  and  modern 
house  than  the  den  he  had  lived  in  so  long,  which 
was  in  an  obscure  street;  and  in  a  nice  quarter  of 
the  city,  which,  assisted  by  his  sister's  good  taste, 
he  furnished  handsomely  for  the  bride  whom  he 
hoped  soon  to  bring  into  it.  Then,  when  every- 
thing was  ready,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that 
Cecilia  Reid  may  have  forgotten  him,  or  married 
some  one  else,  or  perhaps  be  dead.  His  sister — 
Mrs.  Waite — never  dreamed  but  that  all  the  pre- 
liminaries of  his  intended  marriage  had  been  ar- 
ranged in  the  usual  way ;  and  if  the  methodical 
man  of  business  had  told  her  that  he  did  not  even 
know  whether  the  lady  were  living,  dead,  or 
married,  she  would  have  felt  some  natural  appre- 
hensions of  his  sanity.  Caleb  Weston's  avarice 
and  his  business  now  sunk  to  a  secondary  place 
in  his  thoughts;  he  mentioned  his  dilemma  to  no 
one,  but  telling  his  sister  that  he  had  to  go  out  of 
town  for  a  day  or  two,  he  posted  without  delay 
to  the  little  village  nestling  amongst  the  hills 
of  North  Maryland  to  see  whether  it  was  weal 
or  woe  that  he  should  find.  To  his  deep  joy  he 
learned  that  Cecilia  Reid  was  living  and  well, 
and  that  she  was  engaged  in  teaching  in  the  fam- 
ily of  Ex-Governor  Osborne,  whose  country-seat, 
Ravenwold,  was  five  miles  off.  They  told  him,  too, 
that  she  had  grown  to  a  beautiful  womanhood, 
and  was  beloved  by  everyone,  rich  and  poor,  for 
her  virtues.  He  learned  these  particulars  more  in 
detail  afterwards  from  the  good  old  Catholic  pas- 
tor, who  had  a  small  congregation  in  the  village, 
and  who  had  known  Cecilia  and  her  parents  all 
their  lives,  and  who  hoped  in  his  heart  that  the 
inquiries  made  by  this  grave,  gentlemanly  man, 
presaged  some  good  for  the  brave,  pious,  gentle 
girl. 

Caleb  "Weston  thanked  Father  Ryan  for  his  in- 
formation, without  making  himself  known  to  him ; 
then  he  hired  a  light  wagon  and  drove  without 
delay  to  "Ravenwold,"  where  he  was  welcomed 
by  his  old  favorite — after  she  made  out  who  he 
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was — as  a  brother.  He  questioned  her:  and  she 
told  him,  be l ween  smiles  and  tears,  of  her  past, 
then  reminded  him  of  this  and  that  incident  of 
their  school  days,  until  the  man  found  his  cold, 
calculating  self  thawing  in  the  sunshine  of  a  na- 
ture more  exalted  and  pure  than  his  own,  and  he 
•was  almost  tempted  to  imagine  that  his  life  here- 
tofore had  been  as  unreal  as  it  had  been  joyless. 
Before  they  parted  he  told  her  what  had  brought 
him  there.  After  her  first  surprise,  Cecilia  Keid 
did  not  pain  him  by  a  brusque  refusal,  but  gently 
and  gravely  reminded  him  that  although  they  had 
known  each  other  as  children,  the  long  time  be- 
tween then  and  now  had  in  reality  made  them 
strangers  to  each  other. 

"I  am  not  so  good  as  you  are,"  he  answered, 
hurt  at  her  hesitation;  "but  I  hare  nothing  to  be 
ashamed  of  in  my  career.  I  have  won  an  inde- 
pendent position,  and  ana  able  to  take  care  of  rny 
wife  when  I  marry." 

"But  marriage  is  a  serious  business,  and  I  was 
not  thinking  of  your  worldly  affairs,  Caleb — there 
are  other  things  to  be  considered  when  two  people 
risk  their  earthly  happiness,  and  perhaps  their 
very  hereafter,  by  entering  a  state  which  you  know 
we  Catholics  consider  indissoluble." 

"I  should  never  interfere  with  the  religious 
faith  of  my  wife  or  family.  I  have  no  belief  my- 
self— perhaps  I  am  passively  an  infidel — not  from 
conviction,  but  because  I  never  give  such  matters 
as  creed  and  dogma  the  least  consideration.  I 
have  no  time  for  such  things,  and  yet — strangely 
as  it  may  sound — I  would  not  marry  an  irrelig- 
ious, worldly-minded  woman  if  she  had  the  world 
in  her  sling.  I  want  a  home,  and  I  want  a  wife 
who  can  make  my  home  the  one  sacred,  happy, 
restful  refuge  that  I  have  on  earth.  That  is  the 
reason  I  have  left  my  affairs  down  yonder,  and 
come  up  here  among  the  hills  to  find  you,  and 
place  my  happiness,  hopes,  and  future  in  your 
hands." 

'•I  must  Ihink  it  over;  I  must  take  it  to  my 
Blessed  Mother  for  guidance,  Caleb;  you  know 
that  she  has  been  the  star  of  my  life's  troubled 
sea,"  said  the  young  girl,  lowering  her  eyes  to 
conceal  the  tears  that  filled  them:  "I  never  take 
any  step  without  going  to  her." 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  take  comfort  in  such  a  be- 
lief, but  I  hope  you  may  not  be  induced  by  any 
phantasm  of  your  imagination  to  cast  me  off! 
And  I  must  tell  you  that  my  business  affairs  exact 
almost  my  entire  attention;  even  now,  but  for  the 
great  hope  I  have,  I  could  not  lose  a  day." 

"And  are  you  so  swallowed  up  by  worldly  inter- 
ests as  all  that?"  she  asked,  with  a  look  of  sad 
wonder  in  her  eyes.  "  Now  I  see  indeed  that  you 
need  help." 


"Yes,  I  need  help;  and  I  want  no  help  but  yours. 
I  will  come  again  to-morrow;  I  must  hurry  back," 
he  said,  looking  at  his  watch :  "  I  have  to  dispatch 
some  letters  by  the  evening  mail,  to — to  the  firm 
which  employs  me."  Then  he  wrung  her  hand  and 
drove  off,  leaving  Cecilia  astonished  and  bewil- 
dered at  the  sudden  change  that  had  come  into 
her  life,  filling  her  with  uncertainty,  and  almost 
dread;  she  went  out  upon  the  lawn,  and  seek- 
ing her  favorite  seat,  shaded  and  sheltered  from 
observation  by  a  beautiful  growth  of  old  trees  and 
shrubbery,  she  threw  herself  upon  the  rustic  bench, 
to  think  it  all  over,  and  go  over  her  rosary,  before 
she  returned  to  the  bustle  of  the  school-room. 

[TO  BE  COWT1SCED.} 


Saint  Stephen. 

O  captain  of  the  martyr  host! 

O  peerless  in  renown ! 
Hot  from  the  fading  flowers  of  earth 

Weare  we  for  tbee  a  crown. 

The  stones  that  smote  thee,  in  thy  blood 

Made  beauteous  and  divine, 
All  in  a  halo  heavenly  bright 

About  thy  temples  shine. 

The  scars  upon  thy  sacred  brow 
Throw  beams  of  glory  round; 

The  splendors  of  thy  bruised  face 
The  very  sun  confound. 

Oh,  earliest  victim  sacrificed, 

And  to  thy  Victim  Lord, 
Oh,  earliest  witness  to  the  faith 

Of  thy  Incarnate  God! 

Thou  to  the  heavenly  Canaan  first 
Through  the  Red  Sea  didst  go! 

And  to  the  martyrs'  countless  host 
Their  path  of  glory  show. 

Erewhile  a  servant  of  the  poor, 
Now  at  the  Lamb's  High  Feast, 

In  blood-empurpled  robe  arrayed, 
A  welcome  nuptial  guest! 

To  Jesus  born  of  Virgin  bright 

Praise  with  the  Father  be; 
Praise  to  the  Spirit  Paraclete 

Through  all  eternity. 


Stigmatism  and  Miracles. 

The  CatJtolic  Standard  quotes  from  the  Balti- 
more Katholische  Volkszeitung  the  following  list  of 
holy  persons  of  this  nineteenth  century  whose  faith 
and  love  for  Our  Blessed  Redeemer  have  been  re- 
warded with  the  marks  of  His  Sacred  Wounds  : 

1.  Maria  Louise  Biagini,  born  March  14,  1770,  at 
Lucca;  dLed  1811. 


Ave   Maria. 
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2.  Maria  Josepha  Rumi,  born  February  20,  1763,  at 
Wolcrass,  (Switzerland);  (;ied  1824. 

3.  Anna  Katheriua  Emmerich,  bora  September  8, 
1744,  at  Flamske  (Germany);  died  1824. 

4.  Bernard  of  the  Cross,  born  August  31,  1830,  at 
Bordeaux;  died  1847. 

5.  Maria  Dominica  Lnzzari,  born  March  16,  1815,  at 
Capriani  (Tyrol);  died  1848. 

6.  Maria  Rosa  Adrian!,  born  January  22,  1786,  at 
Francavilla  (Italy);  died  1848. 

7.  Bertina  Bougmillon,  born  ,  1800,  St.  Omers; 

died  1850. 

8.  Maria  Von  More,  born  October  16, 1812,  at  Ralteru 
(Tyrol);  died  1868. 

9  Maria  Concetta  Saracens,  born  December  8, 1823, 
at  Rome;  died  February,  1871. 

10.  Crescentia  Nicklutsch,  born  June  16,  1816,  at 
Cana  (Tyrol);  died  1835. 

11.  Dorothea  Visser,  born ,  1820,  at  Gendringen 

(Holland). 

12.  Palma  of  Oria,  born  March  31, 1825,  near  Naples; 
still  living. 

13.  Helena  of  Bolawatta,  born  November,  1848,  in 
the  East  Indies;  still  living. 

14.  Sister  Esperanza  of  Jesus,  born  1835,  at  Quebec, 
Canada;  still  living. 

15.  Melanie  of  La  Salette,  Darlington,  England;  still 
living. 

The  Standard  says : — "  Sister  Esperanza,  the  four- 
teenth, in  our  list,  takes  no  food  except  a  few  drops 
of  wine ;  and  when  her  wounds  bleed  there  gushes 
forth  not  only  blood,  but  also  water,  which  spread 
a  wonderful  fragrance  through  the  room,  perfum- 
ing even  the  dresses  of  persons  present." 

With  respect  to  Sister  Esperanza,  or,  rather,  Soeur 
de  VEsperance  de  Jesus,  the  Standard  is  somewhat 
misinformed.  She  was  professed  as  a  lay-Sister ; 
but  afterwards,  when  Our  Divine  Lord  had  so  mar- 
vellously favored  her,  she  was  received  among  the 
choir-Sisters,  at  the  express  desire  of  Monseigneur 
Guiges,  late  Bishop  of  the  capital  of  the  Dominion, 
Ottawa.  The  holy  Sister  is  now  in  the  Grey  Nuns, 
Convent  of  that  city,  where  we  have  seen  and  spoken 
with  her.  She  keeps  her  hands  half-covered  with 
white  bands,  and  the  linen  on  the  forehead  low 
clown,  in  order  to  conceal  her  mysterious  gifts;  for 
there  are  wounds  across  the  forehead  as  well  as  in 
the  hands,  side  and  feet.  On  Fridays  those  wounds 
grow  dark  and  full  of  blood,  and  from  twelve  o'clock 
until  three  she  suffers  painful  tortures.  We  were 
informed  by  a  lady  that  the  blood  does  not  actually 
flow  at  any  time  from  the  stigmata.  The  same 
authority  told  us  of  a  further  wonderful  privilege 
enjoyed  by  this  favored  spouse  of  Jesus.  Between 
her  shoulders,  on  the  back,  there  is  a  perfect  cross, 
which  fills  with  water,  as  if  a  cruciform  blister  had 
been  laid  upon  the  cuticle.  This  water  is  of  most 
exquisite  odor,  far  surpassing  the  most  delicate 
Bouquet  of  violets;  the  chapel  becomes  filled  with 


this  heavenly  perfume  the  moment  she  enters  it. 

She  falls  into  ecstasy  very  frequently,  and  tells 
things  of  wondrous  beauty.  She  takes  white 
doves  in  her  arms,  and  offers  them  to  her  compan- 
ions, laughing  with  joy;  mysterious  flowers  are 
upon  her  path,  angels  hover  near  her,  and  their 
charming  canticles  entrance  her  soul. 

She  is  the  very  soul  of  childish  simplicity;  Jesus 
is  to  her  always  Le  Petit  Jesus, — the  "  Little  Jesus." 
"I  will  go  and  ask  my  little  Jesus  for  it."  "My 
little  Jesus  granted  me  my  petition," — "  My  little 
Jesus  will  give  it  to  me."  These  are  her  constant 
words.  The  same  intense  faith  and  confiding  love 
is  carried  into  every  action  of  her  life.  Often  she 
will  crown  St.  Joseph's  statue  with  flowers  and 
trim  the  lamp  before  his  shrine  in  order  to  obtain 
some  favor.  Just  as  an  innocent  child,  she  gets 
impatient  sometimes,  and  has  been  heard  alone  in 
the  chapel  saying,  with  charming  sincerity: — 
"Now  my  dear  father,  St.  Joseph,  I  have  kept 
your  crown  on  and  your  lamp  burning  more  than 
a  week  and  you  haven't  granted  my  prayer  yet. 
Well,  I  will  wait  till  to-morrow;  then  I  know  what 
I  shall  do!  I'll  take  the  crown  away,  and  put  out 
the  lamp."  Her  "clear  father,  St.  Joseph,"  never 
is  displeased  at  his  child :  for  she  obtains,  through 
his  glorious  intercession,  great  favors  for  herself 
and  others.  As  to  MARY,  she  is  her  MOTHER — an 
admirable  and  intense  reality  of  confiding  love, 
surpassing  every  cold  form  of  ordinary  affection. 

Extraordinary  things  are  told  of  this  child  of 
sublime  communiugs;  all  easily  proven.  One 
day  she  met  a  good  French  priest,  who  had  a  sister 
a  religieuse  in  a  convent  in  France. 

"Monpere,"  said  she,  "when  did  you  hear  from 
your  sister?" 

"Two  months  ago,  ma  Soeur,"  answered  he, 
much  surprised,  for  he  was  but  little  acquainted 
with  Saur  de  VEsperance. 

"Was  she  well,  then?"  asked  she. 

"Perfectly  so,"  replied  the  Father. 

"Well,  mon  pere,  she  is  very  ill, — stay  till  to- 
morrow morning  and  say  Mass  here  for  her." 

The  priest  had  intended  to  depart  for  his  coun- 
try mission  that  afternoon,  but  was  so  struck  by 
the  nun's  manner  that  he  resolved  to  do  as  she 
said. 

In  the  morning  the  sacristan  was  putting  out 
the  white  vestments.  The  feast  was  of  a  confessor 
and  a  semi-double. 

"Sister,"  said  she,  "may  the  priest  have  black 
vestments  to-day?" 

"Yes,  certainly,"  replied  the  sacristan. 

"Weil,  put  out  the  black  vestments:  Pere 

will  say  a  Requiem  Mass." 

When  the  priest  came  into  the  cham 
for  the  white  vestments.    The  sacris)!an/6ld  him 


</Lve  Maria* 


what  Sccur  de  I'Esperance  had  said.  Without  a 
word  he  said  a  Mass  de  requiem  for  the  repose  of 
his  sister's  soul.  After  the  Holy  Sacrifice  the  Sis- 
ter met  him  with  a  smile : 

"Well,"  said  she,  "are  you  not  very  happy?" 

"  Certainly,  ma  Sceur,  after  the  great  privilege  of 
receiving  my  God,"  answered  the  priest. 

"Ah,  yes, — for  that  of  course;  but  are  you  not 
very  happy  because  your  sister's  soul  went  to 
heaven  this  morning?" 

"I  offered  the  Holy  Sacrifice  for  her  soul,"  an- 
swered the  priest,  in  a  voice  broken  with  emotion. 

"Your  sister's  soul  is  in  heaven;  O  what  a 
morning  for  her ! — what  a  joyful  morning !  "  And 
she  turned  away,  repeating  to  herself,  over  and 
over  again,  "What  a  happy  morning  for  her! 
what  a  joyful  morning!" 

A  month  afterwards  the  priest  received  a  letter 
from  France  narrating  the  holy  and  edifying  death 
of  his  sister  at  her  convent;  and,  allowing  for  the 
difference  of  time,  she  had  just  expired,  in  Europe 
as  he  had  commenced  the  Mass  de  Requiem  in 
America. 

Her  actions  and  words  when  in  her  ecstasy  are 
all  being  carefully  recorded,  and  will  one  day  ed- 
ify thousands  of  believers  with  the  details  of  a 
beautiful  and  saintly  existence.  Scoffers  and  in- 
fidels may  sneer,  but  the  ways  of  God  are  for  the 
humble  and  for  the  simple.  "  He  hath  cast  the 
proud  down  from  their  high  places  and  exalted 
the  humble !  "  exclaims  the  Queen  of  Heaven  and 
earth.  Let  the  faithful  thank  God  for  such 
glimpses  of  the  wonderful  operations  of  grace  in  I 
the  soul.  As  for  the  rest  of  the  world :  there  is  no 
use  arguing  about  colors  with  a  blind  man. 


A  Vigil. 

TO    THE    MEMORY  OF  REV.  N.  H.  GILLESPIE,  C.  S.  C. 

Bright  arc  the  stars  in  the  blue  arch  above, 

While  we  keep  in  Loreto  a  vigil  of  love 

And  vigil  of  hope;  while  Faith  strong  and  true 

Sheds  o'er  the  scene  a  heavenly  hue, 

A  mystical  glow  of  empyreal  light        - 

Making  earth's  shadows  effulgently  bright, 

Shedding  a  halo  of  glory  around 

This  loved,  honored  form,  which,  in  silence  profound, 

Lies,  in  priestly  array,  calm  in  his  sleep — 

While  Faith,  Hope,  and  Love  their  vigil  doth  keep; 

And  Loreto^  bright  angels  are  clustering  here, 

For  the  sleeper  to  Jesus  and  Mary  is  dear. 

Those  lips,  now  so  silent,  in  sweetest  accord 
Have  chanted  the  praises  of  Jesus,  Our  Lord; 
To  those  motionless  hands  it  has  daily  been  given 
To  offer  the  "Holy  of  Holies"  to  Heaven, 
And  to  nourish  the  pure  and  penitent  good 
With  the  "  Panis  Angelicas,"  mystical  Food. 
See,  how  those  consecrate  fingers  now  twine 


Round  the  chalice  so  oft  tinged  with  mystical  wine 

OT  Christ's  Precious  Blood — oh,  joyful  thought ! 

What  blessings  to  us  these  dear  hands  have  brought! 

Still  is  that  heart  that  throbbed  with  devotion, 

With  filial  love  and  kindest  emotion ; 

Still  are  those  feet  that  so  faithfully  trod 

The  path  of  obedience  that  leadeth  to  God; 

Closed  are  those  eyes  oft  bright  with  the  fire 

That  Faith  and  true  zeal  alone  can  inspire; 

Gone — gone — are  the  gifts  so  joyfully  spent 

In  the  service  of  Jesus;  the  jewels  God  lent 

He  has  taken  again,  and  left  us  to  keep 

In  Loreto  our  vigil.    Tet  why  should  we  weepf 

Those  gifts  to  the  Giver  were  cheerfully  given, 

Those  jewels  are  safe  in  the  treas'ry  of  heaven. 

And  this  loved  silent  one  there  will  regain 

All  his  treasures,  forever  and  e'er  to  retain. 

Then  let  every  heart  be  hopeful  and  bright 

While  vigil  we  keep  in  Loreto  to-night; 

Let  Faith,  Hope  and  Love,  cheer  sorrowing  hearts, 

While  Mary  her  sweet  benediction  imparts, 

And  Loreto's  bright  angels  join  in  joyfully  keeping 

Bright  watch  o'er  God's  priest  so  peacefully  sleeping, 

In  the  home  of  his  choice,  more  dear  than  all  other, 

As  like  to  the  home  of  Jesu's  pure  Mother. 

Yes,  light  many  tapers — scatter  sweet  flower* — 

Preciously  rich  are  those  calm  silent  hours 

Of  vigil  near  one  whose  priestly  hands  hold 

Sacrificial  chalice  and  paten  of  gold. 

The  chalice  is  empty,  the  Sacrifice  o'er, 

He  makes  his  thanksgiving  on  Eternity's  shore. 

ST.  MART'S,  Nov.,  12,  1874. 


Perpetual  Adoration  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


In  the  beautiful  Church  of  St.  Matthew,  at  Washing- 
ton, this  devotion  commences  at  six  o'clock  on  the 
morning  of  the  first  Friday  of  the  month,  and  contin- 
ues during  the  day  without  intermission,  for  twelve 
hours, — twelve  hours  of  perpetual  adoration  before  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 

In  the  autumn,  while  the  mist  yet  lingers  over  this 
stately  city  like  some  dark  funeral  pall,  the  aged,  the 
gay,  youth  and  manhood,  rich  and  poor,  all  the  va- 
ried phases  of  this  frail  human  life,  may  be  seen  wend- 
ing their  quiet  way  to  beautiful  St.  Matthew's. 

As  we  join  the  throng  and  enter  the  portal,  a  morn- 
ing hymn  from  fresh  young  voices  steals  through  the 
open  windows  and  out  in  the  bright  sunshine, praying, 
pleading,  imploring;  and  we  catch  the  burden  of  their 
refrain : 

"  Oh!  Sacred  Heart  we  Thee  adore, 

Oh!  make  us  love  Thee  more  and  more, 
while    the  solemn  voices    of   the    officiating  priests 
chant  the  anthems  ever  ancient,  ever  new — the  old, 
old  liturgy  of  the  Mass. 

Almost  all  within  the  church  kneel  to  receive  Holy 
Communion,  humbly,  lovingly,  hopefully,  with  all  the 
fervor  of  our  souls  awakened  by  the  low  mild  music 
of  the  Communion  hymn— now  glad  ard  joyous,  now 
weird  and  sad. 


Av&  Maria. 


Stealing  through  the  stained  glass  windows,  the 
morning  sunlight  paints  a  shadow  on  chancel,  aisle, 
and  dome,  flooding  the  holy  place,  quiet  enough  now, 
with  clouds  of  scarlet,  of  purple  and  of  gold,  that  drift 
by  like  the  light  of  angels'  eyes  upon  this  sad  and 
beautiful  world. 

In  the  glow  of  rich  autumnal  sunshine,  through  the 
busy  hours  of  the  day,  we  kneel  with  contrite  hearts 
in  the  living  presence  of  God,  with  sorrowful  remorse 
for  the  sins  and  shortcomings  of  our  frail  nature,  with 
memories  of  passionate  joys  and  griefs  that  rise  out  of 
their  shadowy  graves,  now  alike  calm  and  sad,  or  plead- 
ing before  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  for  the  souls  of 
the  faithful  departed. 

The  silvery  glow  of  the  waxen  tapers,  the  faint  deli- 
cate perfume  of  flowers  and  incense,  yet  linger  around 
the  church;  as  the  sunlight  dances  on  the  walls  and 
over  the  high  altar  and  down  on  the  kneeling  worship- 
pers, we  enter  the  stately  church  again  for  the  Bene- 
diction of  the  Blessed  Sacramnt — to  receive  the  per- 
sonal blessing  of  Our  Lord. 

The  day  is  fading  as  we  ascend  the  steps  and  pause 
to  listen  to  the  solemn  sound  of  the  Angelas  as  it  booms 
from  the  spire  of  St.  Aloysius',  announcing  to  the 
waiting  world  the  close  of  day;  the  warning  voice  is 
caught  from  church  to  church,  and  peals  from  every 
chapel  throughout  the  beautiful  city.  Ah!  well  does 
the  scene  and  time  awaken  the  echo  of  the  poet's 
exquisite  lines  at  this  fair  hour: 
"Ave  Maria!  blessed  be  the  hour, 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower." 

As  we  pass  down  the  aisle  and  kneel  in  the  light  of 
the  sanctuary  lamp,  the  shadows  stealing  through  the 
sacred  edifice  shroud  the  altar,  the  priest  and  people, 
in  the  deep  gloom  of  the  coming  night. 

So  hushed!  so  still!  the  silence  almost  breathless  as 
the  solemn  shades  gather — wooing  earnest,  heartfelt 
prayer,  and  thoughts  of  heaven,  we, leave  outside  our 
hopes  and  cares,  our  joys  and  sorrows,  and  kneel  with 
that  rapt  devotion  which  comes  over  us  all  sometimes — 
too  deep  for  words — too  deep  for  tears, — oh,  then  is  it 
a  glimpse  of  heaven  to  live  and  to  kneel  in  the  calm 
radiance  of  the  ever  burning  sanctuary  lamp. 

That  beautiful  painting  of  the  Sacred  Heart  glows 
like  burnished  gold,  for  around  and  just  above  the 
crowned  head,  waxen  tapers  cast  their  silvery  light 
upon  the  loving  eyes  that  seem  to  rebuke  us  for  our 
wayward  passions,  and  to  mark  the  constancy  of  the 
lights  that  burn  brightly  in  the  morning,  faint  and  pale 
at  noonday,  and  now  are  shining  with  the  calm  radi- 
ance of  the  stars  on  southern  nights. 

We  are  quiet  and  still,  as  the  shadows  steal  over  the 
clouds  above  the  altar,  and  down  the  spacious  aisles, 
and'up  into  the  choir, — and  the  Sacred  Heart  seems 
even  more  natural,  more  life-like,  when  the  sunlight 
has  faded  in  the  west,  and  through  an  open  window 
the  evening  star  looks  lovingly  down  on  the  peace  and 
holy  calm  within  this  stately  church. 

All  kneel  as  priests  and  acolytes  surround  the  base 


of  the  altar,  and  the  plaintive  music  of  the  0  Salutaris 
Hostia  comes  floating  through  the  church,  growing 
in  force  and  depth,  till  the  dome  and  choir  tremble. 

From  the  breathless  silence  that  follows,  the  solemn 
voice  of  the  aged  priest  kneeling  at  the  altar  echoes 
through  the  church,  reciting  the  Act  of  our  Consecra- 
tion to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  pleading  for  us,  im- 
ploring pardon  and  oblivion  for  our  past  offences. 

Sweet  voices  now  take  up  the  strain  of  the  solemn 
J'antum  Ergo  from  the  lips  of  the  officiating  priest, 
and  we  listen  quietly;  and  the  voices  float  up  through 
the  dome,  and,  as  we  imagine,  away  above  the  stars, 
or  gather  around  the  Throne  in  heaven,  burdened  with 
our  supplications. 

The  whole  scene  is  so  beautiful — the  brilliantly  il- 
luminated church,  the  priests  and  acolytes,  the  fair 
flowers,  the  clouds  of  incense  that  linger  around  the 
altar,  the  strange,  sweet  music,  the  silence,  the  devout 
worshippers — that  we  forget  the  world,  its  joys  and 
sorrows,  its  sunshine  and  shadows,  its  lights  and  shades, 
kneeling  at  the  solemn  Benediction  hour  in  this 
beautiful  Church  of  St.  Matthew.  The  sweet  music 
dies  away,  and  only  low,  soft  strains  glide  through  the 
aisles — gentle  and  noiseless  as  the  flutter  of  angels' 
wings — as  the  sound  of  the  silvery  bell  floats  through 
the  church  and  slowly,  softly  dies  away:  every  knee  is 
bent  and  every  head  bowed  before  the  loved  Christ 
smiling  with  loving  Benediction  on  our  frail  humanity. 

A  few  moments  of  profound  silence,  and  the  perpet- 
ual adoration  of  the  day  is  past. 

The  long  train  of  priests  and  acolytes  leaves  the 
altar,  and  slowly  files  out  of  the  sancuary;  the  sexton 
comes  again  to  extinguish  the  lights,  and  as  we  go  out 
into  the  night  and  look  up  at  the  crescent  moon  and 
bright  stars  we  cannot  help  thinking  how  near  we  have 
been  to  heaven. 

Yes  the  quiet  stars  shine  above  us  like  angels'  eyes, 
and  we  rejoice  to  think  they  will  linger  over  the  church 
all  through  the  silent  night,  and  always  burn  in  perpet- 
ual adoration  before  the  SACRED  HEART  OF  JESUS. 

DELL. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

[From  our  own  Correspondent.] 

ROME,  December  21, 1874. 

REV.  EDITOR: — You  will,  no  doubt,  be  pleased 
to  hear  again  concerning  your  good  friend,  Mgr. 
M erode.  Among  the  many  good  deeds  performed 
by  him  whilst  yet  upon  this  earth,  I  will  at  pres- 
ent speak  only  of  what  he  has  accomplished  in 
regard  to  the  scientific  and  literary  education  of 
the  youth  of  Rome,  which  before  the  invasion  had, 
as  you  well  know,  been  the  great  seat  of  learning. 
But  the  new-comers  have  made  every  possible  effort 
to  do  away  with  all  Catholic  instruction. 

Mgr.  Merode  has  left  an  imperishable  monu- 
ment to  his  memory  in  the  city  of  Rome.  While 
yet  alive,  his  Eminence  had  established  in  the 
Altempo  Palace,  near  the  Roman  Seminary,  a 
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Catholic  Uuiversit}',  together  with  an  Academy  of 
Literature;  and  in  his  will  he  bestowed  upon  this 
establishment  all  the  necessary  revenues  to  con- 
tinue it  after  his  death.  Rome  will  never  forget 
her  Benemerito  benefactor.  It  would  be  unneces- 
sary to  tell  you  of"  the  immense  number  of  the  in- 
habitants that  thronged  to  the  funeral,  which  took 
place  in  the  Institution  which  he  had  erected. 

On  the  26th  of  November  last,  on  the  occasion 
of  the  visit  to  Rome  of  his  brother,  M.  le  Compte 
de  Verner,  a  splendid  exhibition  was  given  in  his 
honor  in  the  hall  of  the  University.  Exhibitions 
are  frequently  given  in  this  establishment,  and  the 
young  men  reflect  great  credit  upon  themselves, 
not  only  in  the  sciences  but  also  in  the  fine  arts. 
The  subjects  are  always  well  chosen.  In  this  way 
were  celebrated  the  centenaries  of  St.  Thomas 
Aquinas,  St.  Bonaventure,  Petrarch,  etc.  The  stu- 
dents especially  distinguished  themselves  by  their 
celebration  of  the  twentieth  anniversary  of  the 
definition  of  the  Dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mar}'. 

This  year  the  Romans  have  been  specially  fa- 
vored by  the  Pontiff  of  the  Immaculate,  Pius  IX, 
who  incited  them  to  greater  devotion  by  gener- 
ously opening  the  treasure  of  indulgences.  You 
may  imagine  with  what  devotion  the  faithful  prof- 
ited by  this  advantage,  and  how  well  filled  were 
the  churches  on  the  memorable  day  of  the  8th  of 
December.  The  following  epigraph,  inscribed  in 
the  Church  of  Ara  Cceli,  is  the  expression  of  the 
great  piety  and  fervor  manifested  by  the  people 
of  Rome: 

VICENNALIA  .  SACRA 

DOGMATIS  .  A  .  PIO  IX.  P.  M.  COXSTITUTI 
DE  CONCEPTU  IMMACULATO 

MARINE  .  DEI  .  MATR1S 

SPEM.  NOS.  JUBENT.  INCHOARE.  l^TAM. 
EX  .  HIS  .  MALIS  EVADEND1 

ET  .  ANIMUM 

CJILESTIS  .  OPIS  .  ADFUTUR^E  .  EXPECTATIONE  . 
FIRM  ANT. 

SOCIETAS  .  ROMANS  .  PRINCEPS 

KEI  CATHOLICS  .  PROVEHEND^S 

VI  .  IDUS  .  DECEMBRIS  .  A  .  MDCCCLXXIV  . 

Thus  do  we  all,  and  the  Holy  Father  especially, 
declare  our  hope  and  trust  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
will  save  Rome.  F. 


Splendid  Example. 

[Translated  from  La  Semaine  Religieuse  de  Laval,  of 
December  26th.] 

We  have  already  spoken  of  the  saintly  death  of 
the  Countess  de  Bard  i,  a  sister  to  the  king  of  Naples, 
Francis  II,  and  niece,  by  her  marriage,  to  King 
Henry  V.  Here  is  a  portion  of  her  last  will : 

"I  wish  thatmy  weddingdress,  my  crown, my  veil  and 
my  diamonds,  be  sent  to  the  feet  of  Our  Lady  of  the 


Sacred  Heart,  at  Issoudun.  Tliese  mementos  of  my 
happy  marriage  here  below  shall  be  the  symbols  of  the 
celestial  union  I  am  about  to  form  with  God  when  I 
leave  this  world." 

A  few  weeks  after  the  demise  of  the  pious  prin- 
cess, Count  de  Bardi,  her  husband,  went  himself  to 
Issoudun,  to  bring  with  his  own  hands  to  the  altar 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  the  wedding  dress 
of  his  beloved  and  forever  regretted  spouse,  Immac- 
ulata,  as  she  was  called.  The  Very  Rev.  Father 
Chevallier,  Superior  General  of  the  Missionaries 
at  Issoudun,  celebrated  Mass  at  the  altar  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  dressed  in  a  rich  chas- 
uble embroidered  and  presented  a  short  time  pre- 
viously by  the  illustrious  deceased.  The  Count 
assisted,  and  received  Holy  Communion,  at  this 
Mass.  A  few  weeks  after,  her  brother,  the  Duke 
of  Parma,  and  his  wife,  went  also  in  pilgrimage  to 
the  same  Holy  Shrine,  and  brought  the  crown,  the 
veil  and  the  jewels  of  the  Princess  Immaculata. 
Both  received  Communion  at  the  same  Mass.  The 
Sanctuary  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  had 
already  experienced  the  pious  liberality  of  the 
Duchess  of  Parma;  besides  a  rich  ornament  em- 
broidered with  her  own  hand«,  she  had  given  three 
lamps,  in  massive  silver,  which  testify  there  to  her 
devotion  towards  Our  Blessed  Mother.  The  Duke 
and  the  Duchess  have  assumed  the  cost  of  the  two 
first  stained  glass  windows  of  the  Basilica,  $500 
each.  They  have  also  donated  $100  to  the  chapel 
of  St.  Joseph.  Tiie  two  illustrious  pilgrims  were 
also  the  bearers  of  a  splendid  gold  cope,  from  the 
young  queen  of  Spain,  the  wife  of  Don  Carlos. 
They  furthermore  informed  the  Very  Rev.  Father 
Superior  that  they  had  been  charged  by  the  late 
Pri ncess  Immaculata  to  command  for  the  Sanct  lary 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  an  ostensorium  in 
which  her  diamonds  should  be  encased. 

What  a  noble  example!  How  eloquently  it 
proves  the  genuine  piety  of  the  illustrious  family! 


Catholic  Notes. 

— A  socialist  conspiracy  has  been  discovered  at  St. 
Petersburg:. 

—Six  Paulist  Fathers  have  gone  to  California  to 
preach  missions. 

— Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Vaughan,  Bishop  of  Salford,  Eng.,  has 
sailed  for  New  York. 

— A  monument  to  the  Christian  Brothers  is  to  be 
unveiled  at  Philadelphia,  February  2. 

—  In  Cincinnati  the  Order  of  Mercy  feed  daily  from 
two  to  three  hundred  men  who  are  out  of  work. 

— All  the  charities  combined  in  the  cityol  Columbus, 
Ohio,  are  not  equal  to  that  of  St.  Francis'  Hospital. 

—Mrs.  Sarah  Peters,  so  distinguished  for  her  chari- 
ties, has  presented  a  beautiful  alabaster  statue  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  to  one  of  the  convents  in  Cincinnati. 

— At  a  Consistory  held  in  Rome  on  the  21st  of  De- 


Ave  Maria. 


77 


cember,  the  Holy  Father  nominated  several  titulary 
Bishops  for  Italian  and  Spanish  dioceses.  Sixteen 
Bishops  inpartibus  irifidelium  were  also  nominated. 

—The  Holy  Father  aeeorded  an  audience  to  M.  Li- 
berati  on  the  13th  of  December,  and  in  response  to  a 
petition  from  that  gentleman  deigned  to  give  a  spec- 
ial blessing  to  the  Editor  and  subscribers  of  the  Rosier 
de  Marie,  published  in  Paris. 

— Ilurr  Majunke,  a  member  of  the  Prussian  Diet, 
having  been  imprisoned  at  the  instigation  of  Bismark, 
the  Diet  passed  a  vote  of  censure,  at  which  Bismark 
became  so  indignant  that  he  threatened  to  resign.  The 
Diet  subsequently  modified  its  vote,  however,  and  the 
irate  Chancellor  consented  to  be  mollified. 

— Mgr.  Capel's  reply  to  Mr.  Gladstone,  which  re- 
cently  appeared  in  the  newspapers,  has  been  repub- 
lished,  with  additions,  in  pamphlet  form,  by  the  Messrs. 
Longman,  of  London.  Replies  from  Dr.  Newman  and 
Archbishop  Manning  are  expected  shortly.  Gladstone 
would  have  done  better  to  have  confined  himself  to  an 
open  field  of  politics  and  let  religion  alone. 

— The  Italian  Government  has  seized  the  Clementine 
College,  founded  by  Clement  VIII,  for  the  education 
of  young  men.  It  was  under  the  patronage  of  the  Al- 
dobrandini  family.  The  Italians  declare  this  patron- 
age has  ceased,  and  that  the  college  is  public  property. 
The  Nazareth  College,  founded  by  Cardinal  Toni  for 
poor  boys,  has  also  been  claimed  and  seized  by  the 
State. 

— The  second  centenary  of  the  foundation  of  the 
worship  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  falls  within  the 
present  year,  the  revelation  to  the  Blessed  Margaret 
Mary  Alacoque  having  been  made  in  the  Convent  of 
Paray-le-Monial  in  1675.  Great  preparations  are  being 
made  in  France  and  Italy  to  celebrate  this  event  worth- 
ily, which  will  doubtless  be  the  occasion  of  many  pil- 
grimages to  the  shrine  of  Paray-le-Monial. 

— The  Journal,  of  Florence  states  that  the  Feast  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception  was  celebrated  with  great 
honors  over  Italy,  and  that  in  Palermo,  Sicily,  it  was 
particularly  honored.  The  municipality  there  has  pro. 
hibitcd  those  religious  processions  in  the  streets, 
which  used  to  take  place  when  the  confraternities 
went  in  a  body  to  the  church  of  St.  Francis  on  this  fes- 
tival. But,  notwithstanding,  immense  crowds  gath- 
ered within  the  splendid  and  ancient  edifice.  At  the 
first  Mass  the  crowd  was  so  densely  packed  in  the 
church,  that  those  who  were  a  little  late  had  to  gather 
outside  and  filled  the  square.  Of  a  sudden,  a  cry  broke 
from  one  person  within  the  church,  "  Down  with  the 
enemies  of  the  Church!  Glory  to  Mary!  Glory  to  the 
Virgin  Immaculate!"  The  effect  was  electrical,  and 
the  acclaim  was  taken  up  by  10,000  voices  of  men, 
women  and  children.  The  8th  of  December  proved 
worthy  of  itself ;  it  was  a  great  defeat  for  the  Revolution. 
— From  the  Frankfurt  correspondent  of  the  West- 
minster Gazette  we  learn  that  although  the  Prussian 
judges  condemned  Count  Armin  to  three  months'  im- 
prisonment, the  sentence  was  virtually  in  his  favor. 

They  disposed  of  all  the  charges  made  against  him 

one  after  the  other,  and  it  was  at  first  supposed  they 

would  acquit  him  ,-il  together.    It  would  seem,  however, 

that  they  dreaded  the  opprobrium   of  Bismark,  and 


could  not  divest  themselves  of  the  idea  that  they  were 
Government  officials,  so  they  framed  a  slight  charge 
of  their  own  in  order  to  give  the  shadow  of  a  verdict 
in  favor  of  the  crown.  Count  Armin  was  of  course  not 
satisfied  with  this  cloaking  of  justice,  and  Bismark 
was  incensed  at  his  own  discomfiture.  Both  parties 
speak  of  an  appeal  to  a  higher  tribunal.  Count  Arnim 
has  in  fact  receivid  an  honorable  acquittal,  the  graver 
and  more  serious  charges  against  him  haVing  fallen  to 
the  ground,  and  he  should  rest  satisfied.  He  may  well 
dread  toadyism  even  among  the  higher  judges  while 
such  a  man  as  Bismark  wields  influence  in  Germany. 

— Dr.  Windthorst,  one  of  the  most  prominent  among 
the  leaders  of  the  Catholic  party  in  the  German  Reich- 
stag, in  an  able  speech  delivered  recently,  severely  crit- 
icised the  gigantic  scale  on  which  the  system  of  seci-et 
service  money  is  now  carried  on  by  the  Bismarkian  party 
all  over  Germany  and  in  foreign  countries,\n  corrupting 
and  buying  up  the  press.  "This  fiend,"  says  the  cor- 
respondent of  the  Westminster  Gazette,  "which  we  in 
Germany  call  the  'Reptile  [i.e.  Snake]  Fiend,'  is  dis- 
pensed in  feeing  and  supporting  the  anti-Catholic  and 
Liberal  press;  while  on  the  other  hand  the  Government 
continually  persecutes  the  Catholic  press — as  instanced 
in  the  case  of  the  Germania  and  its  manly,  outspoken 
editor,  Herr  Majunke — by  vexatious  prosecutions,  in 
order  utterly  to  ruin  and  bring  to  silence  any  independ- 
ent organs  in  the  press."  This  is  the  way  the  tyran- 
nical Prussian  Government  undertakes  to  counteract 
Catholic  influence — manacling  the  limbs,  tying  the 
tongues,  and  suborning  false  witnesses  against  men  as 
much  to  the  manor  born  as,  but  cast  in  a  nobler  mould 
than,  either  Kaiser  William  or  die  Kline  Bismark.  In- 
deed if  Bismark  shows  to  disadvantage  in  one  respect 
more  than  another  it  is  in  the  low  craft  and  political 
cunning  with  which  he  seeks  to  attain  his  ends. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FKOM  THE  BTH  TO  THE  13TH  OF  JANUARY,  1875. 
One  hundred  and  thirty-two  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  sixty-five  new  Associates 
have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
fifty  individuals  and  several  families;  fifty-six  sick 
persons  have  been  recommended ;  special  favors 
have  been  solicited  for  sixty  individuals,  one  con- 
gregation, four  schools  and  nine  families. 

FAVOHS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: • 

"The  last  of  the  blessed  water  you  sent  arrived  in 
time  to  relieve  a  sick  lady.  The  doctors  had  given 
her  up  that  very  morning,  but  thanks  to  Our  Blessed 
Mother's  intercession  t-he  is  now  well."  ....  "I  can- 
not express  my  thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Lady  for  the  re- 
lief the  water  has  given  to  my  little  daughter.  She 
was  not  able  to  creep  across  the  floor  before  she  took 
it,  but  now  she  can  creep,  and  not  pnly  that  far,  but  sh,e 
can  stand  by  a  chair  and  is  impwYintf  every  daj.'<  . .  . 
"By  the  water  you  sent  to  nip,  niqiiy  were  benefitted, 
among  whom,  was  a  Mr.  J.  M ,  a  pUuio-maker 
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of  New  York.  He  was  thrown  out  of  a.  buggy,  and  his 
situation  was  critical.  We  believe  that  the  water  pre- 
vented the  last  crisis  (on  the  brain).  My  last  little 
child,  Alphonse,  was  a  miserable  baby  among  seven 
very  healthy  children.  The  doctor  had  but  little  hope. 
I  had  the  water,  but  I  hesitated.  I  thought  if  the 
child  dies  it  is  sure  of  heaven;  but  as  I  was  happy 
enough  to  have  the  water  of  Lourdes  I  thought  it  would 
be  cruel  not  to  use  it.  The  child  is  now  as  robust  as 
the  rest."  .  ..."  I  wrote  to  you  last  summer  a  year  ago 
for  some  water  of  Lourdes  for  my  daughter,  who  was 
insane  at  times;  I  gave  her  the  blessed  water  and  in  a 
few  months  she  was  cured,  thanks  be  to  God."  .  .  . 

"Mrs.  O wishes  to  return  sincere  thanks  to  our 

dear  Virgin  Mother  for  a  partial  cure  in   a  case  in 
which  there  was  no  earthly  help." 
OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MR.  PATRICK  McFiLLiN,  of  Philadel- 
phia, Pa.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  10th  of 
Dec.,  1874,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  our  Holy 
Church.  SISTER  ST.  JOHN  (Maria  Hagan),  of  Phil- 
adelphia, Pa.;  MR.  CHARLES  VIRTUE,  of  Grand 
Tunnel,  Luzerne  Co.,  Pa.;  he  solicited  the  prayers 
of  the  Association  on  his  deathbed.  MRS.  CAR- 
ROLL, of  Cascade,  Iowa,  who  departed  this  life  on 
January  1st;  MRS.  MARGARET  BARRY,  who  died 
sometime  last  j'ear. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,'Director. 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

PRIESTHOOD. 

Dec.  31, 1874.— At  Detroit,  Mich.,  Rev.  J.  C.  Roeper. 
Jan.,  1875.— At  Albany,  New  York,  Rev.  W.  H.  Ryan. 

DEACONSHIP. 

Jan.— At  Albany,  N.  Y.,  Revs.  J.  J.  Keegan,  M.  D. 
Murphy,  John  M.  Mulcahy,  and  T.  J.  O'Toole. 

SUBDEACONSHIP. 

Jan. — At  Albany,  N.  Y.,  Rev.  J.  F.  Cummins. 

MINOR   ORDERS. 

Jan. — At  Albany,  N.  Y.,  Ignatius  P.  Egan. 

CLERICAL  TONSURE. 

Jan.— At  Albany,  N.  Y.,  Richard  Nagle. 

RECEPTIONS. 

Jan.,  1S75.— At  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  Mary  O'Connor,  Cath- 
erine Hartnett,  Mary  Caneely,  Catherine  O'Grady, 
and  Margaret  Cunningham,  of  the  Order  of  St.  Jo- 
seph. 


Books  and  Periodicals. 


— The  contents  of  the  Catholic  World  for  February, 
1875,  are  as  follows:  I.  Church  Authority  and  Personal 

Responsibility;   II.   The  Church  in  F ";  III.  Are 

You  my  Wife?  IV.  Religion  and  State  in  Our  Republic; 
V.    Release;    VI.    The  Veil   Withdrawn;    VII.     The 


Brooklet;  VIII,  The  Colonization  of  New  South  Wales 
by  Great  Britain;  IX.  ASuuimerin  Rome;  X.  Mutter; 
XI.  Robespierre;  XII.  Robert  Cavalier  de  La  Salle; 
XIII.  Birthdays;  XIV.  The  Future  of  the  Russian 
Church;  XV.  The  Bells  of  Prayer;  XVI.  New  Publica- 
tions. This  number  of  the  World  is  fully  up  to  its 
usual  high  standard. 

— The  January  number  of  the  Catlwlic  Record  is  very 
good.  Its  contents  are:  I.  The  Pope;  II.  ANew-Year's 
Welcome;  III.  Two  Pictures — Merely  Suggestive  ; 
IV.  Christian  Schools  in  the  Middle  Ages;  V.  Sun- 
beams from  Cucumbers;  VI.  An  Old  Boy's  Tale;  VII. 
Letters  to  a  Protestant  Friend;  VIII.  An  ancient 
Christmas  Chant;  IX.  Old  New  Year's  Customs;  X. 
The  Church  of  the  Cup  of  Water;  XI.  How  the  Es- 
quimaux Live;  XII.  Father audChild;  XIII.  Editorial 
Notes;  XIV.  New  Publications. 

—We  see  by  the  Tablet  of  New  York,  that  Rev.Father 
Lambing  of  Pittsburg  has  written  a  book,  entitled  the 
"Orphans'  Friend,"  which  -will  be  published  by  the 
Messrs.  Sadlier  &  Co.  The  many  readers  of  the  AVB 
MARIA  who  have  read  the  excellent  articles  of  Father 
Lambing  in  our  pages  will  rejoice  to  learn  this,  and  will 
no  doubt  take  pleasure  in  purchasing  the  book. 

— LESSONS  IN  BIBLE  HISTORY  FOR  CATHOLIC  SCHOOLS. 
By  a  Teacher.  New  York:  P.  O'Shea,  1875.— We  doubt 
if  there  is  any  study  of  so  much  interest,  when  well 
tausiht,  to  children  as  that  of  Bible  History.  As  this  is 
the  case,  it  is  but  proper  that  good  text-books  should  be 
placed  in  their  hands.  The  style  of  the  book  should  be 
suitable  for  children,  all  difficult  questions  as  to  chro- 
nology, etc.,  should  be  avoided.  Such  questions  should 
be  left  for  older  persons.  It  should  be  the  aim  of  the 
author  of  the  text  book  to  please  at  the  same  time  that 
he  instructs.  The  writer  of  the  Bible  History  published 
by  Mr.  O'Shea  has  done  this  in  a  most  excellent  manner. 
He  has  told  the  facts  related,  in  a  simple,  straightfor- 
ward way,  at  the  same  time  never  letting  the  interest 
of  the  child  flag  in  the  least.  He  has  solved  all  ques- 
tions concerning  morals,  which  might  suggest  them- 
selves to  the  minds  of  children,  in  a  correct  manner; 
while  he  has  suppressed  all  that  part  which  evil  dis- 
posed minds  might  make  use  of  to  shock  the  minds  of 
children.  We  would  say  to  parents  that  we  know  of 
no  better  book  to  put  into  the  hands  of  their  children; 
it  will  give  them  a  good  knowledge  of  Bible  History 
and  instil  in  their  minds  the  purest  morality.  As  a 
text-book  in  schools,  we  can  safely  and  heartily  recom- 
mend it  to  Catholic  teachers,  and  we  will  not  be  sur- 
prised if  it  is  adopted  in  many  of  our  Catholic  schools 
and  academies. 

— We  have  received  from  Columbus,  Ohio,  the  first 
number  of  the  Catholic  Columbian.  It  is  a  neat  four- 
page  Journal,  printed  on  good  paper  and  with  clear 
type.  The  articles  are  well  written,  and  readable. 
One  good  feature  in  the  paper  which  we  notice  is, 
that  it  gives  its  readers  plenty  of  diocesan  news. 
This  will  make  it  a  home  paper  for  every  parish  in 
the  diocese  and  secure  its  success.  The  good  Bishop 
and  Mr.  Clarke  have  our  best  wishes  for  the  prosperity 
of  the  paper. 
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The  Memories  of  Childhood. 

BY   A.  M.  N. 

DEAR  CHILDREN  OF  THE  "  AVE  MARIA  " : 

I  am  going  to  tell  you  the  history  of  my  child- 
hood, the  joys  of  my  early  days,  and  to  bring 
you  back  with  me  to  scenes  of  brighter  and  happier 
hours, — "  the  sunny  days  of  childhood !  " — days 
that  will  never  return !  Ah,  those  were  happy  days 
indeed !  When  I  think  on  them  now,  I  sometimes 
wonder  if  such  things  were,  and  if  they  were  not  all 
a  dream.  No,  they  are  no  idle  dream.  Well,  those 
days  of  happy  memory  were  spent  in  the  "  Green 
Isle,"  where  many  of  your  parents  had  the  happi- 
ness to  be  born.  That  grand  old  land — "  The  Island 
of  Saints," — dear  Ireland ! 

Our  dwelling  was  in  a  simple  but  beautiful  cot 
tage,  covered  over  with  vines  and  roses,  and  under 
the  shade  of  Kildara's  holy  shrine. 

The  surrounding  land  contained  about  seven 
acres,  which  at  first  was  only  two  common  fields 
when  my  dear  father  leased  it ;  but  he  converted  it 
into  a  nursery  for  young  trees  and  plants,  and 
made  it  a  little  paradise.  He  erected  a  handsome 
entrance-gate,  with  massive  stone  pillars,  and  two 
small  cottages  that  stood  near  it,  over  which  grew 
woodbine  and  honeysuckle.  The  chief  gardener 
and  his  family  lived  in  one  of  the  cottages,  and  some 
of  their  relatives  in  the  other. 

A  long  avenue,  with  a  row  of  larch  and  fir  trees 
at  each  side,  extended  from  the  gate  to  the  end  of 
the  grounds,  where  stood  a  stone  terrace,  of  an  old- 
fashioned,  oblong  shape,  with  niches  or  recesses 
in  front,  which  was  reached  by  a  flight  of  steps  at 
each  end. 

On  the  top  were  three  arches  formed  of  trees  in- 
tertwined with  roses  and  honeysuckles,  and  from 
the  roof  depended  clusters  of  golden-belled  labur- 
nums. Here  were  rustic  seats  inviting  to  repose, 
It  was  a  favorite  resort  of  the  blackbird  and  the 
thrush,  whose  united  melody  delighted  the  ear ;  and 
if,  inspired  by  the  muses,  you  burst  forth  in  song 
yourself,  you  immediately  heard  a  response  from 
an  echo  which  had  its  dwelling-place  on  the  op- 
posite hill,  across  the  river;  for  which  reason  one 
of  our  cousins,  who  was  a  poet,  and  who  was  one 
of  our  circle,  named  it  "  The  Echo  Speaking  Sum- 
mer House."  And  here  we  used  often  to  sit  and 
read  and  talk  and  laugh,  and  listen  to  our  own 
voices  coming  back  to  us,  which  was  a  great  source 
of  amusement. 

The  nursery  was  divided  into  separate  parts,  one 
for  trees  and  shrubs,  another  for  flowers,  and  an- 


other for  vegetables  of  every  kind;  these  were 
separated,  not  by  wooden  fences,  but  by  hedges 
of  hawthorn,  beech  and  svveetbriar, — the  haw- 
thorn and  sweetbriar  sending  a  delicious  per- 
fume on  the  air.  You  must  know,  dear  chil- 
dren, that  there  are  no  wooden  fences  in  Ireland. 
All  the  roads  and  fields  there  are  separated  by 
hedges  of  different  kinds  of  trees,  neatly  cropped 
on  the  top,  and  many  of  them  ornamented  by  the 
trees  being  cut  into  fanciful  shapes;  and  here  the 
little  birds  build  their  nests,  and  wild  roses  take 
up  their  abode.  Some  roads  have  stone  walls  with 
wild  flowers  growing  on  top. 

Well,  the  nursery  was  like  a  farm  on  a  small 
scale.  We  had  a  cow,  a  horse,  an  ass  and  lots  of 
ducks  and  chickens,  and  every  variety  of  vegeta- 
bles and  fruits.  All  these  we  had  for  our  own  pri- 
vate use;  everything  but  the  trees  and  plants,  which 
were  made  sale  of.  The  fruits  and  vegetables  were 
delicious  to  the  taste.  Cabbages,  turnips,  carrots, 
celery,  parsnips,  peas,  beans,  asparagus,  cauliflow- 
ers, radishes,  parsley  and  tongue-cress,  in  great 
abundance.  The  gardener  when  sewing  the  tongue- 
cress  would  previously  form  the  letters  of  the  alpha- 
bet and  then  drop  the  seed,  and  by  so  doing  pro- 
duced little  verses  in  green  when  it  grew  up.  It  was 
quite  a  curiosity  to  look  down  on  the  ground,  and 
read  the  green  print  growing  into  words,  each  day 
magnifying  it:  the  little  blooming  cress  seemed  to 
speak  the  praises  of  God. 

I  wish  you  could  see  and  taste  the  large  goose- 
berries we  had — some  nearly  as  big  as  the  plums 
here,  and  when  ripe  would  melt  in  your  mouth — 
red,  green,  and  amber  color — and  the  large  red  and 
white  currants,  beautiful  strawberries,  and  deli- 
cious red  raspberries — we  used  to  eat  them  off  a 
great,  big  cabbage  leaf,  and  it  looked  prettier  than 
any  china  or  silver  dish,  for  it  was  a  natural  plate. 

We  had  a  lovely  blackbird,  a  thrush,  and  a  sweet 
little  canary,  whose  charming  melodies  contrib- 
uted to  our  many  enjoyments.  The  canary  was 
called  Billy,  and  was  a  great  pet;  he  would  come 
out  of  his  cage  sometimes  and  hop  on  our  shoul- 
der, then  go  back  again,  and  peep  out  through  the 
wires,  and  talk  to  us  in  his  own  language.  In  one 
part  of  the  nursery  there  was  a  hill  which  sloped 
gently  down  into  a  hollow,  and  there  lay  an  ex- 
quisite garden  in  a  miniature  valley,  called  "The 
Flower-knot,"  laid  out  with  the  choicest  and  rarest 
flowers,  from  which  came  serpentine  walks,  wind- 
ing along,  up  to  the  little  hills  above.  The  highest 
hill  had  a  beautiful  summer-house  on  the  top, 
formed  of  trees,  and  was  called  "The  Round 
Tower."  It  had  rustic  seats  inside— and  here 
many  a  gay  and  pleasant  hour  we  spent. 

"  Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  ease, 
Seats  of  my  youth  when  every  sport  could  please, 
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How  often  liave  I  loitered  o'er  thy  green 
Where  humble  happiuess  endeared  each  scene." 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  laburnum,  trees,  with 
their  clusters  of  gold  bells;  and  many  a  time  we 
made  wreaths  of  them,  and  intertwined  them  with 
lilac  blossoms  and  green  leaves  to  adorn  our  heads, 
aad  then  danced,  whilst  the  chief  gardener,  Xed 
Fahey,  played  his  violin. 

We  had  good  sport  with  this  old  gentleman ;  he 
was  so  deaf  that  sometimes  he  could  not  hear  his 
own  playing — for  instance,  he  would  play  a  slow 
air  such  as  "  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer"  whilst 
our  feet  would  be  performing  a  j  ig  or  a  country 
dance — and  a  hornpipe  when  we  would  sing  "Ai- 
leen  Aroon"  or  "  I'd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave 
rne;"  and,  what  was  still  more  ludicrous,  he  would 
sing  a  song  and  play  a  set  of  quadrilles  for  an  ac- 
companiment. 

I  remember  one  summer  evening  we  had  a  tea- 
party  in  "The  Echo-Speaking  Summer  House.'* 
There  being  a  wide  space  in  front  of  it,  nicely 
gravelled,  a  long  table  was  spread.  We  had  lots 
of  cakes,  several  loaves  cut  up  into  thin  slices, 
nicety  buttered,  plenty  of  tea,  and  fresh  milk  and 
delicious  fruits  of  different  kinds.  After  the 
feast  was  over,  the  table  was  removed,  and  danc- 
ing commenced. 

Ned  took  a  notion  to  join  in  our  dance,  so  he  re- 
signed his  office  of  piper,  and  gave  his  violin  to 
Darby  Holahan  (one  of  the  nurserymen),  who  ex- 
celled him  as  a  musician ;  he  then  stepped  out,  as 
gay  as  a  lark,  and  "tripped  it  on  the  light  fantastic 
toe."  His  head  was  bald,  but  he  wore  a  wig,  for  he 
always  tried  to  assume  a  juvenile  appearance. 
Just  as  he  had  got  into  the  spirit  of  dancing,  his 
wig  fell  off,  to  his  bitter  mortification,  displaying 
his  poor  bald  head,  and  telling  on  him  that  he  had 
seen  many  more  summers  than  people  were  aware 
of.  Poor  Ned  picked  up  his  wig  very  quickly,  and 
soon  replaced  it. 

We  had-twenty  one  cousins,  the  most  of  whom 
used  to  join  in  our  sports — and  we  had  several  plays, 
but  our  favorite  play  was  "  thread  the  needle." 
We  would  all  assemble  at  the  large  entrance  gate 
near  the  road,  take  hands  together,  and  run  down 
in  a  long  line,  the  whole  length  of  the  avenue. 
The  two  last  in  the  row  formed  the  eye  of  the 
needle,  by  holding  up  their  hands,  and  all  the 
others  ran  through,  representing  the  thread,  whilst 
they  repeated:  "Thread  the  needle;  thread  the 
needle ;  Run !  run !  run."  Never  shall  I  forget  all 
the  fun  we  used  to  have  with  this  play  on  moon- 
light nights.  But  in  the  midst  of  all  this  enjoy- 
ment, dear  children,  we  never  forgot  the  presence 
of  God ;  we  could  not,  for  we  were  too  deeply  im- 
pressed with  it  from  our  infancy  by  our  dear,  good 
and  pious  parents,  who  were  always  instilling  pious 


sentiments  into  our  minds,  ever  scrupulously  watch- 
ing all  our  associations — consequently  the  compan- 
ions of  our  youthful  and  happy  days  were  simple 
children  of  nature. — just  what  God  intended  them 
to  be,  pure,  high-minded,  and  virtuous,  with  hearts 
soft  and  loving  as  the  dove,  and  with  souls  grand 
and  noble. 

We  were  taught  to  make  aspirations  frequently 
during  the  da}-,  and  raise  our  thoughts  to  Heaven; 
and  many  little  pious  practices,  such  as  saying  the 
"Hail  Mary"  when  the  clock  struck,  blessing  our- 
selves when  lighting  a  candle  or  when  going  out 
or  coming  in,  and  when  washing  or  dressing  our- 
selves, all  of  which  are  ancient  Catholic  customs. 
[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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Notice. 

The  postage  on  the  "  AVE  MARIA"  is  twenty  cents  a 
year.  Our  Life-Subscribers  are  requested  to  remit 
that  sum,  as  we,  under  the  new  law,  must  pa}'  the  post- 
age in  advance. 

Persons  desiring  bnck  numbers  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA" 
should  seixi  us  the  price  for  each  number  ordered,  viz., 
ten  cents.  Sometimes  we  are  forced  to  pa}'  twenty 
cents  for  back  numbers;  and  these  are  often  called  for 
by  persons  who  pay  us  nothinsr  for  them. 

It  was  our  intention  to  liave  issued  the"  AVE  MARIA" 
this  year  on  tinted  paper,  and  arrangements  had  been 
been  made  to  that  effect;  but,  beinir  disappointed  by 
the  manufacturer  who  was  to  supply  us,  we  were 
oblitred  to  continue  with  white  paper  of  a  superior 
quality.  However,  our  next  volume,  we  hope,  will  be 
on  tinted  paper,  if  we  are  able  to  secure  the  appear- 
ance of  each  number  in  a  uniform  shade. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelas. 


No.  XVIII. 

To  the  prayer  of  St.  Gregory  and  the  chant  of 
the  angels,  the  Church  Iins  added  the  following 
versicle  and  response :  Rejoice  and  be  glad,  0  Vir- 
gin Mary,  alleluia.:  For  the  Lord  has  truly  risen,  al- 
leluia: together  with  the  prayer.  We  may  be  per- 
mitted to  give  a  short  commentary  on  this  mirac- 
ulous anthem — Regina  cc&li  Icetare,  alleluia:  "  Queen 
of  heaven,  rejoice,  alleluia."  In  the  Angelus,  Mary 
was  proclaimed  the  happiest  of  women,  the 
Mother  of  God,  and  therefore  Queen  of  earth. 
But.  then  her  happiness  was  spoken  of  as  some- 
thing belonging  rather  to  the  future  than  the  pres- 
ent. From  the  time  of  the  Incarnation  of  her  Di- 
vine Son  to  the  time  of  His  Passion,  the  life  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  was  so  filled  with  suffering  that 
the  Church,  with  reason,  called  her  Queen  of  Mar- 
tyrs. Now  the  same  angelic  voice  proclaims  her 
Queen  of  Heaven,  that  is  to  say,  that  she  possesses 
all  power,  and  enjoys  a  happiness  without  any  al- 
loy and  without  end.  Justly  then  did  the  angels 
sing,  and  invite  us  to  join  with  them  in  their  song, 
Alleluia.  This  word,  which  cannot  be  translated, 
is  a  word  of  the  language  of  heaven,  brought  to 
earth  to  express  the  joy  a  foretaste  of  which  is 
given  to  us  here  below  but  which  we  shall  fully 
possess  in  heaven. 

Quia  quern  meruisti  portare,  alleluia;  Resurrexit 
sicut  dixit,  alleluia.  "For  He  whom  thou  didst 
deserve  to  bear,  alleluia;  Has  risen  as  He  said,  alle- 
luia." The  time  of  trial  has  passed.  Happy 
Mother,  thy  Son — that  Son  so  tenderly  loved — that 
Son,  in  all  of  whose  sufferings  thou  didst  share — 
that  Son  whom  thou  didst  bring  forth  and  lay  in  a 
manger — who  worked  as  a  laborer  by  the  sweat  of 
His  brow  to  assist  you  in  earning  food  for  each 
day — that  Son  whom  thou  didst  see  covered  with 


outrages,  crushed  as  a  worm  of  the  earth  and  ex. 
piring  on  a  gibbet — that  Son  has  come  forth  glori- 
ous from  the  tomb,  victor  over  death  and  all  the 
powers  of  earth  and  hell;  He  reigns  with  thee  in 
the  highest  heavens,  alleluia!  an  eternal  alleluia 

Resurrexit  sicut  dixit,  alleluia:  "  Has  arisen  as 
He  said."  In  announcing  His  death  and  resurrec- 
tion, Our  Lord  said  to  the  Jews:  ''Destroy  this 
temple,  and  in  three  days  I  will  rebuild  it."  This 
temple  was  His  Body.*  The  history  of  the  world 
presents  no  fact  so  incontestable  as  the  resurrec- 
tion of  the  Son  of  Mary.  All  civilized  nations  ac- 
knowledge it:  it  is  the  basis  of  their  faith,  the 
pedestal  of  their  civilization,  the  principle  of  their 
moral  superiority  over  all  that  is  not  Christian. 

Ora  pro  nobis  Deum,  alleluia.  "Pray  for  us  to 
God."  Would  that  we  could  say  these  Avords  as 
the  saintly  Pontiff  first  uttered  them:  we,  poor, 
miserable  travellers  in  this  valley  of  tears,  wearied 
with  the  present,  uncertain  of  the  future,  subject 
to  plagues,  maladies,  sufferings  of  all  kinds,  the 
just  punishment  of  our  sins.  He  who  sends  them 
to  us  is  thy  Son,  O  Mary;  ask  of  Him  to  spare,  to 
convert  us — He  will  not  refuse  thee. 

Gaude  et  Icetare,  Virgo  Maria,  alleluia.  "  Rejoice 
and  be  glad,  O  Virgin  Mary."  When  we  wish  to 
show  our  love  towards  any  one,  we  always  speak 
to  him  of  that  which  is  agreeable  to  him.  Thus 
does  the  Church  act,  and  thus  do  we  act,  when  we 
recount  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  her  joy,  her  glory, 
her  power  and  her  felicity. 

Quia  surrexit  Dominus  vere,  alleluia.  " Because 
the  Lord  is  truly  risen."  Yes,  Mary,  at  one  time 
Mother  of  Sorrow,  now  the  happy  Queen  of  heaven, 
thy  Son  has  risen.  Thou  seest  Him  near  thee, 
seated  on  His  immortal  throne,  adored  by  angels, 
honored  on  earth  by  millions  of  men  of  every  age 


*  Solvite  templutn  hoc  et  in  tribua  diebus  excitnbo 
illud  ....  ille  autem  diccbat  de  templo  corporis  sui. 
(Joan.,  ii,  19,  21.) 
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and  country.  And  these  homages  of  respect  and 
love  will  endure  as  long  as  the  world  will  exist,  as 
long  as  eternity  will  be  eternity,  and  longer:  in 
(sternum  et  ultra. 

Oremus.  Deus,  qui  per  resurrectionem  Filii  Tui: 
Let  us  pray.  "O  God  who  by  the  resurrection  of 
Thy  Son,  etc."  The  resurrection  of  Our  Lord  is  the 
Sun  of  the  world.  It  is  that  which  enlightens, 
vivifies,  adorns  and  rejoices;  for  it  is  the  pledge  of 
our  future  joy.  May  this  pledge,  by  the  interces- 
sion of  the  all-powerful  Queen  of  Heaven,  be  real- 
ized so  well  that  the  joys  of  time  will  be  trans- 
formed into  those  of  eternity. 

As  remarked  before,  the  " Angelm"  is  composed 
of  two  essential  parts :  The  prayer  and  the  sound  of 
the  bell.  We  have  already  spoken  of  the  first,  and 
will  now  turn  our  attention  to  the  second. 

We  begin  by  announcing  a  fact  well  known,  and 
yet  but  little  attended  to.  While  other  prayers, 
public  or  private,  may  be  said  alone,  either  in  a 
high  or  a  low  voice,  the  "Anyelus"  by  a  singular 
privilege  is  recited,  and  should  always  be  recited, 
with  the  sound  of  the  bell.  Such  is  the  wish  of 
the  Church,  and  that,  too,  under  pain  of  not  gain- 
ing the  indulgences  attached  to  this  prayer. 

Of  all  musical  instruments  the  most  majestic  is 
the  bell.  Rightly  called  the  trumpet  of  the 
Church  Militant,  three  times  a  day  the  bell  re- 
sounds throughout  the  world.  Its  great  voice 
unites  itself  with  the  voice  of  man,  to  repeat  with 
all  its  echoes  the  admirable  mysteries  of  which  the 
"Angelut"  perpetuates  the  remembrance. 
[TO  BE  CONTISTCED.] 


IP  there  were  only  one  person  to  be  condemned, 
each  should  fear  to  be  that  one. — B.  Benedict  Labre. 


OUR  Divine  Lord,  just  before  expiring  on  the 
Cross,  gave  His  disciples,  in  the  person  of  their 
only  representative  present,  St.  John,  to  His  holy 
Mother:  "Son,  behold  thy  Mother," — hence  Mary 
commenced  on  Calvary,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  to 
be  the  Mother  of  the  Church  upon  earth. 


The  Persecutors  of  the  Church. 

The  persecutors  of  the  Church  seem  to  have 
ended  miserably.  Nero  stabbed  himself  (A.  D. 
68).  Domitian  died  by  the  hands  of  his  wife  (96). 
Septimus  Severus  died  of  a  broken  heart.  Muxi- 
min  was  made  away  with  by  his  'soldiers  (237). 
Decius  perished  miserably  in  his  expedition 
against  the  Goths  (251).  Valerian  was  taken  by 
the  Persians,  and  flayed  alive.  Aurelian  was  mur- 
dered by  his  secretary.  Maximian  was  put  to 
death.  Galerius  rotted  into  his  grave.  Diocletian 
starved  himself  to  death  (307);  and  so  on. 


Christ's  Christmas  Tree. 

The  Christinas  logs  were  blazing  bright,  the  Louse 

was  all  a^low, 
Five  little  stockings,  brimming  full,  were  hanging  in 

a  row; 
The  balls  of  golden,  silver,  red,  upon  the  Christmas 

Tree 
Like  fireflies  glancing  through  the  green  were  shining 

merrily. 

And  gifts  for  May  and  Josey,  for  Maggie,  Kate  and  Will, 
From  bending  top  to  sturdy  root,  the  swaying  branches 

fill; 
And  I,  my  labors  all  complete,  sat  watching  through 

the  night, 
For  well  I  knew  that  busy  feet,  before  the  morning 

light, 

Would  patter,  patter  down  the  stairs,  in  merry  Christ- 
mas glee, 
And  warm  and  bright  as  love  could  make,  must  their 

first  welcome  be. 
The  while  I  mused  upon  their  joy  with  eyes  fixed  on 

the  door, 
The  fairest  form  I  e'er  had  seen,  elided  the  threshold 

o'er — 

A  gentle  Maiden  "  waxen,  but  little  past  the  child," 
And  close  upon  her  steps  a  man  of  visage  grave  and 

mild; 
As  the  fair  Maiden  nearer  drew,  I  saw  her  small  hands 

prest 
The  loveliest   new-born  Baby  e'er   slept  on  mortal 

breast, — 
Albeit  five  times  fair  little  buds  had  blossomed  on  mine 

own,' 
Such  winning  grace  of  perfectness  mine  heart   had 

never  known. 

Adown  in  sudden  rapture,  I  fell  on  bended  knee, 
For  Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph,  had  come  to  visit  me. 
The  Maiden-Mother  gently  bent,  and  in  my  trembling 

hands 

Laid  little  Baby  Jesus,  wrapped  in  His  swaddling  bands. 
"Give  rest  and  food  and  shelter  to  Him  who  for  your 

sake 
Hath  reft  Himself  of  all  things,"  the  Maiden-Mother 

spake, — 

"Each  Christmas  Eve  we,  journeying,  as  once  in  Beth- 
lehem, 

At  every  Christmas  doorstep,  ask  shelter  as  of  them 
Who  in  my  Mother's  maiden  home  had  room  for  all 

save  Him 
Before  whose  Throne  of  Living  Light,  bow  down  the 

Seraphim. 

And  ofttimes  the  doors  are  closely  barred,  the  fire- 
light is  grown  dim, 
And  few  who  watch  as  now  you  watch,  keep  watch 

or  ward  for  Him." 
Her  tones  were  tender,  sweet,  and  low,  but  through 

the  crust  of  years, 
They  joined  the  blessed,  blessed  fount  of  humble  con- 

trite  tears, 
And  as  they  overflowed  mine  eyes,  and  plashed  upon 

His  Head, 
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The  Baby  woke  to  light  aud  warmth,  who  seemed  so 

cold  and  dead  — 
And  pointing  where  a  little  gift  for  Christ's  poor,lowly 

lay, 
Beneath  the  tree  so  nicely  bowed,  He  smiled,  and 

passed  away. 
Ah,  me,  how  little  seemed  the  share,  that  I  had  laid 

aside 

To  give  to  Him  who  for  our  sake  was  born  and  cruci- 
fied! 
He  held  back  naught,  the  last  red  drop  flowed  out 

for  you  and  me; — 
Surely  His  should  be  greatest  share  on  ev'ry  Christmas 

Tree. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 
CHAPTER   I.— (CONTINUED.) 

Caleb  Western's  wooing  prospered,  and  in  three 
months  from  that  clay  he  and  Cecilia  Reid  were 
quietly  married  by  Father  Ryan  in  the  sacristy 
of  the  secluded  village  church,  with  only  three  or 
four  friends  to  witness  the  ceremony.  He  had 
told  her  nothing  of  his  prosperity,  or  his  rapidly 
increasing  riches;  he  had  simply  assured  her  that 
his  business  would  yield  them  a  comfortable  sup- 
port, for  he  had  a  mind  to  be  taken  for  himself 
alone,  and  not  even  afford  the  one  he  had  chosen 
for  his  wife  the  temptation  of  accepting  him  for  his 
money.  In  this  case  he  need  have  had  no  such 
apprehensions,  for  there  never  lived  a  more  un- 
worldly  being,  or  one  more  utterly  devoid  of  self- 
interest,  than  Cecilia  Reid;  she  was  perfectly  con- 
tent with  his  statements,  and  expected  nothing 
more  than  moderate  comfort,  and  a  life  of  domes- 
tic effort,  interspersed  with  the  trials  and  lights 
and  shadows  which  usually  fall  to  the  lot  of  wo- 
men whose  husbands  are  engaged  in  the  struggles 
and  vicissitudes  of  business-life  with  small  or  no 
capital.  Imagine  then  her  surprise,  and  his  quiet 
delight,  when  he  led  her  into  the  beautiful  home 
he  had  prepared  for  her  reception,  and  told  her 
that  it  was  all  hers,  and  that  she  was  its  sole  mis- 
tress. 

This  wooing  and  marrying  was  the  one  romance 
ofWeston's  life,  and  he  was  supremely  happv  in 
its  fulfilment,  the  realization  of  his  dream  so  far 
surpassing  its  promise.  The  virtues,  the  intelli- 
gence and  loveliness  of  his  wife's  character  ap- 
pealed to  all  the  dormant  good  that  lay  under  the 
hard  substance  of  the  man's  character;  he  saw 
how  religion  refined  and  consecrated  her  natural 
traits,  and  how  beautiful,  without  ostentation,  it 
made  her  daily  life.  A  devout  Catholic,  she  was 
consequently  a  good  wife,  whose  example  had  al- 
ready, in  due  time,  been  the  means  of  the  conver- 


sion of  her  husband's  sister,  Mrs.  Waite;  and  was, 
all  unconscious  to  himself,  leading  him  gradually 
to  better  aims  and  higher  aspirations  than  those 
of  his  sordid  past. 

But  a  sudden  and  dark  eclipse  threw  its  shadow 
upon  all  this  happiness:  a  morning  came  whose 
sun  arose  upon  the  young  wife,  living,  loving,  hop- 
ing, whose  setting  beams  shone  like  a  halo  upon 
her  dead  face  as  placid  and  white  as  the  carven 
image  of  a  saint;  and  there  were  only  the  stifled 
sounds  of  a  man's  grief  and  the  wail  of  a  new-born 
child  and  the  soft  fall  of  muffled  footsteps  to  break 
the  silence  of  the  home  which  was  so  recently 
the  abode  of  peace  and  happiness.    That  very 
morning  Cecilia  Weston  had  partaken  of  the  Ador- 
able Sacrament,  of  the  "Bread  which  cometh  tlown 
from  heaven"  which,  "whosoever  eateth  thereof, 
shall  the  Father  receive";  little  dreaming  that  it 
was  her  Viaticum;  and  her  last  act  before  leaving 
the  church  had  been  to  kneel  before  the  Altar  of 
the  Mother  of  Jesus  to  offer  herself  with  sweet  hu- 
mility to  Her  as  Her  handmaid  and  commend  to 
her  tender  care  her  husband,  herself,  and  her  un- 
born babe,  all  unknowing  that  before  the  stars 
arose  in  the  purple  heavens  she   would  be  re- 
ceived into  everlasting  habitations,  and  behold 
the  glory  of  Those  whom  she  had  adored  and  loved 
upon  earth.    God  had  given  her  brief  earthly  hap- 
piness after  the  patiently  and  bravely-borne  trials 
of  her  young  life:  now  He  had  crowned  her  with 
eternal  rejoicings;  but  her  home  and  the  human 
hearts  that  most   loved  her  were  left  desolate. 
Caleb  Weston's  heart,  grew  full  of  bitter  revolt  the 
more  he  thought  over  the  inscrutable  providence 
which  had  taken  from  him  the  light  and  solace  of 
his  life,  just  when  it  was  beginning  to  dawn  upon 
his  mind  what  was  the  true  end  and  aim  of  his 
creation;   leaving  him  with   a  motherless  child, 
which  he  did  not  know  in  the  least  what  was  to 
become  of,  and  which  he  did  not  even  care  to  see; 
and  throwing  him  back,  as  it  were,  on  his  old,  hard 
life,  a  desolate  man. 

This  first  marriage  was  the  idyl  of  Caleb  "Wes- 
ton's life,  aud  as  time  wore  on  he  held  its  memory 
apart  and  separated  from  every  other  thing,  crys- 
tallized in  the  barren  strata  of  his  existence,  em- 
balmed and  sacred — but  which  had  no  softening 
or  revivifying  effect  on  his  benumbed  nature.  He 
took  his  little  girl,  when  she  was  three  years  old, 
away  from  his  sister's  care,  and  placed  her  with 
her  mother's  aunt,  who  was  Superior  of  a  Convent 
of  the  Holy  Cross,  to  be  reared  and  educated, 
thinking  that  it  was  what  his  dead  wife  would 
have  desired,  had  time  been  given  her  to  tell  her 
last  wishes.  The  gentle  religious,  after  consider- 
ing the  responsibilities  of  so  young  a  charge,  and 
the  circumstances  under  which  the  application 
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was  made,  consented  to  receive  the  child,  whose 
lovely  face  and  winning  little  ways  had  already 
touched  her  heart  with  a  \  earning,  tendersympathy. 

"Not  to  make  a  nun  of  her,11  he  said  gravely; 
"I  wish  none  of  that.  I  would  have  let  her  re- 
main with  my  sister,  but  there's  only  one  girl,  and 
too  many  boys  there;  so  I  have  acted  on  what  I 
believe  would  have  been  her  mother's  wish." 

"  Your  confidence  shall  be  respected,  Mr.  Weston. 
We  cannot  give  your  child  a  vocation  for  a  relig- 
ious life:  that  is  a  celestial  gift;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  cannot  make  her  a  worldling." 

"I  do  not  wish  that ;  make  her  like  her  mother 
and  I  shall  be  satisfied,"  was  the  grave  answer ;  and 
there  was  a  quiver  in  the  man's  hard  chin,  a  trem- 
ulods  movement  of  his  eyelids,  a  flush,  and  a  knot- 
ting of  the  veins  of  his  forehead:  it  was  the  mo- 
mentary assertion  of  nature  over  his  iron  self-con- 
trol, but  he  gulped  back  the  emotion,  shook  hands 
stiffly  with  the  good  nun,  and  went  his  ways,  leav- 
ing the  child's  nurse,  Barbara,  at  the  Convent 
with  her  until  she  became  accustomed  to  the 
strange  faces  in  her  new  home. 

After  this,  "Weston  the  banker — as  he  was  known 
— now  senior  partner  of  "our  house,"  the  others 
having  realized  princely  fortunes  and  retired, 
made  some  audacious  speculations,  which  caused 
business  men  to  hold  their  breath  with  astonish- 
ment, and  predict  that,  he  would  be  a  ruined  man ; 
but  they  had  scarcely  settled  themselves  to  that 
conclusion  when  the  wheel  turned,  and  brought  at 
least  another  million  into  his  coffers.  What  drink- 
ing and  gaming  are  to  some  men,  money-making 
became  to  him — a  feverish,  absorbing  excitement; 
he  triumphed  with  intense  satisfaction  in  his 
gains;  and  attained  his  end  always — by  whatever 
means,  fair  or  foul,  he  grew  not  to  care  which,  so 
he  won.  It  was  whispered  that  much  dirty  work 
was  done  for  "our  house,"  for  the  execution  of 
which  a  special  agent,  who  did  not  mind  soiling 
his  fingers,  was  retained  and  salaried.  And  at  last 
the  time  came  when  "our  house"  ranked  respect- 
ably with  those  of  the  Rothschilds,  the  Barings  and 
others;  it  was  quoted  in  the  great  marts  of  the 
world,  and  planted  its  branches  in  foreign  lands, 
while  at  home  the  confidence  it  inspired  was  un- 
limited. But  "  our  house,"  great  as  it  was,  did 
very  little  things;  as  for  instance,  when  a  widow, 
forced  to  the  alternative  by  delayed  remittances, 
asked  a  small  loan,  and  was  told  in  a  tone  that  put 
an  end  to  all  pleading  that  "our  house"  never 
negociated  loans  except  on  regularly  endorsed  pa- 
per" ;  or  if  a  man  applied  for  temporary  help  until 
he  could  realize  certain  assets,  to  save  him  from 
bankruptcy,  "our  house"  was  courteously  sorry, 
but  such  transactions  were  entirely  outside  its  reg- 
ular and  legitimate  business;  and  once  a  young 


and  honorable  man,  whose  integrity  none  had  ever 
doubted,  closely  hampered  by  some  of  those  com- 
mercial vicissitudes  which  the  most  experienced 
and  clearsighted  cannot  foresee  in  time  to  avert 
the  consequences,  was  driven  by  the  merciless  deal- 
ings of  "our  house"  to  desperation  and  sell-de- 
struction. "Our  house"  would  not  have  missed 
the  loan  which  would  have  saved  him  body  and 
sou),  even  had  it  never  been  repaid,  but  such  were 
"our"  ways.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  prophets 
announced  woe  to  the  rich;  or  that  the  God-Man 
pleaded  in  merciful  warnings  to  them  to  "make 
friends  of  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness"  by  act- 
ing as  the  stewards  of  His  Father  in  distributing 
their  superfluous  goods  to  the  destitute  and  needy  ? 

"Our  house"  prospered,  until  Caleb  Weston 
scarcely  knew  the  extent  of  his  riches.  One  day 
it  occurred  to  him  that  it  would  be  a  very  proper 
thing  for  him  to  set  up  an  establishment,  and  do 
as  other  rich  men  did;  his  ambition  was  aroused 
to  let  the  world  see  and  admire  the  splendor  of 
that  for  which  he  had  toiled  so  many  years;  in 
short,  he  felt  that  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  set  up 
the  golden  calf  he  had  made,  that  men  might  fall 
down  and  worship  it.  He  knew  the  world  so  far. 
He  forthwith  gave  orders  to  architects  and  builders 
for  the  erection  of  a  palace,  in  which  no  expense 
was  to  be  spared  to  make  it  the  most  perfect  of  its 
kind  ;  and  as  it  drew  near  to  completion  an  agent 
was  sent  to  Paris  for  furniture.  Half  ashamed  of 
his  prodigality,  he  excused  it  to  his  business  ac- 
quaintances who  were  familiar  enough  with  him 
to  refer  to  his  private  affairs,  by  saying  Ihat  his 
daughter,  who  was  nearly  grown,  would  becoming 
from  school  in  a  year  or  so,  and  he  wanted  to  have 
a  home  ready  for  her  in  which  nothing  should  be 
wanting  that  could  make  her  happy. 

When  all  was  completed,  Caleb  Weston  took 
possession, — he,  and  old  Barbara  and  his  man-serv- 
ant who  had  grown  gray  in  his  service.  But  the 
silence  of  the  lofty  rooms  chilled  him ;  their  splen- 
dor seemed  to  mock  him ;  memories  that  he  would 
fain  have  forgotten,  or  strangled,  haunted  him,  and 
his  own  footfall  over  the  tesselated  hall-floor  or 
over  the  rich  Persian  carpets  gave  back  an  echo  that 
sounded  like  phantom  feet  on  his  track.  And  yet 
the  man  had  committed  no  crime  of  which  the  law 
could  convict  him;  he  had  done  nothing  that  other 
men  in  his  circumstances  were  not  doing  every 
day:  his  honor  was  unassailable;  no  one  could 
point  to  a  flaw  in  his  integrity;  but  the  memories 
of  his  evanished  happiness,  and  shadows  of  re- 
morse for  things  done,  and  left  undone,  in  his  long 
prosperous  career,  by  which  he  had  sacrificed  to 
Moloch  the  very  brotherhood  of  nature,  and  tram- 
pled under  foot  into  the  mire  the  seven  beatitudes, 
would  come;  he  could  not  banish  them,  for  all  his 
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habits  of  thought  but  served  to  evoke  them;  he  had 
no  outside  resources,  love  of  books,  love  of  art,  or 
thirst  for  science,  to  fall  back  upon.  He  could  not 
bear  it,  and  was  on  the  eve  of  going  back  to  the 
hotel  where  he  had  lived  ever  since  the  breaking 
up  of  his  first  home,  when  incidentally  an  old  bus- 
iness friend  dropped  in  to  see  him,  who,  after  in- 
specting the  splendors  of  the  house,  told  him 
bluntly  he  ought  to  marry  again;  marry  a  woman 
who  would  grace  his  fine  establishment  and  give 
his  name  that  aplomb  and  eminence  in  the  social 
world  that  was  its  right  in  the  financial.  He 
changed  the  topic  immediately,  for  the  great 
banker  allowed  no  interference  in  his  private  af- 
fairs; but  he  did  not  go  back  to  his  old  rooms 
at  the  hotel,  and, -contrary  to  his  previous  habits, 
left  within  a  few  weeks  to  travel  a  month  or  two, 
it  was  supposed  for  his  health,  for  it  had  been  ob- 
served lately  that  he  looked  haggard,  and  that  he 
left,  the  bank  at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual, 

News  came  one  day — by  a  letter  to  his  agent — 
announcing  that  he  was  married,  and  desired  that 
everything  at  the  "new  house,"  as  it  was  called, 
should  be  made  comfortable  by  the  10th,  as  he  ex- 
pected to  be  at  home  on  that  day.  He  had  writ- 
ten also  to  his  sister,  Mrs.  Waite,  asking  the  aid  of 
her  taste,  and  her  knowledge  of  what  the  require- 
ments of  the  occasion  would  be,  to  give  directions 
and  superintend  aftairs  generally.  He  had  met 
the  lady  he  m-irried,  he  briefly  informed  her,  "at 
the  Isles  of  Shoals;  she  was  a  widow,  rich,  with- 
out children,  and  a  Catholic,  the  last  fact  being  a 
recommendation  to  him  on  account  of  his  daugh- 
ter, he  added — "as  it  would  prevent  religious  dis- 
cords." 

If  Caleb  Weston's  second  marriage  was  not  happy 
no  one  ever  knew  it;  it  was  only  noticed  that  he 
grew  colder  and  more  reticent  of  manner,  but  that 
was  imputed  to  pride  of  wealth,  and  the  world  was 
tolerant  of  it;  he  was  also  harder  and  sharper  in 
his  business  transactions  than  ever  before.  After 
two  years,  another  daughter  was  born  to  him,  who 
was  Christened  with  great  pomp  and  splendor,  so 
swathed  in  costly  laces  and  fine  India  fabrics  as 
to  remind  one  of  the  great  Llama  of  Thibet,  instead 
of  the  Divine  Babe  of  Bethlehem  in  His  "swaddling 
clothes"  of  coarse  linen,  while  the  godparents 
were  leaders  of  the  very  pomps  and  vanities  which 
they  renounced  on  behalf  of  the  child,  renounced 
solemnly  at  the  altar  in  presence  of  God  and  man. 
This  accomplished,  with  great  eclat,  and  duly  de- 
scribed in  all  the  papers,  the  child  was  left  in  the 
care  of  nurses;  while  the  fashionable  mother  ran 
the  rounds  of  fashionable  fol  1  ies.  "  How  strange ! " 
you  will  say,  "and  she  a  Catholic?"  Even  so. 
Have  you  never  seen  such  Catholics,  dear  reader? 
Catholics  who  like  Ichabod  struggle  under  two 


burdens,  and  try  their  best  to  do  that  which  Christ 
Himself  declares  to  be  impossible,  by  the  attemptto 
serve  two  masters?  who  waste  their  lives  iti  the  fu- 
tile effort  to  strike  a  balance  with  religion  against 
the  \vorld,  the  flesh  and  the  devil?  There  are 
such,  sad  to  say;  and,  sadder  still,  they  instil  by  ex- 
ample, which  is  far  more  pernicious  than  precept, 
the  principle  of  making  religion  subservient  to  the 
world  into  the  innocent  unreasoning  minds  of  their 
.children. 

The  church  attended  by  Mrs.  Weston  was  in 
the  fashionable  quarter  of  the  city,  and  many  dis- 
tinguished and  titled  foreigners,  besides  persons  of 
wealth  and  fashion,  belonged  to  the  congregation ; 
"  then,  all  the  nicest  people  in  society  were  church- 
goers of  this,  that  or  the  other  denomination," 
and  Mrs.  Weston's  good  taste,  more  than  piety, 
urged  her  not  to  fall  behind  them;  "indeed  she 
thought  it  to  be  quite  the  duty  of  one  in  her  posi- 
tion to  set  a  good  example."  So  it  was  not  in  the 
spirit  but  in  the  letter  of  the  law  that  she  acted. 
She  therefore  did  not  fail  in  a  tolerably  regular 
attendance  on  divine  worship,  during  the  season, 
and  all  through  Lent;  after  that  she  went  to  some 
fashionable  resort,  where  she  quite  rested  from 
the  exactions  of  religion.  The  poor,  this  woman 
did  not  know,  except  by  a  picturesque  idea;  their 
squalor,  their  tears,  their  destitution,  their  rags  and 
disease  and  dirt,  would  have  made  her  ill  with  dis- 
gust, and  thrown  her  into  hysterics;  but  she  never 
failed  in  largesse  to  charities  which  blazoned  her 
name  on  a  public  list;  she  gave  marble  pillars  to  a 
sanctuary;  or  windows  of  costly  stained  glass  to  a 
church;  or  a  gift  of  rich  altar-lace;  or  a  splendid 
painting  after  the  old  masters;  she  was  a  lady- 
manager  of  one  asylum;  a  directress  of  a  "home," 
and  she  thought  she  was  fulfilling  the  whole  Chris- 
tian law. 

And  her  child — little  Edylh — to  whom  nature 
had  been  lavish  in  gifts,  had  been  led  all  during 
her  mortal  life  of  ten  years,  in  those  bewildering 
paths,  so  bright  and  flowery  on  the  surface,  which 
are  in  truth  like  the  Southern  bayous,  gay  with 
tropical  blooms,  but  have  quagmires  and  loathsome 
creeping  things  beneath. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

St  Melito  relates  that  in  the  house  of  a  great  lord 
most  devout  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  it  was  the  cus- 
tom when  anyone  was  called,  to  answer:  " Ace 
Maria."  A  tame  parrot  that  belonged  to  the  house- 
hold learnt  the  salutation,  and  often  repeated  it.  It 
happened  one  day  that,  escaping  from  its  cage,  the 
parrot  flew  out  of  doors  and  was  seized  by  a  falcon ; 
the  poor  thing,  held  fast  in  his  talons,  cried :  "  Ave 
Maria!  Ave  Maria!"  The  falcon  fell  dead,  and 
the  parrot  joyfully  repeated :  "  Ate  Maria!  " 
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A  Voice  from  the  Tyrol. 

BY  ELIZABETH  SETON. 

There  are  few  more  delightful  feelings  than  those 
which  came  over  us  when,  after  weary  days  of 
travel,  we  found  ourselves  safely  hidden  in  this 
beautiful  land  of  towering  peaks  and  shadowy 
vales,  the  Tyrol.  Such  a  sentiment  I  enjoy  as,  seated 
by  the  polished  table  of  my  room,  I  look  around  on 
the  deal  wainscoting  and  clean  benches  that  line 
it  from  door  to  door;  at  the  huge  of  en — it  would 
belittle  it  to  call  it  stove  or  fire-place — with  a  sleep, 
ing  bunk  above,  into  which  one  must  climb  as  into 
an  upper  berth  at  sea;  the  dusky  mirror,  hung  a 
trifle  high  for  myunalpine  person;  the  tiny  closets 
in  the  wall,  wherein  our  books  and  maps  are  kept; 
the  convenient  pegs  holding  a  motley  assortment  of 
hats,  cloaks,  field-glasses  and  other  indispensable 
articles  of  civilized  moving  people ;  then  the  holy 
pictures  on  the  walls,  the  crucifix  facing  the  main 
entrance,  and  the  symbolic  Dove,  hung  from  the 
low  ceiling  and  swaying  gently  round  and  round 
in  its  circle  of  golden  rays.  It  seems,  amidst  so 
much  simplicity  within  and  natural  grandeur  with- 
out, that  we  could  not  possibly  have  been  more 
fortunate  in  a  summer  home ;  and  great  was  our 
self-congratulation  when  we  first  caught  sight  of 
the  house  with  its  stone  basement  and  picturesque 
upper  stories — the  chinks  filled  in  with  moss — the 
large  windows,  the  long,  narrow  balconies.  Our 
search,  we  thought,  has  been  successful,  and  we 
claimed  the  house  as  our  own  before  even  cross- 
ing the  threshold.  Our  peasant  host,  however,  was 
not  inclined  In  the  beginning  to  receive  such 
guests,  giving  for  reason  that  we  could  not  long  be 
contented  with  his  rustic  lodging.  We  had  surely 
never  slept  on  straw  mattresses,  and  would  find  the 
homespun  linen  far  too  coarse;  in  fine,  no  money, 
he  said,  could  repay  him  for  the  mortification  he 
would  feel,  if,  having  let  us  his  house,  we  should 
leave  it  in  disgust  at  the  end  of  a  week.  But  we 
liked  the  looks  of  the  house,  and  were  determined 
to  have  it.  It  contained  just  rooms  enough, 
and  already  we  had  settled  their  disposition, 
in  our  mind.  This  corner  one,  looking  towards 
the  church,  should  be  our  reverend  friend  the 
Professor's;  that  one  to  the  west,  now  flooded 
with  sunlight  and  graced  with  branching  antlers 
over  the  door,  would  suit  our  literary  brother ;  this 
charming  cell  would  be  for  our  sister  M — ,  and  the 
other  would  be  mine ;  while  the  large  square  cham- 
ber on  the  floor  above,  having  the  balcony  to  it, 
was  set  apart  for  our  artist  cousin,  when  he  would 
visit  us  from  Munich,  and  we  believed  he  would 
not  object  to  the  twittering  swallows  already  in 
possession.  By  dint  of  kind  words  and  cunning 


praise  our  host  at  length  yielded,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  two  weeks  we  could  breathe  freely  and  say, 
"We  are  settled  for  the  season." 

The  return  trip  from  Virgen  (for  so  this  place  is 
named)  to  the  fashionable  hotel  in  Winclisch-Matrei 
passed  in  delicious  talk  over  our  plans ;  and  the 
next  day  was  bought  the  stock  of  pots,  pans,  crock- 
ery, curtains,  etc.,  which  were  needed  to  furnish 
our  little  mountain  hom«,  and  make  it  in  reality 
what  our  hasty  imagination  had  already  pictured. 
This  preamble  may  be  considered  superfluous: 
but  house-hunting  in  the  Tyrol  is  quite  different 
from  house-hunting  in  Switzerland,  where  every 
modern  comfort,  even  bath-tubs,  can  be  had ;  where- 
as in  this  comparatively  unvisited  country  it  is 
tinged  with  a  bit  of  romance — the  Tyrolese  not  be- 
ing anxious  to  draw  strangers  about  their  homes. 
Their  dwellings,  even  the  most  modern  ones,  being 
built  solely  for  themselves,  are  lacking  many  things 
that  would  seem  to  us  the  commonest  necessaries 
of  life ;  but  with  a  little  taste  and  a  moderate  outlay 
the  most  cheerless-looking  rooms  may  be  trans- 
formed into  very  habitable  quarters.  '  Then  a  word 
with  the  village  carpenter,  and  you  have  a  solid 
washstand ;  the  cooper  will  turn  out  any  number 
of  tubs ;  while  tables  and  chairs — rude  but  substan- 
tial— can  always  be  procured,  so  that  with  a  mite 
of  good  sense  one  may  settle  down  in  any  out-of- 
the-way  nook  and  thoroughly  enjoy  the  Tyrol. 

Virgenthal !  the  name  rings  out  clear  and  fresh 
and  innocent.  Beyond  the  reach  of  steam  and  tel- 
egraph, the  peasantry,  breathing  the  pure  mountain 
air,  is  a  tall  and  handsome  race,  flourishing  gen- 
eration after  generation  in  robust  simplicity.  No 
one  is  idle  here,  but  all  toiling  early  and  late  to 
win  their  bread,  live  at  peace  with  one  another, 
happy  in  their  homes,  content  with  little,  and  look 
forward  without  dread  to  the  rest  in  God's-acre, 
over  which  the  church  bells  chime,  and  where  their 
children  and  their  children's  children  will  kneel 
beside  the  unpainted  cross  to  tell  their  beads  and 
sprinkle  the  dear  green  mound  with  holy  water. 
To  Catholics — come,  as  we  are,  from  the  land  of 
vulgar  money-making  and  religion-one-day-in-the- 
week — there  is  a  charm  and  a  poetry  about  the 
Tyrol  that  stirs  up  the  best  feelings  of  our  nature 
and  enhances  our  enjoyment  of  the  scenery  and 
the  people.  Our  little  party  are  the  first  of  the 
sort  who  have  ever  come  to  Virgen  in  Virgenthal ; 
and  consequently  from  having  heretofore  been 
taken  little  notice  of  in  the  world,  we  have  sud- 
denly found  ourselves  the  cynosure  of  many  eyes. 
All  the  population  of  the  place,  from  the  aged  who 
stumble  by  the  door  on  crutches,  to  the  whispering 
blue-eyed  children,  look  up  at  our  log-house  win- 
dows with  curious  awe.  From  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  valley,  and  that  of  Pregraten  beyond 
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are  brought  to  us  geese  and  chickens  and  eggs, 
honey  and  poppy-seed  cakes,  peas,  beans  and  po- 
tatoes, and  abundance  of  other  country  produce, 
till  we  have  got  to  look  upon  Saturday  evening  as 
our  market.  We  settle  the  prices  from  our  experi- 
ence of  former  years,  and  seem  always  to  give  sat- 
isfaction, for  the  people  on  taking  their  money 
invariably  salute  us  with  the  words,  "  May  God  re- 
ward you  a  thousand  times!"  Our  airy  sitting- 
room  is  daily  filled  with  fresh  flowers,  the  gifts  of 
kind  neighbors;  while  samples  of  wilder  vegeta» 
tion  are  brought  down  to  us  by  the  good-natured 
lads  and  lasses  who  tend  their  flocks  and  mow  the 
stunted  grass  7,000  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 
The  village  rests  Upon  a  slope,  at  an  altitude  of 
4,003  feet,  and  all  the  heat  we  have  felt  was  before 
leaving  Bozen,  in  early  June.  Here  is  just  the 
weather  throughout  summer  for  warm  clothing 
and  long  walks}  and  we  enjoy  also  (perhaps  with 
a  slight  malice)  the  delicious  sense  of  knowing 
how  much  we  are  to  be  envied  beyond  the  ordinary 
tourists  who  pass  from  one  inn  to  another,  make 
an  ascent  or  two,  and  hurry  off  as  if  glad  to  get  out 
of  the  Tyrol.  The  wind  sweeps  down  to  us  refresh- 
ingly across  the  monster  glaciers  of  the  Tauern 
group,  which  rises  like  a  gigantic  wall  to  the 
north,  seamed  with  rocky  torrents  and  the  waste 
tracks  of  the  avalanche.  Oh,  the  avalanche!  that 
terror  of  the  housewife  as  she  sits  at  the  spinning- 
wheel  of  a  winter's  night  and  waits  for  the  return 
of  her  boys  from  the  mountains.  They  have  left 
her,  perchance,  at  two  o'clock  in  the  cold  morning, 
and  have  been  gone  all  day;  and  now  she  listens 
with  anxious  heart  and  frequent  prayer  upon  her 
lips  till  she  hears  the  grating  of  the  sleds  over  the 
snow.  Ah,  it  is  a  weary  watch  to  those  who  stayed 
at  home !  but  wood  must  be  had  for  the  fire,  and 
the  cattle  are  hungering  for  the  hay  stored  in  huts 
far  tip  the  mountainside.  It  is  a  hard  life ;  yet  no 
one  complains,  but  each  has  a  cheery  word  for  the 
other.  It  can  only  be  their  religion,  with  its  warm 
faith  in  the  Saviour  whose  crucified  image  meets 
the  eye  everywhere  in  the  house  and  along  the  way- 
side, which  scatters  such  content  about  this  Catho- 
lic land. 

The  Tyrolese  are  poor;  but  it  is  no  uncommon 
thing  to  see  an  adopted  child  added  to  the  family, 
and  in  all  cases  the  little  stranger  is  treated  with 
equal  care  and  love  as  the  children  born  in  the 
house.  No  beggar  is  ever  turned  away  empty- 
handed  ;  and  should  one  come  while  the  family  is 
at  meal,  a  seat  is  given  him  and  a  wooden  spoon 
put  into  his  hand  that  he  may  share  the  common 
dish  of  porridge.  There  is  no  alms-house  in  the 
neighborhood,  but  the  aged  and  infirm  and  those 
who  cannot  earn  a  living  are  welcome  at  every 
door,  having  stated  days  at  each  homestead,  where 


they  are  fed  and  often  housed.  This  is  the  exercise 
of  true  Christian  charity,  and  worth  more  than  the 
trumpeted  millions  of  the  philanthropist.  Here 
all  hearts  are  melted  into  one  vast,  beating  organ  of 
mutual  sympathy  and  love:  and  it  is  this  that 
makes  the  Tyrolese  village  seem  like  one  large 
family,  every  member  having  a  home  at  tire  hearth 
of  the  other. 

The  valley  of  Virgen  is  small  but  very  pictur- 
esqe,  and  parted  by  the  swift  Isel,  rushing  wildly 
through  it,  carrying  down  the  cold,  green  waters 
from  the  glacier  of  the  Gross- Venediger.  This  icy 
monster  is  only  six  hours,  distance  from  us,  and 
we  have  brought  him  our  tribute.  Although  the 
mountain  is  nearly  12,000  feet  high,  to  scale  it  is 
not  considered  much  of  a  feat,  even  for  ladies ;  but 
we  do  take  glory  to  ourselves  for  having  climbed 
the  dizzy  heights  of  the  Gross-Glockner,  the  snow- 
crowned  king  of  the  Tyrol.  In  doing  this,  we  had 
to  crawl  up  ice-walls  by  the  aid  of  ropes  and  foot- 
irons,  and  cross  a  snow  bridge  with  the  dazzling 
glacier  thousands  of  feet  below  on  either  side,  and 
nothing  to  cling  to  but  a  wire  stretched  from  one 
peak  to  the  other.  At  Virgen,  we  are,  as  it  were, 
in  the  centre  of  mountaindom — huge  masses  rising 
up  in  every  direction,  silent  witnesses  to  the  gen- 
erations come  and  gone  in  the  valley.  It  is  a  glo- 
rious sight ;  but  the  scene  is  terrible  when  the  black 
clouds  gather  between  the  peaks,  the  fire  flashes 
from  the  sky,  the  muttering  thunder  rolls  around, 
and  our  little  storm-bell  from  the  church  tower 
calls  piteously  to  the  people  to  pray  that  the  herds 
may  be  spared,  and  the  crops  not  beaten  to  the 
ground  by  the  rattling  hail. 

But  more  even  than  the  natural  beauty  of  the 
Tyrol  and  its  many  ruined  castles,  the  people,  with 
their  old-time  customs,  interest  us,  and  we  have  de- 
rived more  entertainment,  from  them  in  one  day 
than  a  month  at  a  frequented  watering-place  at 
home  or  abroad  could  offer.  Nowhere  could  be 
found  pleasanter  companions  than  our  venerable 
parish  priest  and  the  learned  botanist  his  assistant, 
not  to  mention  our  clerical  friends  from  the  neigh- 
boring valley.  An  honest  man,  too,  could  hardly 
enjoy  himself  better  than;  at  the  weekly  club  which 
meets  in  the  summer-hoUjSe  just  back  of  the  village 
inn;  and  it  is  a  pictunfi,  we  are  told,  to  see  the 
portly  host  presiding  ovor  the  beer,  now  shivering 
a  lance  on  some  local  question  with  his  Reverence, 
now  listening  with  modest  attention,  wreathing 
meanwhile  his  head  with  the  curling  smoke  of  a 
very  long  pipe ;  while  the  Professor  discusses  an 
abstruse  point  of  philosophy  with  the  stout  top- 
booted  pastor  from  Pregraten,  who  has  walked  ten 
miles  not  to  miss  the  Tuesday  gathering. 

There  is  also  tie  village  schoolmaster,  who  in 
summer  leaves  his  books  and  rod  upon  the  desk, 
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to  go  forth  and  till  the  fields  ;  and  the  shy  organ- 
ist, who  is  barber  too  ;  and  other  goodly  persons, 
with  whom  a  little  talk  may  be  profit  as  well  as 
pleasure:  for  there  is  hardly  anyone  in  these  parts 
from  whom  something  cannot  be  learned  or  an  in- 
sight- into  character,  often  very  original,  be  ob- 
tained. Indeed,  there  is  no  inconsiderable  talent 
lying  undeveloped  among  the  mountains  of  the 
Tyrol.  But  sometimes  it  emerges:  for  there  are 
ambitious  youths  not  to  be  repressed,  who  in  their 
early  years  go  out  into  the  world  to  beg  and  starve 
and  study  themselves  into  fame.  Such  are  Deffer- 
egger  and  Schraudolf,  the  painters  ;  Grobmer  and 
Gasser,  the  sculptors  ;  Stadler,  and  other  architects 
and  professors  in  every  department  of  learning,  to 
speak  only  of  this  neighborhood.  It  must  seem 
difficult  for  such  poor  people  to  send  any  of  their 
sons  to  universities  ;  but  they  often  manage  to  do 
so.  If  a  youth  gives  promise  of  success,  when  he 
has  reached  the  age  of  thirteen  or  fourteen,  his 
family  make  him  up  a  slender  purse  out  of  their 
savings,  parting  perhaps  with  a  cow  or  a  horse; 
the  parish  priest  contributes  something  too,  after 
which  the  lad  goes  from  door  to  door  and  receives 
a  small  sum  at  every  house  in  the  village,  for  he  is 
expected  to  do  honor  not  only  to  his  own  name  but 
to  the  valley  in  which  lie  was  born.  With  this  lit- 
tle treasure,  he  is  taken  by  his  friends  to  the  nearest 
railway  station  and  given  a  ticket  for  Gratz,  Inns- 
priick,  Brixen,  or  whatever  other  city,  renowned  for 
its  schools,  in  which  he  intends  to  make  his  studies. 
From  that  hour  the  boy  shifts  for  himsi-lf  ;  and  he 
must  practice  the  most  rigid  economy,  for  he  has 
no  home-credit  to  draw  upon,  except  that  of  good 
advice.  When  he  has  a  rrived  at  his  destination,  he 
goes  at  once  to  some  kind  priest  to  whom  he  has 
been  directed,  who  in  turn  recommends  him  to  a 
respectable  family,  in  which  he  will  be  lodged  at  a 
trifling  expense.  But  fo  Dd  is  even  more  important 
than  a  roof  to  a  mountain  eer,  and  he  is  not  ashamed 
to  search  the  town  for  th  ose  who  will  allow  him, 
once  a  day,  to  eat  at  their  table.  The  hardy  fellow 
goes  supperless  to  bed.  an  i  breakfasts  off  a  piece  of 
rye-bread.  If  he  has  a  vo\ce,  he  trades  the  precious 
gift  to  a  choir-master,  who  will  instruct  him  in 
music,  which  he  can  turn  later  to  account  ;  and  as 
he  grows  older  and  adv  inces  in  his  studies  he 
cleverly  makes  up  classes  among  backward  or 
smaller  boys,  and  teaches  '  whatever  he  is  most  pro- 
ficient in,  for  a  pittance.  )  ji  this  manner  he  ekes 
out  his  stock  of  money  and  is  able  to  support  him- 
self, the  noble  end  in  view  brightening  his  days  of 
piaching  poverty. 

[TO  BE 


ST.  FBAXCIS  of  Sales  sa«d  :  "To  support  injuries 
is  the  touchstone  of  humility  and  of  trje-  virtue. 


The  Blue  Scapular  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. 

The  Immaculate  Conception  should  be  an  object 
of  special  love  and  devotion  for  the  faithful  in  the 
United  States,  as  the  Blessed  Virgin  under  the  glo- 
rious title  "  Conceived  without  sin  "  is  our  august 
Patroness.  The  promulgation  of  the  decree  pro- 
nounced by  the  illustrious  Pius  IX,  which  defined 
that  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  our  heavenly 
Queen,  is  a  dogma  of  faith,  filled  every  heart  with 
joy,  and  devotion  to  this  great  mystery  at  once  be- 
gan to  spread  in  every  part  of  the  Church.  It  has 
since  received  a  new  impetus  from  the  Mother  of 
God  herself,  who,  when  appearing  to  her  favored 
child  at  the  grotto  of  Lourdes,  said:  I  am  the  Im- 
maculate Conception. 

An  Archconfraternity  whose  object  is  to  honor 
this  great  prerogative  of  our  dear  Mother  has  since 
been  erected  in  the  church  of  Our  Lady,  at  her 
wonder-working  and  world-renowned  shrine,  and 
the  Catholics  of  the  United  States  have  reason  to  be 
grateful  to  the  Holy  Father  for  graciously  permit- 
ting its  establishment  in  our  country ;  it  is  hoped 
that  the  name  of  every  Catholic  in  the  land  will  be 
enrolled.  The  wearing  of  the  Blue  Scapular  is  one 
of  the  practices  to  be  observed  by  the  members, 
who  thus  give  a  pledge  of  their  love  and  veneration 
for  the  Mother  of  Our  Blessed  Saviour.  "The  most 
Holy  Virgin,"  says  St.  Liguori,  "  delights  in  seeing 
her  children  clad  in  her  livery,  in  receiving  from 
them  this  homage  as  a  sign  of  their  dedication  to  her 
service,  and  as  a  proof  that  they  belong  to  her  fam- 
ily." The  following  account  of  the  Scapular, 
compiled  from  different  sources,  is  in  answer  to  in- 
quiries concering  it. 

The  Scapular  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  com- 
monly known  as  the  Blue  Scapular,  was  revealed  to 
the  Ven.  Ursula  Benincassa,  Foundress  of  the  Tlu-atine 
Sisters  at  Naples,  by  tlie  Blessed  Virgin,  on  the  2nd  of 
February,  in  the  year  1616.  It  was  at  first  confined  to 
these  relitrious,  but  was  afterwards  extended  to  the 
faithful  throughout  the  world,  and  was  formally  ap- 
proved by  Pope  Clement  X,  in  a  Brief  dated  Jan.  30th, 
1671.  This  Scapularshould  be  made  of  woolen  stuff  of  a 
blue  color,  and  it  is  customary  to  attach  to  or  stamp 
upon  it  two  engravings,  one  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, the  other  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  with  the  Infant 
Jesus  in  her  arms. 

The  object  of  this  beautiful  devotion  is  to  procure 
by  prayer  the  reformation  of  morals,  the  conversion  of 
sinners,  and  to  honor  the  Immaculate  Conception  by 
leading  a  pure  and  innocent  life  in  imitation  of  the 
Virgin  of  Virgins.  The  Scapular  was  revealed  on  the 
Feast  of  the  Purification,  and  its  color  is  emblematic 
of  purity,  the  angelical  virtue  whose  practice  it  is  in- 
tended specially  to  recommend,  and  which,  alas !  is  now 
almost  forgotten  on  earth.  There  are  no  prescribed 
prayers  for  the  members  of  the  Coufrateruit}-,  but  they 
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are  earnestly  recommended  to  repeat  often  the  ejacula- 
tions given  below,  and  to  make  frequent  use  of  the 
prayer  Memorare,  by  St.  Bernard;  it  id  customary  also, 
and  most  appropriate,  to  recite  daily  the  Little  Crown 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

The  indulgences  attached  to  the  Blue  Scapular  are 
almost  innumerable;  space  will  allow  mention  only 
of  the  principal  ones.  To  gain  these  great  indulgences, 
besides  the  ordinary  condition,  viz  ,  to  pray  for  the  Holy 
Father,  and  (unless  otherwise  stated)  to  receive  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance  and  the  Eucharist,  it  is  further- 
more required:  1.  To  be  enrolled  in  the  register  of  the 
Confraternity.  2.  To  receive  the  Scapular  from  a  priest 
having  faculties  to  give  it.  3.  to  wear  it  constantly. 
Having  once  received  the  Scapular,  it  is  not  necessary 
to  have  those  blessed  which  may  afterwards  be  worn. 

PLENARY    INDULGENCES. 

On  the  day  of  reception;  the  first  Sunday  of  each 
month;  all  the  Saturdays  of  Lent;  Passion  Sunday, 
and  the  Friday  of  Passion  Week;  the  Wednesday,  Thurs- 
day, and  Friday,  of  Holy  Week;  the  last  Sunday  of  July. 
On  the  Feasts  of  Christmas,  Easier,  Ascension,  Pente- 
cost, Trinity  Sunday;  also  on  the  Feasts  of  the  Inven- 
tion and  Exaltation  of  the  Holy  Cross,  on  the  Immacu- 
late Conception,  Nativity  of  the  B  V..  Purification,  As- 
sumption, and  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels 
(Aug.  2).  Likewise  on  the  Feast  of  All-Saints,  St. 
Joseph,  St.  Michael,  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  St.  Augus- 
tine, St  Teresa;  also  on  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Guardian 
Angels,  and  the  Nativity  of  St.  John  the  Baptist.  There 
is  also  a  plenary  Indulgence  at  the  hour  of  death. 

PARTIAL   INDULGENCES 

By  reciting  six  times  the  Oar  Father,  Hail  Mary  and 
Gloria  in  honor  of  the  Most  Holy  Trinity  and  the  Im- 
maculate Conception,  for  the  intention- of  the  Church, 
the  indulgences  granted  to  those  who  visit  the  Seven 
Basilicasof  Rome,  the  Church  of  the  Portiunculaat  As- 
sisi,  that  of  St.  James  of  Compostella,  and  the  Holy  Land, 
may  be  gained  each  time;  and  for  this,  Confexsion  and 
Holy  Communion  are  not  necessary.  There  are  also 
many  other  partial  indulgences  attached  to  the  Blue 
Scapular  which  it  would  take  too  much  space  to  enu- 
merate. All,  including  those  mentioned  above,  are 
applicable  to  the  souls  in  Purgatory. 

The  following  are  the  invocations  recommended  to 
the  associates  of  the  Scapular  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception: 

Blessed  be  the  Holy  and  Immaculate  Conception  of 
Blessed  Mary,  the  Virgin.— 100  days'  Indulgence. 

In  thy  Conception,  Mary,  thou  wast  Immaculate. 
Pray  for  us  to  the  Eternal  Father,  whose  only-begotten 
Son,  Jesus,  thou  didst  bear,  conceived  in  thy  womb  by 
the  Holy  Ghost.— (100  days'  Indulgence.) 


A  Beautiful  Example. 


ON  the  wings  of  prayer  and  humility  the  soul  ascends 
to  the  heights  of  perfection  and  there  rests  secure. 

STRENGTH  comes  out  of  brightness.  Endurance  de- 
pends on  happiness.  It  is  only  the  lighthearted  who 
know  how  to  suffer  rightly,  and  as  God  wishes  us  to 
suffer.  These  are  hard  words,  but  you  will  understand 
them  some  day.— Father  Faber. 


We  translate  the  following  from  La  Semaine 
Relif/ieuse : 

On  the  3d  of  December  last,  Don  Carlos  gave,  as 
it  were  accidentally,  a  new  proof  of  his  religious 
dispositions,  and  of  his  love  for  his  people.  Whilst 
riding  on  the  public  road  to  Navarre,  the  king 
overtook  a  priest  walking  the  same  way  and  carry- 
ing the  Holy  Viaticum  to  a  sick  person  in  the  vi- 
cinity. Immediately  the  young  prince  alighted 
from  his  horse,  and  with  the  few  officers  who  ac- 
companied him,  escorted,  on  foot,  the  King  of  kings. 
The  point  to  which  the  pious  cortege  directed 
their  steps  was  a  modest  house  called  Sparraguisra 
de  Lizaraza.  When  the  door  was  reached,  the 
priest,  seeing  the  prince  intended  to  enter  the  house 
of  the  poor  sick  person,  turned  towards  him  and  en- 
treated him  to  stay  outside,  as  the  sickness  was  a 
contagious  one.  But  a  great  soul  is  seldom  moved 
by  such  a  consideration.  Don  Carlos  only  felt 
prompted  to  walk  in  with  a  quicker  step;  and  di- 
recting himself  to  the  farther  end  of  the  poor  cot- 
tage, to  the  sick  bed,  where  lay  a  poor,  old  desti- 
tute woman,  he  took  her  hand  and  pressed  it  in. 
his  own,  as  a  friend,  and  addressed  her  a  few  cheer- 
ing and  consoling  words.  The  poor  aged  patient 
scarcely  knew  how  to  thank  her  unexpected  royal 
visitor,  while  all  present  were  in  tears,  on  their 
knees  around  her,  deeply  affected  by  such  sub- 
lime charity, and  praying  with  all  their  heart  that 
a  prince  whose  noble  religious  soul  reminded  them 
of  the  best  and  most  glorious  kings  of  Catholic 
Spain  could  soon,  for  the  happiness  of  his  sub- 
jects, ascend  the  throne  of  St.  Ferdinand. 

Early  next  morning,  a  messenger  from  the  king 
was  knocking  at  the  same  door,  with  600  reaux  for 
the  clear  old  patient. 

On  reading  such  a  beautiful  episode,  one  feels 
relieved  from  the  effect  of  the  sickening  sights  the 
eye  meets  in  so  many  directions  through  the 
world.  The  heart  breathes  aud  whispers:  All  is 
not  lost  yet! 

A  Somewhat  Aged  Pilgrim. 

La  Gazette  Diocesaine  cTlrkontsfc  (Siberia)  pub- 
lishes the  following  statement: 

"A  few  days  since  there  arrived  at  the  convent  of 
Vozncsensky,  in  this  city,  a  pilnrim  of  the  age  of  124. 
He  had  come  on  foot  from  the  Department  of  Tomsk. 
This  venerable  man's  name  is  Zakbar  Gladyschew;  he 
was  born  in  Tiffs,  in  the  year  1735.  His  father  died  at 
the  aire  of  148,  and  his  mother  at  138. 

"  Gladyschew  made,  ten  years  ago,  a  pilgrimage  on 
foot  from  Tomsk  to  Nertshinsk  and  Kiakhta.  His 
sight  and  hearing  are  perfect,  aud  he  still  walks  quite 
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readily  and  easily.  It  is  only  in  his  arms  he  feels  some 
weakness.  In  the  convent  church  at  Vozncsensky,  he 
remained  standing  through  the  entire  length  of  the 
Divine  Service." 

"Were  it  not  for  the  excellent  character  of  the 
weekly  paper  from  which  we  take  the  above  sketch 
of  extraordinary  longevity,  we  would  scarcely  dare 
endorse  its  statement. 

This  wonderful  son  of  still  more  wonderful  pa- 
rents was  born  only  three  years  later  than  Wash- 
ington.  He  seems  to  be  a  man  of  religious  dispo- 
sitions, and  a  lover  of  pilgrimages.  We  hope  that 
all  our  pious  American  Pilgrims  of  last  year  will 
be  rewarded  with  the  same  number  of  years;  at 
which  rate,  our  venerable  Patriarch,  the  oldest  pil- 
grim on  this  continent,  might  enjoy  a  little  mar- 
gin of  46  years  in  addition  to  the  78  he  has  already 
lived  to  good  advantage;  while  our  venerated 
Bishop,  who  presided  over  the  first  American  Pil- 
grimage to  Lourdes  and  Rome,  might  indulge  the 
pleasant  hope  of  devoting  86  years  more  to  Chris- 
tianize the  northern  part  of  our  Stale,  assisted  in 
the  meritorious  work  by  his  venerable  and  beloved 
Vicar  General  for  the  space  of  58  years.  The 
translator  would  be  satisfied  with  his  reasonable 
share  of  64;  that  is  to  say,  with  a  modest  middle 
place  between  his  two  venerated  friends.  But  alas! 
the  weight  of  years  does  not  necessarily  secure  a 
proportionate  weight  of  merits.  We  never  rested 
our  chances  of  salvation  on  the  number  of  years 
we  might  be  spared  ;  quite  the  reverse :  much  safer, 
indeed  is  the  modus  agendi  of  those  of  whom  it  is 
written  that  in  a  few  years  they  filled  a  long  exis- 
tence. In  paucis  annis  explevit  tempora  multa. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

MILITARY  REGULATIONS  AND  THE  CLERGY  IN  THE 
KINGDOM  OP  ITALY. 

ROME,  Dec.  27,  1874. 

EDITOR  "  AVE  MARIA  ": — In  addition  to  the  fact 
that  ecclesiastics  in  Italy  are  not  exempt  from  mil- 
itary service,  a  privilege  which  the  candidates  for 
Holy  Orders  enjoy  the  world  over,  and  of  which  Al- 
fonso Lamarmora  has  shown  the  reasonableness, 
propriety  and  justice,  they  are  subject  to  military 
drill.  A  doubt  has  often  arisen  whether  to  be  free 
from  the  obligation  it  were  necessary  to  have 
received  the  Order  of  Priesthood,  or  whether  it 
would  suffice  to  have  received  the  Order  of  Sub- 
deaconship.  To  remove  all  doubt  about  the  matter, 
the  Bishop  of  Verona,  through  a  canon  delegated 
for  that  purpose,  had  recourse  to  the  Minister  of 
War,  the  Bishop  as  well  as  his  Vicar-General  being 
too  much  occupied  to  attend  to  the  affair  directly. 
The  following  is  the  official  reply,  published  by  the 
DUnita  Cattolica: 


THE  MINISTER  OF  WAR. — [No.  C339.] 

RO.MK,  Sept.  28th,  1874. 

In  response  to  the  communication  of  the  lit.  Rev. 
Bishop  of  Verona,  of  the  24h  of  September,  the 
Minister  of  War  would  signify  that  in  accordance 
witli  the  last  clause  of  Art  4th  of  the  law  of  the  9th 
of  July,  1871,  those  candidates  for  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal state,  inscribed  in  category  second — i.  e.,  those 
who,  although  they  have  completed  their  25th 
year,  have  not  as  yet  received  Major  Ordera,  are 
not  exempt  from  the  exercises  of  military  drill; 
and  he  subjoins  that  as  the  subdiaconate  is  a 
Major  Order  they  who  have  received  it  are  dis- 
pensed from  the  military  duty  above  mentioned. 
FIRMATO  R.  TORRE,  Minister  of  War. 

To  the  most  illustrious  and  most  Rev.  Canon 
Delegate  of  the  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  Verona. 

The  following  words  were  addressed  by  the 
Holy  Father  to  that  illustrious  champion  of  the 
faith,  Mgr.  Lachat,  Bishop  of  Basilia,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  departure  of  the  latter,  with  two  other 
ecclesiastics,  into  exile: 

"You  sutler  persecution,  my  dear  children,  but 
behold  the  Church  this  very  day,  in  the  office  of 
the  Saint  whose  feast  we  to  morrow  celebrate,  pro- 
poses to  us  an  admirable  example  of  constancy  in 
the  midst  of  trials,  and  the  certain  triumph  sooner 
or  later  accorded  to  such  constancy.  The  holy 
Bishop  St.  Eusebius  was  likewise  persecuted  by 
the  sectaries  of  his  lime,  the  Arians. 

"He  was  imprisoned,  scourged,  driven  from  his 
see  and  made  to  endure  all  kinds  of  torments,  so 
that  the  Church  has  honored  him  with  the  title  of 
martyr,  although  in  reality  his  days  were  not  ter- 
minated by  violence.  The  persecution  finally  be- 
ing over,  the  Bishop  returned  to  his  flock,  and  to- 
day he  has  a  place  upon  our  altars,  while  no  one 
any  longer  speaks  of  the  Arians,  his  persecutors. 

"Then  there  was  question  of  an  error,  as  insinu- 
ating as  it  was  seditious,  and  not  a  few  feared  that 
the  entire  world  would  become  Arian.  The  pres- 
ent persecution  will  likewise  have  an  end,  but 
while  God  permits  it  to  continue  let  us  stand  firm 
and  unswerving  in  the  performance  of  our  duties. 

"Besides,  let  us  remember  that  we  belong  to  the 
Church  Militant,  that  our  lot  is  to  fight  continually, 
and  that  there  is  no  perfect  peace  here  below.  Let 
us  also  bear  in  mind  that  it  will  be  given  to  no 
power  to  overcome  the  Church,  for  it  htfs  been 
founded  upon  a  rock.  Yes,  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
has  founded  His  Church  super  firmam  petram. 
And  no  power  shall  ever  prevail  against  it." 

Mgr.  Lachat  left  Rome  the  17th  of  the  current 
month. 

The  Holy  Father,  through  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
is  in  the  enjoyment  of  excel  lent  health.  On  Thurs- 
day morning,  the  vigil  of  the  Nativity,  he  gave 
Communion  to  all  the  members  of  his  Court. 
About  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  he  celebrated 
the  first  Mass  of  the  solemnity,  and  on  the  follow- 
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ing  morning,  shortly  after  seven  o'clock,  he  said 
his  second  Mass,  and  afterwards  the  third,  without 
interruption,  something  which  he  had  never  done 
in  preceding  years. 

I  will  forbear  speaking  of  the  numerous  audi- 
ences given  by  His  Holiness  during  the  entire 
morning  of  the  same  day.  F.  P.  B. 


Catholic  Notes. 

—Mr.  Gladstone  has  resigned  his  position  as  leader 
of  the  Liberals,  which  he  had  forfeited  by  his  illiberal- 
ity. 

—The  Catholic  World  claims  that  there  are  at  least 
35,000  girls  in  the  schools  taught  by  nuus  in  the  United 
States. 

— In  the  month  of  October  last  the  income  of  the 
Vatican  was  eight  million  of  francs  in  gold,  counting 
offerings  and  presents  of  all  kinds. 

— His  Holiness  has  lately  nominated  the  Rev.  Signer 
Lanciapi'ima  one  of  his  Domestic  Prelates.  This 
worthy  man  did  a  good  deal  of  missionary  work  in 
America  some  years  ago. 

— The  Prussian  authorities  have  closed  the  Roman 
Catholic  Seminary  at  Fulda,  expelled  the  head  priest 
from  German  territory,  and  sequestrated  all  of  the  prop- 
erty of  the  Bishop  of  that  diocese. 

— The  Pope  has  conferred  the  Order  of  St.  Gregory 
on  our  coumryman,  Mr.  P.G.  Healey,  now  in  Rome,but 
formerly  of  Boston  and  Chicago,  in  acknowledgment  of 
the  artist's  success  in  painting  a  portrait  of  His  Holi- 
ness. 

— There  are  in  France  86  Prelates  of  the  Catholic 
Church;  namely — 17  Archbishops,  and  69  Bishops. 
The  other  Catholic  clergy  comprise  192  vicar-generals, 
723  canons,  3,531  cures  or  incumbents,  and  31,569 
curates. 

— The  Roman  papers  announce  the  death  of  one  of 
the  greatest  of  Italian  preachers.  Father  Emmanuel 
Ribera,  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Most  Holy  Re- 
deemer, expired  at  Porta  Alba  on  the  10th  ult.  He 
was  born  at  Molfetta,  in  the  Neapolitan  provinces, and 
was  of  Spanish  origin. 

— Baden  continues  to  pursue  the  course  marked  out 
for  her  by  Prussia.  Her  last  little  exploit  was  to  pro- 
hibit the  priest  of  Urloflen  from  attending  the  school, 
to  give  the  children  their  usual  catechetical  instruc- 
tions, on  the  ground  that  he  was  infringing  on  the  law 
which  forbids  private  families  from  being  annoyed! 

— We  are  indebted  to  a  friend  for  the  following  sin- 
gularly beautiful  anagram  which,  he  informs  us,  is 
engraved  on  the  pedestal  of  a  statue  of  Our  Blessed 
Lady  ut  Heppen,  Prussia:  ''  Ave  Maria,  gratia  plena, 
Dominus  Tecum!''1  thus  anflgramaUCally  rendered:  "Jn- 
ventasum  Deipara,eryo  immaculata.^ — Catholic  Universe. 

— The  Cincinnati  Catholic  Telegraph  says : — "The  Cath- 
olics of  this  city  build  new  churches  to  accommodate 
growing  congregations.  Why  Protestants  build  new 
churches  is  more  than  a  mystery.  The  aggregate  num- 
ber of  frittings  in  the  Protestant  churches  of  this  city 
is  three  times  as  great  as  the  number  who  attend 
them." 


— The  Bishop  of  Rodez  has  recently  re-established 
in  his  diocese  the  ancient  association  culled  SainteFoy. 
Its  object  is  the  extension  and  propagation  of  the 
Faith  all  over  the  world,  under  the  invocation  of  Mary 
Most  Holy  and  of  Sainte  Foy.  This  association,  which 
has  been  dissolved  for  many  centuries,  dates  from  the 
days  of  the  First  Crusade. 

—On  Sunday,  the  12th,  the  Bishop  of  Salford  admin- 
istered  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation  in  St.  Chad's 
Cathedra],  Manchester,  to  680  persons,  amongst  whom 
were  a  number  of  adult  converts  from  the  Anglican 
Church.  The  London  correspondent  of  the  Univers 
states  that  one  of  the  results  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  pam- 
phlet has  been  the  remarkable  increase  of  converts 
from  Protestantism  to  the  truth. 

—The  Afjence  Havas  publishes  the  following  dispatch : 
On  Tuesday,  December  8,  Feast  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  the  Queen  Mother  of  Bavaria  appeared  for 
the  first  time  publicly  at  Mass.  She  came  on  foot  to 
the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary,  Munich,  and  mingled  with  the 
rest  of  the  congregation  like  an  ordinary  person.  In 
the  afternoon  she  went  to  Vespers  at  the  Church  of  St. 
Boniface.  Her  Majesty's  appearance  in  the  church  has 
caused  a  very  lively  impression  here. 

— FEAST  OF  THE  HOLY  HOUSE  OF  LORETO. — It  was 
an  ancient  custom,  religiously  observed  until  the  entry 
of  our  conquerors  into  Rome,  to  celebrate  this  festival 
with  great  solemnity.  On  the  evening  preceding  the 
Feast  itself  there  was  a  grand  discharge  of  different 
kinds  of  fire-arms.  This  year,  however,  to  the  surprise 
and  delight  of  all  good  and  fervent  Romans,  the  annual 
custom  was  again  observed,  and  the  vigil  of  the  Feast 
of  the  Translation  of  the  Holy  House  of  Loreto  was 
ushered  in  by  a  general  discharge  of  small  pieces  of 
ordnance.  This  display  greatly  displeased  the  4%buz- 
zurri,"  but  they  were  unable  to  impede  it,  greatly  to 
their  disappointment. 

—A  SAINT  —On  the  15th  inst.the  Cardinals  and  Con- 
suiters  of  the  Congregation  of  Rites  held  a  council  rel 
ative  to  the  preparatory  examination  of  the  virtue  in 
graduheroico  (in  an  heroic  degree)  and  miracles  of  the 
venerable  servant  of  God,  Father  Beniguus,  Bi.-hop  of 
Cuneo,  and  Professed  Priest  of  the  Reformed  Minorites. 
He  dud  in  the  year  1774.  Only  now,  after  all  the  tes- 
timonies relative  to  his  virtues  and  miracles  have  been 
exhausted,  is  the  Congregation  authorized  to  proceed 
to  a  more  rigid  examination  of  the  same,  prior  to  the 
Beatification  and  ultimate  canonization.  His  Emi- 
nence, Cardinal  Patrizi,  after  a  mature  examination  of 
the  preparatory  process,  has  issued  a  rescript  in  answer 
to  the  demand  of  the  Congregation  "Is  it  lawful  to 
process?"  The  answer  is  affirmative — affirmatively. 

— The  Archbishop  of  Toulouse  !s  the  Director-Gen- 
eral of  the  Apostolate  of  Prayer,  one  special  object  of 
which  is  to  extend  among  the  faithful  devotion  to  the 
Sacred  Heart.  In  his  official  capacity,  this  prelate  has 
petitioned  the  Holy  Father  to  consecrate  the  whole 
Church  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
the  petition,  to  which  every  Catholic  would  gladly 
subscribe,  will  meet  with  favor  and  be  cordially 
granted.  The  wounded  Spouse  of  Christ  pleads  in  the 
hour  of  her  Passion  to  the  wounded  Heart  of  Calvary. 
— Cincinnati  Catholic  Telegraph. 
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— "There  are  published  in  the  United  States  27 
Catholic  (English)  weekly  newspapers.  Besides  these 
•weeklies  there  are  four  or  five  monthlies  and  quarter- 
lies, hut  no  Catholic  daily  paper.  The  Catholic  week- 
lies that  we  include  in  this  27  are  papers  that  are 
really  Catholic  in  their  teaching  and  treatment  of  sub- 
jects; and  do  not  include  those  that  are  of  a  purely 
political  character  but  still  treat  Catholicity  with 
courtesy  only  because  the  great  majority  of  their 
readers  is  Catholic.  Now  it  will  be  a  matter  of  interest 
to  know  what  the  united  circulation  of  those  27  papers 
is.  We  have  been  at  much  pains  to  find  out,  and,  mak- 
ing every  allowance  for  imperfect  data,  we  have  ascer- 
tained that  it  is  fully  160,000.  Thus  the  entire  English- 
speaking  Catholic  population  of  the  United  States  that 
takes  a  Catholic  periodical  of  any  kind  is  only  160,000. 
We  say 'of  any  kind  advisedly,  by  no  means  forgetting 
the  monthlies  and  Brownson;  and  we  say  so  from  a 
knowledge  that  they  who  take  the  weeklies  include 
those  who  take  the  monthlies  and  quarterlies.  Nay 
more, — in  this  160,000  the  same  person  is  several  times 
counted,  for  many  take  several  Catholic  papers  to  our 
certain  knowledge." — Catholic  Advocate. 

— The  following  instance  of  Italian  cupidity  and  the 
way  in  which  it  was  punished  is  related  by  a  writer  in 
the  Journal  de Florence:  "  The  relics  of  St.  Margaret  of 
Cortona  are  still  kept  in  the  Convent  of  St.  Francis. 
The  keys  of  the  shrine,  which  has  two  locks,  are  at  pres- 
ent kept,  one  by  the  nuns  of  the  convent,  the  other 
by  the  officers  of  the  municipality.  Afew  monthsagd 
a  French  lady  of  high  rank  visited  the  convent,  and 
asked  to  see  the  precious  remains  of  the  areat  penitent. 
The  nuns  told  her  that  she  must  apply  to  the  munici- 
pality for  the  key  of  the  second  lock.  She  went,  and 
was  informed  that  the  shrine  could  only  be  opened  in 
presence  of  a  Bishop,  except  on  certain  days  of  the 
year,  such,  for  instance, as  the  feast  of  the  Saint,  which 
falls  on  the  23rd  of  February.  Still,  if  the  lady  chose 
to  burn  a  number  of  wax  tapers  and  pay  a  sum  of 
money,. she  might  have  the  key.  The  sum  being  six 
crowns  to  each  of  the  municipal  officers,  Madame  de 
St.  M.  naturally  determined  not  to  pay  anything  of  the 
kind,  knowing  that  it  was  an  impudent  imposition,  but 
politely  stated  that  she  would  let  the  gentlemen  have 
an  answer  the  following  day.  The  next  morning  she 
wrote  them  a  letter  to  the  effect  that  since  the  shrine 
could  only  be  opened  in  the  presence  of  a  Bishop,  she 
would  not  burden  their  conscience  by  tempting  them 
to  allow  her  to  see  the  relics  on  the  consideration  of  a 
largess.  The  municipal  officers  hastened  immediately 
to  the  hotel  to  assure  the  lady  that  the  law  command- 
ing the  presence  of  a  Bishop  at  the  inspection  of  the 
sacred  body  was  of  ancient  date,  in  fact,  obsolete,  but 
•he  had  already  left  the  city.  The  nuns  assert  that 
the  second  key  has  been  taken  from  them  by  the  Gov- 
ernment officials  under  the  new  regime  for  the  pur- 
pose of  extorting  money  from  pious  and  curious  tour- 
ists." 

—A  recent  speech  made  in  the  Austrian  Parliament 
by  Mgr.  Grenter,  deputy  for  the  Tyrol,  caused  some 
sensation.  The  following  Is  an  extract  from  it:  "  How 
often,"  he  said,  "have  we  had  to  listen  to  the  assertion 
that  the  Concordat  with  Rome  was  the  only  obstacle 


to  the  improvement  of  public  prosperity?  Well,  at  the 
same  time  the  Concordat  was  in  full  force  and  opera- 
tion our  budget  amounted  to  280  millions.  Now,  al- 
though this  obstacle,  as  the  Liberals  call  it,  is  removed, 
we  have  a  budget  of  380  millions.  The  taxation  has 
increased  to  such  a.point  that  the  people  can  pay  no 
more.  The  State  has.  taken  all  the  monies  which  the 
different  countries  of  the  Empire  have  been  able  to 
raise  for  schools  and  for  the  poor,  and  the  State  en- 
gaged to  take  the  care  of  them  on  itself.  But  although 
it  took  that  money  it  levies  other  taxes  for  those  ob- 
jects; and,  moreover,  we  have  a  deficit  every  year  on 
that  head.  Liberalism  speaks  of  liberty;  we  shall 
soon  have  the  liberty  of  the  beggar.  What  freedom 
we  have,  and  yet  expect,  Liberalism  has  already  shown 
us.  When  a  child  is  born,  Liberalism  disdains  to  have  it 
baptized;  as  soon  as  it  puts  on  its  first  breeches  it  is 
sent  to  the  public  gardens  to  worship  nature;  theu  to 
school,  to  be  instructed  by  Jews  and  heathens;  in  the 
next  stage  the  young  citizen  is  put  in  uniform  for  six 
years  in  the  army,  and  in  the  militia  till  he  is  forty-five. 
At  that  age  the  man  is  free — free  to  die.  When  he  is 
dead,  he  ought,  one  would  think,  to  be  free,  but  this  is 
not  the  case,  for  then  Liberalism  seizes  his  corpse  to- 
bury  it  in  unconsecrated  earth.  Convents  and  monas- 
teries are  ruined  by  Liberalism,  which  sells  them,  lakes 
the  money,  and  spends  it  on  prisons.  The  good  old 
times  are  cursed;  why,  I  know  not.  I  for  one  would 
like  to  know  what  the  Minister  of  Justice  would  do 
with  his  27  000  vagabonds  and  other  malefactors  if  the 
Middle  Ages  had  not  left  him  the  buildings  to  keep 
them  in." 

ENGLISH   CONVERTS  TO   CATHOLICITY. 

— We  take  the  following  from  the  Methodist:  "  Every 
year  we  have  one  or  more  perversions  of  distinguished 
Anglicans  to  the  Catholic  Church.  Each  instance 
creates  an  unpleasant  shock  in  Protestant  circles,  and 
then  all  is  quiet  again.  Presently,  without  the  sound- 
ing of  any  note  of  warning,  another  honorable  or  very 
reverend  is  taken  captive,  and  another  shock  of  sur- 
prise runs  through  the  religious  world.  Evidently  the 
Catholics  are  working  with  unusual  energy,  and  with 
all  their  usual  secrecy.  A  Glasgow  paper  has  made  a 
list  of  the  perverts  from  the  Church  of  England  to 
Catholicism  in  thirty  years.  It  dates  the  beginning  of 
the  Catholic  movement  at  the  time  of  the  publication 
in  English  of  "  Mohler's  Symbolism,"  a  work  of  great 
acuteuess,  which  discusses  the  doctrinal  differences 
between  Catholics  and  Protestants.  Two  years  after, 
in  1845,  the  Rev.  John  Henry  Newman  went  over  and 
the  Rev.  Frederick  Oakeley,  Fellow  of  Baliol  College, 
Oxford;  in  1850,  the  Rev.  Henry  William  Wilberforce; 
in  1851,  Henry  Edward  Manning,  Fellow  of  Merlon 
College;  in  1855,  the  Rev.  Edmund  S  Ffoulk«-s,  Fellow 
of  Je*us  College;  in  1856,  the  Rev.  Wm.  Palmer,  elder 
brother  of  Sir  Roundell  Palmer,  and  Fellow  of  Magda- 
len College.  From  Cambridge  University  there  went 
the  Rev.  Frederick  A.  Paley,  a  grandson  of  the  famous 
Archdeacon  Paley.  He  has  lately  been  appointed  a 
Profesfor  in  the  new  Catholic  College  at  Kensington. 
Of  these  men  Mr.  Ffoulkes  lias  returned  to  the  Church 
of  England,  and  Mr.  Manning  has  become  Archbishop 
of  Westminster.  Wilberforce  (now  deceased)  was  the 
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son  of  tlie  great  reformer  and  leader  of  the  Evangeli- 
cals of  his  time.  Of  perverts  among  the  laity  of  the 
Establishment  the  list  is  large.  It  includes  the  Earl 
of  Denbigh,  the  Earl  of  Gainsborough,  Sir  Culling 
Eardley,  the  Marquis  of  Bute,  Lord  Robert  Montagu, 
the  Right  Hon.  Mr.  Monsell,  Sir  William  Stewart,  of 
Murthly  Castle,  Mr.  Hope  Scott,-  Q.  C.,  Mr.  Aspinwall, 
Q.  C.,  Mr.  Chisholm  Anstey,  M.  P.,  Mr.  W.  B.  D.  Turn- 
bull,  Advocate,  James  Browne,  LL.  D.,  Advocate, 
Mr.  Addis,  a  distinguished  Scottish  Prespyterian  stu- 
dent at  Oxford,  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Bellew,  Mr.  Morrell,  late 
Inspector  of  Schools,  the  Duchess  of  Buccleuch,  the 
Duchess  Dowager  of  Argyll,  the  Duchess  <,f  Hamilton, 
who  was  a  German,  the  Marchioness  of  Lothian  and 
the  Marchioness  of  Queensberry.  From  the  Quakers, 
Mr.  Lucas,  the  editor  of  the  London  Tablet,  and  a  rel- 
ative of  the  Bright  family,  has  gone  over.  It  is  notice- 
able that  while  one  of  the  Newman  brothers  became 
a  Catholic,  another  seceded  from  the  Evangelicals  to 
the  Rationalists.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Ward,  of  the  Oxford 
perverts,  was  the  author  of  the  opinion  that  the  arti- 
cles of  the  Church  of  England  might  be  interpreted  in 
"  a  non-natural  sense,"  a  proposition  which  shocked 
all  honest  minds.  The  paper  from  which  we  gather 
these  valuable  facts  expresses  the  opinion  that  the 
perversions  from  the  aristocracy  may  be  accounted 
for  by  the  defective  training  of  its  youth  in  the  truths 
of  Scripture.  This  explanation  will  not  apply,  how- 
ever, to  the  clergy,  who  are  thoroughly  trained  men." 
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FROM  THE   18TH  TO  THE  20X11   OF  JANUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  eighteen  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  the  names  of  twenty-three 
new  Associates  have  been  enrolled;  conversion 
has  been  asked  for  forty-six  individuals;  sixty- 
nine  sick  persons  have  been  recommended  to  the 
prayers  of  the  Association;  thirty-nine  speciiil  fa- 
vors have  been  asked,  for  several  iadivkluals  and 
forty-two  families. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from,  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"I  thank  you  much  for  the  water  you  sent  to  Mrs. 
F — ,  last  June;  on  her  behalf  I  wish  to  thank  Our 
Blessed  Mother  for  the  great  benefit  received  from  the 
use  of  the  water; — many  thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Mother 
for  the  good  health  I  have  enjoyed  ever  since  I  used 
the  precious  water;  I  cannot  speak  too  highly  in  its  fa- 
vor." . .  "The  vial  of  the  water  of  Lourdesyou  sent  has 
performed  a  great  miracle,  by  relieving  Mrs  S — of  her 
affliction,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  her  neighbors,  as 
no  one  ever  expected  her  to  recover.  Two  doctors  had 
given  her  up  and  our  priest  had  administered  to  her  the 
last  rites  of  the  Church  before  the  vial  of  the  Lourdes 
water  arrived.  I  think  she  was  fully  prepared  to  die 
as  she  coulcl  not  live  in  such  terrible  pain.  Until  we 
would  hear  from  you,  we  took  particular  notice  of  her 
first  relief,  which  corresponds  with  the  time  which  you 
had  the  prayers  offered  up  for  her.  She  then  fell  into  a 


short  slumber,  the  first  sleep  or  rest  she  had  in  six 
weeks.  She  is  now  rapidly  improving  every  day."  .  .  . 
"I  have  been  very  much  troubled  with  a  breaking  out 
on  my  face,  and  it  is  also  at  times  very  much  swollen. 
I  have  taken  a  great  deal  of  medicine,  but  without 
avail.  Two  years  ago,  I  was  troubled  with  a  fever,  and 
one  of  the  best  physicians  in  New  York  failed  to  relieve 
me;  so  through  the  kind  advice  of  a  friend  I  wrote  to 
you,  and  used  the  water  of  Lourdes,  while  saying  a 
novena,  after  which  I  was  surprised  to  find  myself  com- 
pletely cured;  and  I  have  ever  felt  grateful  to  Our 
Blessed  Lady,  in  whom  I  have  great  faith."  ..."  Rev. 
Father,  the  person  for  whom  I  got  the  water  has  been 
much  benefitted  by  it;  his  eyes  are  almost  well.  Sev- 
eral others  were  greatly  relieved  by  using  it."  . .  .  ''Rev. 
Father:  I  hereby  inform  you  of  the  benefit  I  received 
through  the  blessed  water.  It  has  cured  me  of  kidney 
complaint  which  had  lasied  for  fourteen  years,  and  has 
also  removed  from  my  head  the  baneful  effects  of  a 
sunstroke.  I  gave  also  some  of  the  water  to  two  young 
men:  one  had  had  a  pain  in  his  side  for  three  years, 
and  the  other  in  his  breast.  They  were  both  relieved." 
....  "Please  accept  the  expression  of  my  deep  grati- 
tude: I  was  sick  some  time  atro  and  the  blessed  water 
cured  me."  ......  "One  of  our  missionary  brothers 

gives  us  the  following  account:  'Mr.  McC has 

also  desired  me  to  report  the  cure  of  Mr.  D K 

of  this  city,  by  the  use  of  the  water  of  Lourd'es.    Mr. 

K was  very  sick,  unable  to  swallow  the  medicine 

given  by  the  doctors,  and  was  rapidly  sinking  when  Mr. 

McC heard  of  the  case  and  used  a  few  drops  of 

water  of  Lourdes  on  the  throat.  He  then  made  the 
patient  endeavor  to  swallow  two  or  three  drops  several 
times.  For  one  or  two  days  Mr.  McC recited  pray- 
ers for  the  sick  man's  intention.  On  the  third  day  he 
was  able  to  swallow  freely,  and  is  now  able  to  walk 

about." "I  return  thanks  to  God  and  to  His 

Blessed  Mother — I  have  had  the  consolation  of  seeing 
my  husband  go  to  his  religious  duties."  ....  "You 
sent  me.  last  spring,  two  vials  of  the  blessed  water  for 
my  child,  only  a  few  months  old.  Thanks  be  to  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother  it  had  all  the  desired  effect." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in.  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MOTHER  MARGARET  PHILIP  WHYTE,  of 
the  Order  of  St.  Bridget,  and  a  member  of  the  As- 
sociation of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  \vho 
departed  this  life  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Stephen,  at 
St.  Brigid's  Convent,  Abbeyleix,  Ireland.  MR. 
THOMAS  MULLEN,  of  County  Louth,  Ireland,  who 
departed  this  life  on  the  15th  of  last  December, 
fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  MR. 
EDW.  THOS.  MOHAN,  of  Wilbur,  N.  Y. ;  Miss  MAR- 
GARET BARRY,  of  Farley,  Iowa;  PATRICK  DAVY, 
CATHERINE  DAVY,  THOMAS  DAVY,  MICHAEL  DAVY, 
of  Brownsville,  Minn.;  MR.  JAMES  HICKEY,  of 
Springfield,  Mass.;  Miss  MAGGIE  MITCHELL,  of 
Washington,  D.  C.,  who  died  of  consumption,  on 
the  5th  iust.,  fortified  by  all  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church;  her  death  was  a  very  happy  one,  and 
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gave  edification  to  all  surrounding  her  deathbed. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Religious  News. 

DEATHS. 

PRIESTS. 

Jan.  8,1875. — At  Boston,  Mass.,  REV.  A.  L.  HITZELBER- 

GER,  S.  J. 
Jan.  20.— At  Morrissania,  N.  T.,  REV.  J.  P.  WOODS. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Jan.  14.— At  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  SISTER  MART  CALLAGHAN. 
Jan.  16  — At  St.  Joseph,  Mo.,  BROTHER  AGATHO,  of  the 

Christian  Brothers. 
Jan.  2.— At  Boston,  SISTER  M.  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 

of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame. 

Rrquiescant  in  pace. 

RECEPTIONS. 

Jan.  9 — At  New  York,  Miss  L.  Bonny  (Sister  M.  Joseph), 
of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 

PROFESSION'S. 

Dec.  28,1874.— At  Georgeton.D.  C.,  Sister  M.Elizabeth, 
(Miss  Cheney)  of  the  Order  of  the  Visitation. 

Jan.  1875  — At  Nesr  York,  Sister  M.  Berchmans,  (Mary 
A.  McGean)  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 


For  Our  Holy  Father  the  Pope. 

Joseph  E.  Elder,  Chicago,  111 $5  00 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

A  Friend §10  00 

A  Friend 2  00 

AFriend 500 

AFrieud 1  00 


For  the  New  Tabernacle. 

A  Friend $o  00 

AFriend 100 


Obituary. 

It  is  with  sincere  sorrow  that  we  learn  the  news 
of  the  death  of  MOTHER  MARY  P.  WHYTE,  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Brigid.  She  died  at  St.  Brigid's  Con- 
vent, Abbeyleix,  Ireland,  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Stephen, 
the  first  Martyr.  Oue  of  the  good  religious  of  the 
convent  writes  to  us  as  follows: 

On  Tuesday,  the  22d,  we  noticed  her  sleeping,  or  in- 
clined to  sleep,  on  the  chair  in  the  Community  Room. 
We  asked  her  what  was  the  matter.  She  said:  "Nothing 
at  all:  I  am  quite  well;'1  and  she  assisted  at  all  the 
choir  duties  as  usual.  Rev.  Mother  sent  her  to  bed  an 
hour  earlier  than  usual,  thinking  it  was  only  sleepy 
she  was;  next morning(\Vednesday)  she  said  she  had 
got  a  little  cold  and  would  remain  in  bed.  She  was 
quite  bright  ull  day,  however;  no  appearance  of  any- 


thing serious;  Thursday  morning  the  doctor  said  in- 
flammation of  the  lungs  had  set  in  suddenly,  and  that 
he  felt  she  would  not  recover;  however,  he  blistered 
her  and  did  all  he  could.  She  made  her  last  confession 
and  was  anointed,  but  could  not  receive  Viaticum 
that  day.  Christmas  morning  she  had  the  happiness 
of  receiving  it,  thank  God.  All  that  day  she  felt  very 
much  better,  and  the  doctor  said  she  was  not  out  of 
danger.  Being  up  the  night  before,  I  went  to  bed 
Christmas  night,  but  awoke  at  1  o'clock,  got  up  and 
went  to  her  cell  to  see  how  she  was.  When  she  saw 
me  she  insisted  on  my  returning  to  bed;  to  please  her 
I  did  so,  but  was  only  a  few  minutes  there  when  one  of 
the  Sisters  who  was  on  duty  with  her  came  and  asked 
me  to  get  up — they  were  getting  alarmed  about  our 
dear  Mother.  1  went  in,  and  at  once  saw  our  saint  was 
going  from  us;  when  she  perceived  me, she  asked  me: 

' ,  are  we  alone?"  the  Sisters,  hearing  the 

question,  left  the  cell;  I  answered  "Yes."  "Tell  me 

,  am  I  dying?'' — "You  are,  my  dear  child,  in 

the  hands  of  our  good  God,  and  won't  you  be  resigned 
to  His  holy  will  to  go  to  Him  or  remain  with  us  as  He 
shall  please?" — "  Oh!  I  am  perfectly  satisfied  to  go  or 
stay  as  He  shall  please.  Some  people,"  said  she, 
"think  they  do  people  a  great  favor  by  concealing  the 
approach  of  their  death  from  them,  but  I  will  take  it 
as  a  special  favor  if  you  tell  me  your  own  opinion 
of  me."  I  then  told  her  she  was  dying;  she  looked 
up  and  said:  "May  God  bless  you,  and  when  I  go  to 
heaven  I  will  pray  for  you.1'  From  that  moment  she 
commenced  her  preparation  for  death.  She  was  per- 
fectly conscious  to  the  last  moment,  knew  us  all,  got 
Holy  Communion  at  ten  o'clock  St.  Stephen's  morn- 
ing. When  she  heard  the  clock  strike  nine,  she  said: 
"  Dont  let  the  priest  go  without  giving  me  Commu- 
nion." When  he  came  up  she  seemed  to  all  to  be  un- 
conscious; after  praying  for  half  an  hour,  he  left,  and 
she  immediately  opened  her  eyes  and  asked:  "Is  he 
not  going  to  give  me  Communion?"  We  called  the 
priest  back,  and  she  received  Our  Divine  Lord  for  the 
last  time.  She  gave  us  much  instructions  as  to  how 
we  should  love  and  serve  God,  how  we  should  instruct 
the  boarders  and  the  poor  women  in  the  parish  chapel; 
she  even  asked  Rev.  Mother  not  to  let  her  class  there 
be  neglected,  she  begged  that  the  poor  children  would 
not  be  forgotten,  to  give  all  the  alms  we  could  to  them. 

We  may  well  say  of  her  that  she  is  now  in  the  bosom 
of  her  Divine  Spouse  and  Infant  Saviour,  whom  she 
loved,  and  lived  for,  and  served  so  faithfully  during  her 
thirty-nine  years  in  religion. — Bequiescat  in  pace. 

Yesterday,  Feast  of  the  Holy  Innocents,  we  laid  her 
in  her  cold  grave. 

The  Reverend  Mother  was  a  sister  of  Rev.  R. 
Whyte,  S.  J.,  of  New  York,  and  of  a  good  religious 
here  at  Notre  Dame. 
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We  were  never  allowed  to  read  light  literature, 
nor  the  daily  papers,— neither  had  we  any  taste  for 
such  things.  We  had  a  nice  library  of  the  choicest 
and  most  improving  books — such  as  the  Lives  of 
the  Saints,  pious  biography,  and  other  various 
works,  some  of  which  were  not  wholly  devoted  to 
religion,  but  tended  to  elevate  the  mind  above  this 
earth.  We  had  the  happiness  too  of  being  nurtured 
in  an  especial  veneration  for  the  holy  Patroness  of 
our  Diocese  by  our  illustrious  Bishop,  the  immortal 
Doctor  Doyle; — we  were  always  taught  to  honor 
that  dear  Saint's  name. 

And  here  I  cannot  help  remarking  what  a  great 
mistake  it  is,  and  an  ignorant  thing  for  any  person, 
but  more  especially  for  the  children  of  Irish  pa- 
rents, to  change  the  name  of  Bridget, — the  name 
of  that  glorious  Saint  under  whose  patronage  they 
received  the  spotless  robe  of  baptism,  and  became 
children  of  God  and  heirs  to  the  kingdom  of 
heaven, — Saint  Bridget  of  Kildare! — Kildara,  or 
the  "  Cell  of  The  Oak."  To  me  this  change  is  pe- 
culiarly distasteful,  having  been  born  under  the 
shade  of  that  grand  old  oak,  whose  spreading 
branches  sheltered  and  guarded  me  from  the  snares 
and  dangers  of  the  world,  since  I  was  able  to  lisp 
the  saintly  name  of  Bridget!  But,  independent  of 
those  local  reasons  for  honoring  the  name  of  Brid- 
get, we  always  had  one  still  stronger,  in  the  na- 
tional pride  which  every  well-regulated  Irish  mind 
must  feel  in  not  succumbing  to  the  vulgar  preju- 
dices of  the  ignorant.  This  denial  of  that  illustri- 
ous name  may  hereafter  lead  (as  it  has  led)  to 
other  denials  of  more  importance  to  the  immortal 
soul. 

Again,  there  is  another  class  of  people  who  are 
not  ignorant,  and  are  fully  aware  that  they  are  do- 
ing wrong,  yet  through  human  respect  they  bar- 
ter that  glorious  name  to  suit  the  vulgar  taste.  It 
reminds  me  of  Pilate's  weakness  in  condemning 
Our  dear  Lord;  he  knew  He  was  not  guilty,  but 
did  not  wish  to  incur  the  displeasure  of  Caesar, 
and  pandered  to  the  world. 

Ah!  no,  dear  children,  we  were  not  brought  up 
in  an  artificial  world  ;  our  views  were  not  shaped 
according  to  .its  ever  shifting  fashions — and  there- 
fore our  life  was  a  happier  one. 

Well,  I  must  tell  you  more  about  our  fun.  We 
used  often  go  riding  about  the  country  in  the  ass's 
car,  and  visit  some  beautiful  suburban  residence 
early  in  the  morning  before  breakfast. 


Sometimes  we  would  cross  the  bridge,  and  take 
the  road  to  Clonbeggan  Castle,  the  seat  of  Lord 
Ran  ford,  in  the  County  of  Carlow.  Half  way  up 
the  hill  we  would  alight  at  the  lodge,  a  very  hand- 
some cottage,  always  kept  open  for  picnic  parties. 

It  contained  two  closets  for  hold  ing  baskets,  a  lot 
of  benches,  and  a  long  table.  A  rustic  orchestre 
for  musicians  was  placed  a  few  steps  higher  up 
amongst  the  trees;  and  before  the  cottage  was  a 
spacious  greensward,  kept  soft  and  close  as  vel- 
vet, for  the  dances.  Here  we  unyoked  Jack,  the 
ass,  and  let  him  graze  at  will.  Jack,  you  must 
know  was  a  regular  character — never  was  there  so 
knowing  an  animal  belonging  to  the  ass  tribe; — 
so  we  fastened  him  to  a  tree,  for  he  was  too  cunning 
to  be  trusted  at  large.  Then  we  went  skipping  up 
the  hills  like  mountain  goats,  until  we  reached  the 
"Gazabo,"  a  sort  of  open  summer-house,  perched 
on  the  hill  over  the  wood,  from  which  there  was 
a  most  enchanting  prospect.  Seven  counties,  it 
was  said,  could  be  seen  from  it  on  a  clear  day. 
Woods,  groves,  waving  cornfields,  farm-houses, 
and  villas,  with  the  distant  blue  hills  of  Wexford, 
their  peaks  seemingly  amongst  the  clouds.  And 
here  at  our  feet  was  the  lovely  Barrow,  winding 
for  miles,  like  a  belt  of  silver,  now  dancing  and 
glistening  in  the  sun's  rays,  as  it  flows  past  Clon- 
beggan Castle.  Many  a  pra}'er  of  joyful  thanks 
went  up  to  God  for  the  wondrous  beauty  of  His 
works  as  we  watched  with  rapture  and  delight  the 
morning  mists  rolling  up  the  sides  of  the  hills, 
every  moment  disclosing  new  beauties  in  the  land- 
scape. It  would  be  impossible,  in  the  limits  of  a 
memoir  like  this,  to  describe  even  one-tenth  of  all 
the  lovely  places  we  visited,  and  the  charming 
scenes  we  beheld  :  each  morning  bringing  home  a 
deluge  of  wild  flowers  of  every  hue  and  variety. 
Our  favorites  were  the  slarlike  primrose,  and  the 
tiny-belled  purple  hyacinth.  How  quickly  mem- 
ory carries  me  back  to  those  loved  scenes  of  my 
native  land,  which  are  more  indelibly  fixed  on  my 
mind  than  any  painter  could  imprint  them  on  the 
canvas!  I  see  that  half-ruined  bridge,  with  its 
broken  arch,  around  which  the  ivy  clings  so  lov 
ingly;  and  the  sweetbriar  rose  spread  half  over 
the  parapet;  the  noisy  brook,  clear  as  crystal,  runs 
babbling  over  some  moss-covered  stones,  dropped 
for  stepping-stones  by  some  idle  passenger,  too 
azy  to  go  around  by  the  bridge ;  and  I  see  those  two 
gentle-eyed  cows  bathing  their  feet  in  the  limpid 
stream,  while  a  third  is  drinking  from  its  cool  cur- 
rent. Look  at  the  lovely  meadow  to  the  right, 
with  its  countless  millions  of  wild-flowers,  and 
its  hedges  bending  with  hawthorn  blossoms;  and 
what  is  that  gleaming  and  glistening  in  and  out 
amongst  the  trees  at  the  end  of  the  meadow  ?  what 
but  the  beautiful  Barrow,  our  dear  old  river  again  ! 
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Can  anything  surpass  that  scene  of  pastoral  beauty  ? 
Yes,  come  with  me,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  some- 
thing belter.  Let  us  follow  this  winding  path, — 
now  look  before  you,  and  see  that  grand  old  ruined 
abbey;  only  one  tower  is  left  standing, 'and  that 
would  be  down  long  since  but  for  all  those  tendrils 
winding  their  arms  so  fondly  about  it  and  shelter- 
ing its  venerable  head  witli  its  dark  foliage. 

Tread  reverently,  children  dear,  through  the 
long  grass  and  fallen  tombs; — you  step  on  holy 
ground;  beneatli  your  feet,  lies  the  dust  of  many 
a  saint  and  many  a  martyr.  Just  give  me  your 
hand  till  I  lift  you  on  to  the  gnarled  bough  of  that 
old  ash-tree,  and  then  by  a  single  step  you  can 
mount  to  the  mullioned  window.  Climb  up  that 
broken  wall,  and  take  your  seat  on  the  ivy  in  the 
tower.  Now  let  us  sit  here  and  drink  in  the  sights 
and  sounds  around.  There  is  a  scene  worthy  the 
pencil  of  a  Claude  Lorraine. 

It  is  but  morn  }ret,  and  the  dewdrops  hang  like 
pearls  from  every  leaf  and  glitter  in  the  early 
sunbeams.  Listen  to  the  music  of  that  murmuring 
brook  as  it  runs  dancing  into  the  Barrow,  and  to 
the  thousands  of  little  throats  pouring  forth  their 
hymns  of  joy  from  every  bough. 

And  now  let  me  tell  you  that  this  Abbey  was 
full  of  life  at  this  hour  fourteen  hundred  years  ago! 
and  hymns  of  gratitude  and  praise  went  up  to  God 
from  human  hearts  and  human  tongues!  Just 
think  of  sitting  in  a  tower  built  by  St.  Patrick  a 
thousand  years  before  Columbus  discovered  this 
western  world!  and  in  that  well-worn  stone  font 
tradition  says  he  baptized  two  children. 

Empires  have  arisen  and  fallen;  nations  and 
kingdoms  have  passed  away;  millions  have  been 
born,  played  their  part  on  life's  stage,  and  have 
gone  to  eternity;  and  still  that  font  and  the  moss- 
covered  cross  at  its  back  stand  and  seem  to  defy 
the  ravages  of  time.  I  love  to  sit  here  at  the  twi- 
light hour  when  the  birds  have  gone  to  rest,  and 
the  wind  murmuring  through  that  magnificent 
grove  of  ash  trees  makes  me  imagine  I  hear  the 
roll  of  harmonious  voices  through  the  long  aisles 
of  a  church  as  in  centuries  past. 

The  scent  of  the  new-mown  hay  makes  the  ir- 
cense,  and  the  rays  of  the  departing  sun  stealing 
over  the  meadow  seem  like  the  procession  of 
monks  going  into  choir  to  sing  their  evening 
hymns  to  the  Virgin.  And  it  recalls  to  my  uiiud 
those  beautiful  lines  of  the  poet: 

"Behold  those  abbey  walls  so  grey, 

Ob,  where's  yon  turret's  chime? 
Sonus  of  the  blessed  where  are  they? 

That  svvell'd  in  olden  time? 
Where  are  those  hallowed  choirs  at  eve? 

That  matin  music  where? 
Those  hymns  that  once  were  sung  to  heaven? 

Now  angels  sing  them  there. 

The  sunlight  of  departing  eve, 

The  moonbeans  ulancinjs;  through 
The  broken  art-lies,  leach  to  grieve 

For  hearts  lonj;  broken  too. 
As  o'er  yon  mouldi-ring  ruin  hangs 

That  wreath  the  ivy  makes. 
Thus  round  the  heart  sha.l  memory's  pangs 

Cling  dearer  while  it  breaks. 

The  green  tree  o'er  thine  altar  bends. 

The  lous;  tcrass  sweeps  the  wall, 
Deeply  hersiirh  the  midnight  sends 

Alonij  thy  chancel  hull. 
Of  sainted  memories  calm  and  bright, 

No  legeud  needs  to  tell, 


For  story's  pen  must  fail  to  write 
What  ruin  paints  so  well." 

And  now,  dear  children,  I  am  an  exile,  far  away 
from  all  those  loved  and  beautiful  scenes — but  may 
God's  holy  will  be  done!  There's  a  glory,  after 
all,  in  being  an  exile  for  one's  faith.  We  were  per- 
secuted because  we  belonged  to  the  true  faith — 
that  glorious  faith  which  we  would  not  relinquish 
for  millions  of  worlds.  We  gave  up  our  earthly 
paradise  for  an  eternal  one.  And  next  to  faith 
comes  hope,  the  hope  of  a  bright  future. 

"F  >r  hope  shall  brighten  days  to  come, 
And  memory  gild  the  pa?t." 

Yes, a  gilded  halo  indeed  sheds  its  lustre  on  the 
past.  Oh,  beloved  childhood!  oh,  joyous  days  that 
are  fled!  Alas!  the  tomb  has  closed  over  nearlv 
all  my  fond  and  faithful  friends,  and  I  am  left  to 
weep  and  mourn  in  this  cold  and  dreary  world. 
But  one  spot  still  remains  in  my  heart  unchilled 
by  the  snows  of  care  or  age — like  a  spot  of  sunlight 
ou  a  dark  and  stormy  ocean, — 

The  memory  of  the  past. 

And  hope — oh,  glorious  hope  of  a  brighter  world ! 
— there  to  behold  forever  our  sweet  and  loving 
Jesus,  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  all  the  holy  angels 
and  saints — and  to  meet  again  our  dear  "friends, 
and  the  loved  companions  of  our  childhood,  never 
more  to  be  separated. 

An  ever  exalted,  unwearying  hope  shall  brighten 
with  a  light  more  glorious  than  the  sun,  one  (lav, 
one  long,  long  day  that  knows  no  night — one  day 
— in  the  land  of  undying  sunlight  beyond  the 
grave, — the  long  bright  day  of  eternity. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XIX. 

Since  the  bell  is  an  obligatory  accompaniment 
to  the  "Angelus,"  to  which  it  gives  an  exceptional 
solemnity,  it  may  be  well  to  speak  of  it  in  some 
detail.  The  more  so,  because  in  this  age  of  igno- 
rance in  matters  of  religion,  a  very  great  number 
even  of  Christians  know  nothing  of  the  bell  except 
the  noise  it  makes.  Its  beauty,  its  origin,  its  his- 
tory, its  power,  its  functions  are  to  them  a  blank 
letter. 

Hence  it  is  that  they  speak  of  the  bell  as  they 
would  of  a  drum.  Far  different  are  the  impres- 
sions of  one  who  knows  the  bell.  Eead  first  this 
page  of  Chateaubriand : — 

"To  us  it  seems  not  a  little  surprising  that  a 
method  should  have  been  found,  by  a  single  stroke 
of  a  hammer,  to  excite  the  same  sentiment,  at  one 
and  the  same  instant,  in  thousands  of  hearts,  and 
to  make  the  winds  and  clouds  the  bearers  of  the 
thoughts  of  men.  Considered  merely  as  harmony, 
the  bell  possesses  a  beauty  of  the  highest  kind, — 
that  which  by  artists  is  styled  the  grand, 

"  The  soul  may  be  moved  by  the  tones  of  the  lyre ; 
but  it  will  not  be  rapt  into  enthusiasm  as  when 
roused  by  the  thunders  of  the  combat,  or  when  a 
powerful  pe:il  proclaims  iu  the  region  of  the  clouds 
the  triumphs  of  the  God  of  battles. 

"This,  however,  is  not  the  most  remarkable 
character  of  the  sound  of  bells.  This  sound  has 
a  thousand  secret  relations  with  man.  How  oft, 
amid  the  profound  tranquillity  of  night,  has  the 
heavy  tolling  of  the  death-bell,  like  the  slow  pul- 
sations of  an  expiring  heart,  stayed  the  hand  of 
the  wicked!  How  often  has  it  caught  the  ear  of 
the  atheist,  who,  in  his  impious  vigils,  had  perhaps 
the  presumption  to  write  that  there  is  no  God! 
The  pen  drops  from  his  fingers.  He  hears  with 
consternation  the  funeral  knell,  which  seems  to 


say  to  him,  And  is  tliere  indeed  no  God?  Oh,  how 
such  sounds  disturbed  the  slumbers  of  our  tyrants! 
Extraordinary  religion,  which,  by  the  mere  percus- 
sion of  the  magic  metal,  can  change  pleasures  into 
torments,  appal  the  atheist,  and  cause  the  dagger 
to  drop  from  the  hand  of  the  assassin! 

"But  more  pleasing  sentiments  have  also  at- 
tached us  to  the  sound  of  bells.  When,  about  the 
time  for  cutting  the  grain,  the  tinkling  of  the  little 
bells  of  our  hamlets  was  heard  intermingled  with 
the  sprightly  strains  of  the  lark,  you  would  have 
thought  that  the  angel  of  harvest  wasproclaiming 
the  story  of  Sephora  or  of  Noemi.  It  seems  to  us 
that  were  we  a  poet  we  should  not  reject  the  idea 
of  a  bell  tolled  by  spectres  in  the  ancient  chapel 
of  the  forest,  that  which  religious  fear  set  in  mo- 
tion in  our  fields  to  keep  off  the  lightning,  or  that 
which  was  rung  at  night  in  certain  seaports  to 
direct  the  pilot  in  his  passage  among  the  rocks. 
On  our  festivals  the  lively  peals  of  our  bells  seemed 
to  heighten  the  public  joy.  In  great  calamities, 
on  the  contrary,  their  voice  became  truly  awful. 
The  hair  yet  stands  erect  at  the  remembrance  of 
those  days  of  murder  and  conflagration,  all  vibrat- 
ing with  the  dismal  noise  of  the  tocsin.  Who  has 
forgotten  those  yells — those  piercing  shrieks  suc- 
ceeded by  intervals  of  sudden  silence,  during 
which  was  now  and  then  heard  the  discharge  of  a 
musket,  some  doleful  and  solitary  voice,  and,  above 
all,  the  heavy  tolling  of  the  alarm-bell,  or  the 
clock  that  calmly  struck  the  hour  which  had  just 
elapsed  ? 

"  But,  in  a  well-regulated  society,  the  sound  of 
the  tocsin,  suggesting  the  idea  of  succor,  filled  the 
soul  with  pity  and  terror,  and  thus  touched  the 
two  great  springs  of  tragical  sensation. 

"  Such  were  something  like  the  sentiments  awak- 
ened by  the  bells  of  our  temples,— sentiments  the 
more  exquisite  as  a  vague  recollection  of  heaven 
was  always  blended  with  them.  Had  bells  been 
attached  to  any  other  edifice  than  to  our  churches 
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they  -would  have  lost  their  moral  sympathy  with 
our  hearts.  It  was  God  Himself  who  commanded 
the  angel  of  victory  to  strike  up  the  peals  that 
proclaimed  our  triumphs,  or  the  angel  of  death  to 
sound  forth  the  departure  of  a  soul  that  had  just  re- 
turned to  Him.  Thus,  by  numberless  secret  ways, 
a  Christian  society  corresponded  with  the  Divin- 
ity, and  its  institutions  were  mysteriously  lost  in 
the  Source  of  all  mystery." 

As  this  was  written  a  little  before  the  Revolution, 
when  the  bells  were  mute,  the  author  speaks  in  the 
past  tense. 

Like  all  other  great  and  beautiful  things,  it  is  to 
the  Church  that  we  are  indebted  for  the  bell. 
Small  handbells  (clochettes)  were  known  to  the 
Jews  and  pagans,  nothing  more.  In  His  adorable 
wisdom,  the  Incarnate  Word  reserved  to  His  Spouse 
the  glory  of  inventing  an  instrument  which  by  its 
sublime  beauty  would  be  in  harmony  with  the 
august  mysteries  of  the  New  Covenant. 

Considered  in  itself,  the  bell  is  a  real  marvel  of 
art.  It  is  remarkable  as  well  in  the  purity  of  its 
lines  and  the  just  measure  of  its  proportions  as  in 
the  precision  of  its  notes  and  the  correctness  of  its 
apcords.  From  the  little  bell  rung  by  the  hand  of 
the  child  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  to  the  bourdon  of 
Notre  Dame,  what  an  infinite  variety  of  dimensions 
is  seen  in  befts !  But  in  all,  the  form  remains  in- 
variably the  same ;  and  in  this  alone  consists  all 
that  is  wonderful  in  this  instrument. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Seat  of  Wisdom. 

St.  Gregory,  Bishop  of  ISTeocesarea,  called,  on  ac- 
count of  the  many  miracles  he  wrought,  Thauma- 
turgus,  fearing  that  he  might  fall  into  some  error 
of  Origen.of  which  there  was  then  so  much  danger^ 
especially  concerning  the  Most  Holy  Trinity,  and 
having  recourse  to  the  Mother  of  light  and  of  wis- 
dom, merited  that  she  should  visibly  appear  to 
him,  in  company  with  St.  John  the  Evangelist, 
and  fully  instruct  him  in  this  ineffable  mystery. 
Being  thereby  enlightened,  he  immediately  formed 
that  rule  of  faith  which  he  used  afterwards  in 
preaching,  and  left  behind  him  to  posterity,  that 
it  might  be  also  taught  by  others.  This  rule  of 
faith  was  approved  by  the  Eastern  and  Western 
Church,  and  preserved  as  a  treasure  sent  from 
heaven  by  the  Mother  of  wisdom,  as  Baronius 
relates. 


IF  you  love  MARY,  try  to  promote  devotion  to 
the  great  Mother  of  God  among  your  relations, 
friends  and  servants. — St.  AlpJionsus  Liyuori. 


Between  the  Lights. 

BY  ELEANOR  C.  DONNELLY. 

'Tis  sweet  in  the  twilight  when  toil  is  suspended, 
(A  hush  on  the  house,  and  the  tapers  unlit,) 

The  work  and  the  woe  of  another  day  ended, — 
'Tis  sweet  at  the  feet  of  Our  Lady  to  sit. 

To  creep  to  her  side,  tired  children  of  Mary, 
(So  sure  that  our  Mother  our  needs  understands), 

Our  feverish  brows  in  her  dear  lap  to  bury, 
And  feel  on  our  heads  the  soft  stroke  of  her  hands. 

No  need  to  complain,  to  give  voice  to  our  sorrow, 
The  tongue  may  be  mute,  but  the  full  heart  o'er- 
flows; 

The  wounds  of  to-day,  and  the  wants  of  to-morrow, 
Are  soothed  by  that  touch  with  the  balm  of  repose. 

No  matter  howburdened  the  dusk  may  have  found  us, 
How  vexed  with  our  failures,  how  weary  of  heart, — 

She  draws  the  cool  folds  of  her  mantle  around  us, 
And  heat  and  vexation  of  spirit  depart. 

Oh!  why  will  you  sink  'neath  your  crosses,  my  brothers? 

Why  wander  the  world  with  a  bosom  oppress'd? 
When  here,  at  the  feet  of  the  fondest  of  Mothers, 

There  waits  for  the  weary  the  sweetest  of  rest. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  II. 

It  is  mid-winter,  the  time  twilight:  a  beautiful, 
steady  glow  from  the  grate  sheds  a  warm  light 
throughout  the  apartment,  and  brings  partially 
out  of  the  shadow  the  form  of  alady,  dressed  in 
mourning,  who  leans  back  against  the  cushions 
of  her  chair.  Her  pale,  slender  hands  lie  restfully 
together  on  her  lap,  and  her  soft  white  hair  is  cov- 
ered with  a  widow's  cap.  Her  face  is  turned  to- 
wards the  shadowed  recess  near  her,  showing  her 
profile  clearly  cut  against  it.  It  is  a  sad  face,  now 
that  it  is  at  rest,  very  regular  in  its  outline  yet  full 
of  firmness,  and  an  expression  showing  that  she 
possessed  her  soul  in  patience.  The  dark  crimson 
window  curtains,  the  old-fashioned  mirror  and  fur- 
niture, are  of  the  style  of  a  bygone  century,  while 
all  the  belongings  of  the  apartment  suggest  only 
ideas  of  comfort  and  of  a  mind  indifferent  to 
change.  A  stand  filled  with  books,  a  portfolio  of 
fine  engravings,  and  a  few  good  paintings  upon 
the  walls,  show  also  intellectual  and  cultivated 
taste. 

The  lady's  self-communings  as  she  sits  there  sol- 
itary and  motionless  are  evidently  not  gloomy: 
the  serene  content  that  is  diffused  over  her  couii- 
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tenance  shadow  forth  things  altogether  lovely  to 
contemplate,  which  the  perfect  stillness  and  seclu- 
sion of  this  to  her  the  first  quiet  hour  of  the  day 
bring  forth  as  light  risen  out  of  darkness.  You 
will  not  think  these  expressions  exaggerated  when 
you  learn  that  she  had  that  morning  received 
Holy  Communion  at  one  of  the  early  Masses,  and 
grow  better  acquainted  with  her  character. 

"Oh,  niamma!  mamma!  are  you  here!"  ex- 
claimed a  voice;  then  there  was  a  rush,  and  Helen 
Waite  had  her  arms  about  her  mother,  and  was 
kneeling  on  the  rug  beside  her,  kissing  her  face. 
"  Aunt  Weston  would  take  me  home  with  her  and 
Edyth  from  church,  mamma,  and  made  me  stay  to 
dinner.  I  didn't  want  to,  at  first;  then  she  said 
she'd  send  you  word.  You  don't  mind,  do  you?" 

"Mrs.  Weston  did  send  word,  darling,  and  I 
don't  mind.  But  let  us  light  up,''  said  Mrs.  Waite, 
in  her  quiet,  gentle  way,  as  she  rose  to  get  a  match. 
"Now  I  can  see  you,  Helen." 

"  Oh,  I'm  always  glad,  so  glad,  to  get  back  to  my 
mammy  after  spending  the  day  at  Uncle  Weston's : 
for  it's  all  so  grand  and  fine  there,  that  it  makes 
me  sorry-likefor  you;  then  when  I  get  back  to  my 
own  dear  old  home,  I  feel  sorry  for  them,  for  if 
they  all  tire  ever  so  much  richer  than  we  are,  I  don't 
think  they  are  one  quarter  as  happy;  do  you, 
mamma?" 

"People  are  made  happy  by  different  means; 
their  way  of  living  is  happier  for  them  than  ours 
would  be,  while  ours  is  the  best  for  us." 

"And,  mamma," — Helen  \veuton,  without  going 
into  the  abstruse  niceties  of  the  subject  by  asking 
questions — "  Edyth  had  on  such  a  lovely  new  suit, 
to-day,  all  trimmed  with  blue,  and  the  dearest  blue 
feather  in  her  hat  I  ever  saw;  and  aunt  Weston 
looked  splendid;  but  they  came  in  awful  late! 
Father  Couway  was  preaching,  and  he  stopped  till 
they  got  to  their  pew,  and  everybody  turned  and 
stared..  I  think  I  should  have  dropped." 

"You  must  take  care  to  be  always  in  time  for 
Mass,  seeing  how  much  one  loses  by  coming  late: 
your  aunt  has  a  great  many  distractions  in  that 
grand  house  of  hers,  which  we  are  happily  spared," 
said  Mrs.  Waite. 

"  But  you  are  always  in  time,  mamma,  and  have 
more  things  to  see  after  than  aunt  Weston,  who 
has  a  nurse  for  Edyth,  and  a  maid  for  herself,  and 
a  housekeeper,  and  two  or  three  other  servants  be- 
sides." 

"I  should  indeed  have  my  hands  full  with  so 
many  people  to  manage,"  said  the  good  mother, 
smiling. 

"She  don't  rout  everybody  up  to  be  ready  in 
time  for  church  like  you  do,  mammy,  and  have 
early  breakfast  so  that  nobody '11  be  hurried,  but 
can  get  to  the  church  door  just  as  the  second  bell 


is  ringing,  and  into  our  pew  just  as  Father  Conway 
comes  out  to  sprinkle  the  people.  We  don't  lose 
a  thing," — Helen  went  on  to  say,  hardly  stopping 
to  take  breath.  She  was  only  twelve  years  old, — a 
bright-eyed,  rosy-cheeked,  merry-faced  lass,  .whose 
physique  indicated  perfect  health,  and  whose  nat- 
ural intelligence  was  above  the  average,  and  whose 
disposition  showed  many  fine  traits; — but  she  had 
a  quick  temper,  and  perceptions  so  keenly  observ- 
ant that  Mrs;  Waite's  ingenuity  was  frequently 
taxed  to  give  another  direction  to  thoughts  and 
expressions  which  the  slightest  encouragement 
would  have  fostered  into  a  disposition  for  gossip 
and  rash  judgment. 

"For  which  we  should  be  very  thankful,  my 
child ;  and  those  who  are  forced  by  any  accident 
to  do  so  are  to  be  pitied,  for  there  is  no  one  thing, 
from  the  'Asperges1  to  the  'lie  Missa  est,'  that 
one  may  miss  without  loss." 

"  Then  I  think  people  should  always  get  to  church 
in  time.  Heigh-ho!  I  wish  I  had  some  beautiful 
dresses  like  Edyth's ;  and  do  you  know,  mamma,  she 
don't  care  a  snap  for  them ;  she  told  me  so.  She 
says  Aunt  Weston  makes  her  dress,  and  dress,  till 
she  gets  so  tired  she'd  like  just  to  throw  her  finery 
in  the  fire  and  go  like  a  beggar  girl." 

"  I  don't  think  she  meant  that,  really,  my  child. 
Girls  are  apt  to  talk  a  little  at  random  when  they 
are  fretted." 

"  But  she  said  it,  and  more  too,  mamma ;  she  said 
she  wondered  'why  her  mother  couldn't  let  her 
be  dressed  like  me;'  I  told  her  that  I  thanked  her, 
but  I  didn't  dress  like  a  beggar  girl ;  neither  do  I," 
said  Helen,  her  brown  eyes  sparkling  with  indig 
nation.  "It  made  me  right  clown  mad." 

"You  misunderstood  your  cousin,  my  dear, I  am 
very  sure;  because  she  said  she'd  like  to  dress 
like  a  beggar  girl  she  did  not  mean  that  you  did. 
Poor  Edyth!  she  would  only  be  glad  not  to  be 
teazed,"  replied  Mrs.  Waite,  as  her  eyes  glanced 
over  Helen's  neat  attire  with  a  look  of  satisfaction ; 
the  pretty,  wine-colored  merino  dress  and  sack, 
trimmed  with  a  darker  shade  of  velvet;  her  hat  of 
the  same  rich  color  as  her  dress,  with  a  crimson  wing 
at  the  side ;  her  neat  white  linen  frill  and  cuffs ;  her 
brown  curling  hair,  that  framed  her  ruddy  face  so 
pretty,  forming  altogether  a  very  attractive  picture, 
which  was  in  keeping  with  her  age  and  her  mothers 
circumstances.  It  often  happened  when  the  two 
cousins  were  out  together  that  persons  who  observed 
hem  said  of  Helen :  "  What  a  bright,  ladylike  look- 
ing child!"  and  of  Edyth:  "  How  over-dressed ;  and 
how  unbecoming  such  extravagance  in  the  toilette 
of  a  girl  so  young!" 

"  Take  off  your  wraps,  darling,  and  lay  them  on 
the  sofa — there— come  nestle  clown  here  again,  and 
try  if  you  can  remember  anything  that  Father 
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Conway  said  in  his  sermon  to-day,"  said  Mrs. 
Waite,  smoothing  Helen's  curling  hair  away  from 
her  forehead,  where  its  glossy  rings  were  always 
straggling ;  and  anxious  to  change  the  current  of 
her  thoughts  from  possible  envyings  and  jealousies. 

"  I  can't  remember  much,  mamma.  I  forgot  that 
you  stayed  home  from  High  Mass  to  let  nurse  go, 
or  I — I  think  I  shouldhave  paid  more  attention," 
replied  Helen,  in  some  little  embarassment.  "He 
said  something  very  often  about  the  '  birds  of  the 
air, '  and  the  '  lilies  of  the  field ' ;  I  was  listening 
with  all  my  ears,  when  Aunt  Weston  and  Edyth 
came  in,  then  I  began  to  look  at  Edyth's  lovely  dress, 
after  I  got  over  feeling  bad  about  their  coming  so 
late,  and  so — well,  you  see,  mother,  I  only  caught 
something  here  and  there."  Helen  always  said 
"mother"  on  solemn  occasions,  and  this  to  her 
mind  was  one. 

"  I  think  I  can  refresh  your  memory,  little  worn 
an,"  said  Mrs. "Waite, not  noticing.  "These  are  the 
words  of  our  dear  Lord :  "  Behold !  the  birds  of  the 
air:  they  reap  not,  neither  do  they  gather  into 
barns,  yet  your  Heavenly  Father  feedeth  them.  .  . 
Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field :  they  sow  not,  neither 
do  they  spin,  but  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not 
arrayed  like  one  of  these." 

"  That  is  just  what  he  preached  about,  mother; 
now  I  remember  the  words :  but  I  do  not  understand 
them,  nor  do  I  know  what  Solomon's  glory  waa 
but  I  don't  think  there's  anything  on  earth  half  so 
beautiful  as  a  St.  Joseph's  lily." 

"  The  glory  of  Solomon  means  the  magnificence  of 
an  earthly  king  who  was  famed  for  his  wisdom 
and  his  riches  throughout  the  world.  And  the  dear 
St.  Joseph's  lily,  which  was  one  of  the  wild  field- 
flower's  of  Judea,  is  not  a  flaunting  blossom,  Helen ; 
it  is  so  pure,  and  modest  and  humble  that  its  head 
is  ever  bowed,  and  its  golden  treasures  are  kept 
hidden  within  its  very  heart.  It  does  not  envy  the 
rose,  the  pomegranate  or  the  tall  cedar ;  it  does  not 
envy  the  "garden  of  spices,"  but  is  content  with 
its  own  delicate  perfume,  which  arises  like  in 
cense  from  a  pearl  chalice,  when  the  dews  fall 
upontiamidst  the  shadows  and  stillness  of  night ;  it 
is  likethe  'King's  daughter  whose  beauty  is  from 
within.' " 

"  What  you  say  is  very  beautiful,  mother ;  but  I 
do  not  understand  it." 

"It  means  that  a  pure  heart  confides  with  sim- 
ple trust  in  God's  promises;  that  we  must  not 
make  a  parade  of  virtues  or  graces,  but  keep 
them  hidden  like  jewels  in  a  casket;  or,  like  the 
'King's  daughter,'  only  allow  their  effulgence 
to  be  seen — as  of  a  lamp  in  an  alabaster  vase — in 
our  good  works.  The  words  of  our  Lord  also 
teach  us  not  to  fix  our  affections  on  human  tilings, 
on  riches  and  grandeur,  or  the  vanities  of  'the 


world ;  which  never  fail  to  harden  the  heart 
and  lead  it  away  from  its  supreme  and  eternal 
good." 

Mrs.  Waite  kissed  Helen's  fair,  frank  brow :  she 
noticed  the  grave,  thoughtful  expression  that  had 
gradually  stolen  over  the  young  face,  but  did  not 
seek  to  penetrate  her  thoughts — thoughts  which 
were  just  then  pondering  the  possibility  of  her 
ever  becoming  like  the  'King's  daughter,'  and 
wondering  if  that  royal  young  person — for  of 
course  she  was  a  young  girl — ever  wanted  the  fine 
clothes  she  used  to  see  on  people  at  church  ?  The 
allegory  and  its  application  were  a  little  mixed  up 
in  her  mind,  but  she  resolved  in  her  heart  to  "  try 
to  be  modest  and  humble ;  then  I  guess  I'll  some- 
how grow  to  be  like  the  lily  of  the  field.  I'm  aw- 
fully afraid,  though,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  see 
pretty  things  without  wanting  them;  or  have 
a——" 

"A  contented  heart,  little  daughter,  will  make 
you  like  the  lilies  of  the  field,"  said  Mrs.  Waite. 

"How  did  you  know,  mamma,  that  I  was  just 
thinking  of  those  very  words — a  '  contented  heart '  f  " 
asked  Helen,  startled  from  her  reverie  by  the  coin- 
cidence. 

"  I  did  not  know  it,  darling :  I  only  know  that  it 
is  a  precious  boon  of  grace  to  have  in  our  earthly 
pilgrimage ;  and  that  one  cannot  too  early  begin 
to  pray  for  it.  But  take  up  your  things,  and  go 
put  them  away ;  then  see  where  the  boys  are,  for 
mamma,"  said  Mrs.  Waite,  who  did  not  think  it 
would  be  wise  to  prolong  a  serious  conversation 
like  this,  with  one  so  young,  when  it  was  evident 
that  her  words  had  made  an  impression,  and,  like 
seed  fallen  in  good  places,  must  be  left  to  take  root 
and  grow. 

Helen  ran  upstairs  to  her  room  to  put  her  wraps 
and  hat  away,  and  while  doing  so  heard  the  boys' 
voices  in  the  play-room,  a  large,  well-lighted  apart- 
ment over  the  dining-room,  whose  only  furnishing 
was  a  stout  rope  matting,  a  large  round  table,  cov- 
ered with  green  baize,  in  the  centre,  and  a  dozen 
hickory  chairs  with  splint  seats.  There  was  also 
a  bookcase,  large,  perfectly  plain  and  filled  with 
juvenile  books,  interspersed  here  and  there  with 
those  of  a  more  manly  sort,  such  as  travels,  biogra- 
phies, experiments  in  chemistry,  natural  history, 
and  an  illustrated  work  on  comets.  This  book- 
case, although  made  of  oak,  was  battered  and 
dented  by  unlucky  blows  of  bat  and  ball,  when 
they  missed  their  aim ;  of  stray  arrows,  when,  on 
stormy  days,  the  place  was  not  only  turned  into  a 
baseball  ground,  but  a  shooting-gallery ;  while  the 
bust  of  Socrates  above  it  had  lost  the  end  of  its 
nose  and  a  corner  of  the  mouth,  which  gave  to  the 
wise  man's  image  a  reckless  and  absurd  expression. 
They  didn't  know  or  care  much  about  Socrates 
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yet;  but  their  aunt  Weston  had  sent  it,  when  the 
play-room  was  being  fitted  up,  as  a  very  appropri- 
ate ornament  for  the  top  of  their  bookcase.  There 
was  a  cupboard  in  a  corner,  where  their  traps  and 
old  shoes  were  kept;  and  the  walls  were  orna- 
mented by  their  bows,  and  quivers  full  of  arrows, 
their  fishing-rods  and  tackle,  and  some — what  they 
called — jolly  pictures,  high-colored  prints  of  ath- 
letic games ;  famous  dogs ;  one  of  Grace  Darling, 
going  in  her  little  skiff,  through  waves  that  would 
have  swallowed  up  a  man-of-war,  to  the  rescue  of 
people  on  a  wreck ;  and  one  of  George  Washing- 
ton, hanging  side  by  side  with  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte— the  two  heroes  of  their  boyish  worship. 
Dear  to  them  were  these  gorgeous  prints,  bought 
with  their  own  pocket-money :  I  doubt  if  in  after 
years  they  ever  saw  anything  in  the  famous  galler- 
ies of  Europe  that  gave  them  the  same  unalloyed 
delight  as  their  boyish  collection.  Over  the  man- 
tel-piece, however,  was  a  large,  fine  engraving — 
their  mother's  Christmas  gift — of  "Christ  subject 
to  His  parents  " ;  the  scene  representing  a  carpen- 
ter's shop  where  He  was  planing  a  beam,  of  wood, 
under  the  direction  of  the  Blessed  St.  Joseph, 
while  the  Virgin  Mother  sat  apart,  fashioning  some 
homely  garment  for  her  Son.  It  was  a  simple 
composition :  but  there  were  the  three,  Jesus,  Mary 
and  Joseph,  that  trinity  of  human  perfection  and 
heavenly  virtues,  ever  before  the  eyes  of  these  Cath- 
olic boys ;  and  whilst  it  was  no  restraint  on  their 
innocent  mirth,  or  their  more  stormy  glee,  it  shed 
its  own  sweet,  silent  influence  over  them,  so  far  that 
no  unclean  or  profane  word  was  ever  uttered  there ; 
and  if  one  of  their  chums  ever  offended  in  that  way, 
he  was  told  bluntly  "  not  to  come  again  unless  he 
could  talk  like  a  gentleman."  This  apartment  was 
their  kingdom,  and  after  study-hours  they  regula* 
ted  its  affairs  and  amused  themselves  there  accord- 
ing to  their  mood,  bringing  in  the  chums  they 
liked  best,  and  happy  in  the  liberty  their  dear 
mother  allowed  them,  without  ever  abusing  it. 

They  are  in  a  merry  mood,  the  three  brothers, 
two  of  them  in  front  of  John's  low-wheeled  chair, 
telling  him  some  nonsense  about  a  dog  that  had  got 
into  the  lecture-hall  the  night  before,  where  they 
had  gone  to  see  some  experiments  in  optics  and 
a  famous  collection  of  dissolving  views;  and  how 
the  shaggy  brute  got  under  the  benches  and 
growled  and  snarled,  frightening  several  old  ladies 
nearly  into  fits.  John  laughed  heartily ;  everything 
about  outdoor  life  interested  him,  and  it  kept  Con 
and  Baste  on  the  alert,  wherever  they  were,  to  no- 
tice and  remember  whatever  they  saw  or  heard 
that  they  imagined  would  interest  him.  He  was 
the  elder  of  the  three,  and  until  he  was  two  years 
old  was  a  healthy,  robust  child,  when  he  began  to 
show  signs  of  a  mysterious  disease,  which  kept 


him  for  months  hanging  between  life  and  death, 
and  from  which  he  only  rallied  in  part,  for  his 
limbs  never  regained  strength,  and  dwindled  away, 
until  he  entirely  lost  the  use  of  them,  and  became 
a  hopeless  cripple.  He  had  delicate,  finely-cut 
features,  like  his  mother's,  her  eyes,  and  brown 
curling  hair  like  Helen's,  and  white,  even  teeth — 
"The  best-looking  fellow  of  us  all,"  Baste  used  to 
say,  "  and  got  more  in  his  head  than  all  of  ours 
put  together." 

Here  Helen  found  them,  and  waited  a  little 
while  to  hear  what  they  were  laughing  so  merrily 
about,  which  they  good-naturedly  repeated,  al- 
though at  another  time  they  might  have  told  her 
"they  couldn't  tell  what  girls  wanted  to  know 
everything  for,"  and  held  their  tongues  to  rebuke 
her  curiosity;  but  now  they  wanted  to  have  their 
laugh  over,  and  so  she  heard  all  about  it,  and  en- 
tered into  their  gale  of  fun  with  a  spirit  that 
showed  flattering  appreciation  of  their  powers. 
Then  she  told  them  that  her  mother  had  sent  her 
to  look  for  them. 

"Is  mamma  all  alone?"  asked  Con. 

"  Yes,  now  she  is." 

11  Come  then,  boys,  let's  go  down  to  our  queen 
mammy,"  said  Baste;  and  he,  being  the  largest 
and  strongest,  lifted  John  up  in  his  arms,  while 
Con  possessed  himself  of  his  wheeled  chair,  and, 
with  Helen  leading  the  way,  went  carefully  down 
the  staircase,"to  the  hall,  where  John  was  gently 
lowered  on  his  cushioned  seat,  and  rolled  into  the 
parlor,  where  the  little  procession  was  greeted 
with  a  loving  smile,  as  they  drew  up  and  gathered 
around  their  mother. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


A  Voice  from  the  Tyrol. 

BY  ELIZABETH  SETON. 

[CONTINUED.] 

I  should  say  a  word  that  touches  the  devoted  and 
pious  clergy,  whose  work  is  all  for  Heaven.  We 
were  witnesses  in  August  (1874)  to  one  of  those 
religious  scenes  in  which  not  only  individuals  but 
whole  communities  join  with  equal  gratitude  and 
joy.  This  was  a  first  Mass, — or  Primiz,  as  it  is 
here  called.  Such  a  ceremony  is  always  beautiful, 
but  it  has  a  special  charm  (at  least  so  think  we)  in 
the  Tyrol.  It  is  rare  that  a  priest  says  his  first  Mass 
elsewhere  than  in  his  native  village ;  and,  the  day 
being  known  long  beforehand,  the  country  people 
flock  from  far  and  wide  to  the  festival.  There  is 
always  a  great  dinner  at  the  inn,  and  the  hostess 
and  her  maids,  we  may  be  sure,  have  enough  to  do 
to  prepare  the  cheer.  A  laughable  incident  oc- 
curred at  our  Primiz,  which  caused  no  little  dismay 
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for  a  time;  this  was  the  unaccountable  disappear- 
ance of  the  "  fatted  calf,"  who,  unconsious  of  the 
honor  awaiting  him,  had  strayed  into  a  coppice, 
where  he  might  have  escaped  his  pursuers  and  been 
living  to  this  day,  perhaps,  had  not  the  gripings  of 
his  own  empty  stomach  forced  him  into  a  betrayal, 
of  his  whereabouts. 

A  Primiz  is  looked  upon  as  a  kind  of  wedding 
and  the  guests  are  termed  wedding-guests.  The 
young  priest  goes  about  from  house  to  house,  in- 
viting relatives  and  acquaintances  to  the  wedding 
feast;  lie  also  enters  every  home  in  the  village  and 
blesses  each  member,  the  head  of  the  family  pre- 
senting him  with  a  small  gift  of  money,  which  is 
used  to  defray  any  remaining  expenses  of  his  theo- 
logical course,  or,  should  he  be  free  from  these,  to 
buy  books.  To  return  to  our  Primiziant  in  Vir- 
gen. 

The  sun  was  setting  behind  the  sparkling  glacier 
mountains  as  the  young  priest  approached  the  vil- 
lage, leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  pastor,  who,  twenty, 
five  years  before,  had  baptized  him.  It  was  a 
touching  sight  to  behold  all  the  village  streaming 
forth  to  meet  and  do  honor  to  the  man  of  God. 
Youths  and  maidens,  carrying  banners  and  flow- 
ers, formed  in  procession,  while  the  village  band 
added  its  inspiring  strains  to  the  general  emotion. 
Ever  and  anon  the  young  priest  paused  to  bless 
the  groups  kneeling  by  the  roadside,  and  finally 
from  the  portal  of  the  church  stretclfed  forth  his 
consecrated  hands  for  a  common  blessing  to  the 
multitude  that  thronged  around. 

We  were  honored  with  invitations  for  the  next 
day,  both  to  the  church  and  the  wedding-dinner  af- 
terward. Accordingly,  a  little  before  eight  o'clock, 
we  presented  ourselves  at  the  rectory,  and  were 
privileged  to  look  on  while  the  young  priest  vested 
for  Mass.  At  the  appointed  hour  he  issued  forth 
into  the  garden  or  court,  where  he  received  the 
salute  of  a  company  of  riflemen  drawn  up  in  line, 
and  dressed  in  the  light  uniform  of  the  valley. 
The  youths  and  maidens,  clad  in  white,  and 
crowned  with  wreaths  of  rosemary,  went  first; 
then,  accompanied  by  a  number  of  clergymen, 
and  the  soldiers  forming  a  guard  of  honor,  came 
the  celebrant,  under  a  canopy.  Immediately  in 
front  of  him  walked  his  little  sister,  dressed  as  a 
bride,  to  represent  the  Church,  to  which  he  has  con- 
secrated his  life;  while  behind  him  came  his  mother 
and  godmother,  who  were  both  shedding  tears  of 
joy.  Thus  we  wended  our  way  beneath  arches  of 
moss  and  waving  evergreen,  in  which  gleamed  the 
gilt  letters  of  words  of  welcome  and  texts  from 
Holy  Writ.  When  we  reached  the  church  we 
were  invited  (to  our  surprise)  to  enter  the  sanctu- 
ary, where  also  knelt  the  little  bride,  with  her  of- 
fering of  flowers  in  her  hands — and  beside  but 


slightly  behind  her,  two  elder  sisters  as  bridemaids. 
First  we  had  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, and  then  a  short  but  impressive  address  from 
the  pastor  to  the  Primiziant,  reminding  him  of  the 
duties  he  was  about  to  undertake  and  of  the  trials 
and  the  constant  self-abnegation  of  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal life,  and  that  the  only  way  to  the  eternal  crown 
was  the  road  of  the  Cross.  Then  followed  Solemn 
High  Mass,  sung  by  the  newly-ordained  priest. 
At  the  Otfertory  the  bride  gave  up  her  flowers, 
which  were  deposited  at  the  altar  until  after  the 
Communion.  The  parents,  brothers  and  sisters 
received  within  the  sanctuary.  After  Mass  there 
was  a  grand  Te  Deum\  and  the  clock  struck  eleven 
as  we  escorted  the  celebrant  back  to  the  pastoral 
residence,  whence,  at  noon,  we  repaired  to  the  inn, 
where  a  repast  of  many  courses  awaited  the  guests. 
Meanwhile  the  band  played  in  the  hall,  and  alter- 
nate companies  of  singers  gave  forth  the  national 
songs  with  great  spirit — the  tender  poetry  of  the 
words  and  the  tunes  being  such  as  could  only  orig- 
inate amidst  wild  mountain  homes  ami  from  the 
hearts  of  a  free  people.  At  two  o'clock  we  were 
summoned  to  Vespers.  At  six  there  was  a  supple- 
mentary feast  at  the  inn,  during  which  our  party 
was  honored  with  a  toast,  accompanied  by  a  song 
and  a  piece  of  music  from  the  band. 

That  night,  as  we  were  talking  over  the  occur- 
rences of  the  day,  we  were  startled  by  a  serenade. 
The  singers  from  Pregraten  had  stopped  at  our  door 
on  their  way  home,  to  treat  us  to  the  sweetest '  part- 
ing-song '  imaginable :  such  a  good-bye  as  only  the 
Tyrolese  can  sing  to  his  valley  or  to  the  maiden 
of  his  love:  so  sad,  soft  and  beseeching,  that  tears 
came  into  our  eyes  while  listening  to  it.  Thus 
ended  the  Primiz  inVirgen;  we  will  carry  the 
memory  of  it  to  our  latest  day. 

Although  we  have  brought  with  us  a  good 
many  books,  they  have  not  proved  so  amusing  or 
instructive — we  mean  the  lighter  ones — on  a  rainy 
afternoon,  as  the  musty  parchments  and  savage- 
looking  instruments  of  a  half-mythical  Sawbones, 
one  Master  Beymrohr,  who  flourished  in  the  older 
days  of  copious  blood-letting  and  rude  surgery. 
His  scientific  treasures  are  scattered  about  in  the 
deep  closets,  or  serve  as  playthings  for  the  urchins, 
of  the  ruinous  house  where  he  lived  and  died. 
Fancy  the  mummied  hand,  discovered  much  to 
the  aft'right  of  the  peasant  girls  who  accompanied 
us,  and  whose  sleeping-room  adjoined  the  one  in 
which  we  were  allowed  to  pursue  our  inquisitive 
search.  And  when  at  length  a  fine  old  skull  and 
other  mouldy  bones  were  brought  to  light,  how 
they  covered  up  their  faces  with  their  aprons, 
and  would  look  no  more  until  our  artist-cousin 
promised  to  rid  them  of  the  '  skeleton'  by  taking  it 
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with  him  to  assist  his  studies.  Faithful  to  his 
word,  he  carried  off  the  horror,  which  on  the  fol 
lowing  day  was  scrubbed  and  varnished  so  well 
that  it  would  have  adorned  an  anatomical  mu- 
seum. At  the  bottom  of  an  iron-bound  chest  we 
found  a  cilice,  or  penitential  belt,  in  which  the 
sharp  but  now  rusty  hooks  adjusted  themselves 
with  refined  precision  to  every  twist  and  turn  of 
the  body,  like  the  chain-armor  of  a  knight.  It 
was  vaguely  believed  that  the  worthy  chirurgeon 
had  worn  it  clasped  about  his  waist  whilst  at  the 
wars,  to  accustom  himself,  by  his  own  pain,  to  per- 
form lets  unfeelingly  the  bloody  operations  of  his 
art.  The  pride  of  his  surgical  set,  the  ponderous 
saw,  which  doubtless  had  taken  off  many  a  sol- 
dier's limb,  was  now  doing  ignominious  duty  in 
the  wood-shed!  But  not  only  things  like  these 
we  discovered;  but,  much  to  the  delight  of  the 
Professor,  the  antiquarian  of  our  party,  we  drew 
attention — doubtless  attracted  by  an  instinctive 
womanish  love  of  dress — to  a  dingy  oaken  ward- 
robe. Here  was  a  treasure !  He  rattled  the  brass, 
once  polished  but  now  dust-covered,  handles  of 
covers  and  drawers;  he  traced  out  the  gothic  car- 
vings of  its  antique  gentility  with  delicate  touch, 
and,  falling  into  a  revery,  he  thought  aloud  some 
what  to  this  effect:  "O  relic  of  ancient  times! 
cast  away  in  the  hut  of  a  peasant!  Repository 
erst  of  dainty  tissues,  now  a  board ing-pl ace  for 
mice!  Alas,  thou  art  torn  from  the  proud  cham. 
bers  of  Castle  Rabenstein,  through  whose  crumb- 
ling turrets  and  gaping  casement  the  owl  hoots, 
the  bats  disport  themselves,  and  spirits  shiver  past 
on  the  night  winds,  calling  in  empty  courts  with 
Sir  Gawain:  'Hollow,  hollow,  hollow  all  de- 
light!'" 

[TO  BE  CONTINTTEIX] 


The  Rev.  Patrick  Toner,  Poet,  Lecturer,  and 
Theologian. 

We  feel  a  deep  and  sincere  pleasure,  says  the 
Irish  Democrat,  in  quoting  the  following  able  and 
condensed  sketch  (from  the  Irish  World)  of  our 
distinguished  friend  and  countryman,  Rev.  Patrick 
Toner,  who  is  attracting  so  much  attention  in 
America  and  Ireland  by  his  oratorical  eloquence, 
poetic  genius,  and  profound  theological  learning. 

"Few  men  in  modern  times,  whether  laymen  or 
clergymen,  have  risen  so  rapidly  and  so  grandly  to 
popular  fame  as  the  subject  of  our  sketch.  Rev. 
Patrick  Toner,  whose  portrait  appears  in  this  week's 
first-page  illustration,  has  been  pastor  of  Towanda  and 
the  "out  missions"  for  the  past  twelve  or  thirteen 
years,  and  during  that  time  has  lived  in  comparative 
obscurity,  attending  to  the  spiritual  wants  of  a  poor 
congregation  of  farmers  scattered  over  a  large  tract 
of  semi-cultivated  land  among  the  mountains  of  Penn- 


sylvania. Father  Toner's  great  love  of  retirement,  and 
his  still  greater  love  for  humility,  kept  him  back  from 
occupying  that  prominent  position  which  his  fine,  cul- 
tivated talents,  with  splendid  oratorical  powers,  must 
necessarily  command.  The  building  of  his  magnifi- 
cent new  church,  however,  obliged  him  to  enter  the 
lecture  field  to  procure  funds  for  its  benefit.  Like  a 
true  Irish  priest,  worthy  of  the  land  of  his  nativity,  and 
worthy  of  the  saint  whose  name  he  bears,  his  subjects 
are,  "The  Freedom  of  Ireland"  and  "The  Glory  of  Ire- 
land's Catholicity.  We  have  never  listened  to  an  ora- 
tor who  held  his  audience  so  thoroughly  spell-bound 
as  Father  Toner  did  in  the  Cooper  Institute  for  over 
two  hours  on  his  favorite  subject,  "The  Poets  and  Po- 
etry of  Ireland."  The  ring  of  true  eloquence  is  about 
him,  and  no  true  Irishman  can  listen  to  his  plain* 
manly,  and  earnest  language  and  not  feel  his  heart 
burn  with  a  desire  to  avenge  the  wrongs  of  centuries 
inflicted  on  'his  own  loved  island  of  sorrow,'  or  drive 
the  Saxon  invader  from  her  shore.  Father  Toner 
is  now  sixteen  years  a  priest,  is  about  forty  years 
of  age,  is  gifted  with  great  physical  and  intellectual 
energy,  and  is  in  every  way  qualified  to  fill  the 
highest  ecclesiastical  position  in  America.  It  is  the 
ardent  wish  and  general  impression  of  the  Irish  Catho- 
lics in  America  that  he  will  soon  be  raised  to  the  dig- 
nity of  the  mitre.  No  better  selection  could  be  made. 
He  is  a  hard-working  and  exemplary  good  priest;  has 
a  mind  of  finest  nature  and  the  richest  cultivation,  is 
in  the  prime  of  life,  possesses  a  vigorous  intellect  and 
an  exuberant  fancy;  is,  in  fact,  in  every  way  fitted  to 
be  a  leader  of  men  and  leave  his  mark  upon  the  age 
we  live  in.  We  learn  from  responsible  authority  that 
the  reverend  gentleman  was  born  in  the  County  Ar- 
magh, of  very  worthy  parents,  came  to  this  country 
about  twenty  years  ago;  completed  his  studies  in  the 
Seminary  of  Philadelphia,  and  was  elevated  to  the 
priesthood  by  the  saintly  Bishop  Neumann  Bishop  of 
Philadelphia;  was  stationed  at  the  Church  of  the  As- 
sumption in  that  city,  after  which  he  was  appointed  to 
his  present  position  in  Towanda." 


Devotion  to  Mary. 

A  young  monk  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  who 
was  very  devout  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  having  been 
engaged  all  day  in  distributing  charity  to  strangers, 
was  overcome  by  fatigue  while  reciting  his  rosary 
in  the  evening,  and  fell  asleep.  The  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, compassionating  him,  appeared  and  kindly 
said:  "My  son,  thy  fidelity  and  love  are  suffl. 
cient;"  thus  leaving  him  greatly  consoled. 


"THE  Sign  of  the  Cross  is  formidable  to  the 
devil,  because  by  the  Cross  we  escape  from  him.  .  .  . 
We  should  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  with  great 
respect.  We  begin  with  the  forehead:  it  is  the 
head,  creation — the  Father;  then  the  heart:  love, 
life,  redemption — the  Son;  then  the  shoulders: 
strength— the  Holy  Ghost."— Cure  of  Ars. 
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THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE. 

Encyclical  Letter  of  Our  Holy  Father, 
Pius  IX, 

BY  DIVINE  PROVIDENCE  POPE. 

To  all  the  Patriarchs,  Primates,  Archbishops  and 
Bishops,  and  to  all  Ordinaries  of  places  in  grace 
and  communion  with  the  Holy  See,  and  to  all 
the  faithful  of  Jesus  Christ. 

PIUS   IX,  POPE. 

VENERABLE  BRETHREN  AND  DEAR  SONS,  Health 
and  Apostolic  Benediction.  Inspired  by  the  great 
evils  of  the  Church  and  of  this  age,  and  also  by 
the  necessity  of  imploring  Divine  assistance,  we 
have  never  during  the  course  of  our  Pontificate 
ceased  to  excite  the  Christian  people  to  appease 
the  majesty  of  God  and  to  merit  the  clemency  of 
Heaven  by  the  practice  of  every  holy  virtue,  by 
works  of  penance  and  the  devout  offering  of  sup- 
plications. To  this  end  we  have  several  times 
opened  with  Apostolic  liberality  the  spiritual 
treasury  of  indulgences  to  the  faithful  of  Christ, 
so  that  animated  to  sincere  repentance,  and  puri- 
fied from  the  stains  of  sin  by  the  sacrament  of 
reconciliation,  they  may  approach  with  greater 
confidence  the  Throne  of  Grace  and  make  their 
prayers  worthy  of  Divine  acceptance.  Amongst 
other  circumstances,  we  willed  especially  that,  on 
the  occasion  of  the  holy  Ecumenical  Council  of 
the  Vatican,  that  grave  and  important  work  under- 
taken for  the  welfare  of  the  universal  Church, 
should  receive  the  especial  grace  of  God,  called 
down  upon  it  through  the  prayers  of  the  entire 
Church,  and  although  the  celebration  of  this  Coun- 
cil has  been  suspended  on  account  of  present  un- 
happy events,  we  have,  nevertheless,  decreed  and 
ordained  that  for  the  welfare  of  the  faithful  the  in- 
dulgence promulgated  on  that  occasion,  in  the  form 
of  a  Jubilee,  should  remain  in  force  as  long  as  the 
Council  should  last.  But  the  course  of  these  un- 
happy times  still  continuing,  the  year  1875  is  al- 
ready here,  a  year  marking  the  term  of  this  holy 
period  which  the  pious  customs  of  our  ancestors 
and  the  decrees  of  the  Roman  Pontiffs,  our  prede- 
cessors, have  consecrated  to  the  celebration  of  the 
solemnities  of  the  universal  Jubilee.  With  what 
respect  and  devotion  the  year  of  the  Jubilee  has 
been  observed  in  the  tranquil  times  of  the  Church, 
which  permitted  its  regular  celebration,  historical 
monuments,  both  ancient  and  recent,  inform  us. 
It  has  always  been  considered  a  salutary  year  of 
expiation  for  the  whole  Christian  world,  as  also  a 
year  of  redemption  and  peace,  of  pardon  and  in- 
dulgence, during  which  people  came  from  all 
parts  of  the  world  to  our  city — to  the  See  of  Peter 
— where  the  most  abundant  benefits  of  reconcilia- 


tion and  grace  were  offered  for  the  salvation  of 
souls,  and  the  faithful  invited  to  practice  works  of 
piety. 

Our  century  has  already  once  beheld  this  great 
solemnity,  when,  after  the  annunciation  of  the  Ju- 
bilee of  1825  by  Leo  XII,  our  predecessor  of  happy 
memory,  this  benefit  was  received  with  such  great 
ardor  by  the  Christian  world  that  the  same  Pontiff 
enjoyed  the  spectacle  of  an  incessant  concourse  of 
pilgrims  streaming  into  Rome  during  the  entire 
year,  and  of  the  admirable  splendor  of  religion, 
piety}  faith,  charity,  and  all  other  virtues,  which 
there  manifested  themselves.  Would  to  God  that 
to-day  our  condition  and  the  state  of  affairs  civil 
and  religious  allowed  us  to  celebrate  happily,  this 
time  at  least,  according  to  the  ancient  rites  and  the 
usage  of  our  ancestors,  this  solemnity  of  the  great 
Jubilee,  which  was  due  in  the  year  1850  of  our  cen- 
tury, and  which  we  were  obliged  to  omit  on  ac- 
count of  the  miserable  state  of  affairs.  But  God 
has  decreed,  that,  instead  of  disappearing,  these 
great  difficulties,  which  prevented  us  from  promul- 
gating the  last  Jubilee,  have  increased  from  day  to 
day. 

Nevertheless,  considering  all  the  evils  which  af- 
flict the  Church,  all  the  efforts  of  her  enemies  to 
take  away  the  faith  of  souls,  to  corrupt  sound  doc- 
trine and  to  propagate  the  poison  of  impiety ;  con- 
sidering so  many  scandals  given  in  all  places  to 
the  faithful  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  general  corruption 
of  morals,  the  sad  overthrow  of  rights  both  human 
and  divine,  which  are  so  extensive  and  so  fruitful 
in  ruins  as  to  destroy  in  the  minds  of  men  the 
sense  of  right  itself;  and  reflecting  that  in  this 
great  accumulation  of  evils  it  is  more  than  ever 
our  Apostolic  duty  to  take  care  that  faith,  religion 
and  piety  shall  be  fruitful  and  prosperous,  that  the 
spirit  of  prayer  shall  be  extended  and  increased  so 
that  the  falling  shall  be  excited  to  contrition  of 
heart  and  to  reform  of  morals,  and  that  the  sins 
which  have  drawn  down  the  anger  of  God  shall  be 
redeemed  by  works  of  piety,  which  are  the  princi- 
pal fruits  of  the  great  Jubilee,  we  have  thought- 
that,  at  least  in  the  form  permitted  by  the  condi- 
tion of  the  times,  we  could  not  suffer  Christian 
people  to  be  deprived  on  this  occasion  of  so  salu- 
tary a  benefit,  by  which,  strengthened  in  soul,  they 
might  afterwards  walk  with  increased  zeal  in  the 
way  of  justice,  and,  cleansed  from  their  faults, 
might  more  abundantly  obtain  Divine  mercy  and 
pardon.  Let,  then,  the  entire  militant  Church  of 
Christ  hear  the  words  in  which,  with  a  view  to  her 
own  exaltation,  the  sanctification  of  the  Christian 
world  and  the  glory  of  God,  we  decree,  announce 
and  promulgate  the  great  and  general  Jubilee  for 
the  whole  coming  year  1875,  and  by  reason  of  this 
Jubilee,  of  our  own  free  will  and  that  of  the  Holy 
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See,  we  suspend,  and  declare  suspended,  the  Indul- 
gence granted  in  the  form  of  a  Jubilee  on  the  oc- 
casion of  the  Council  of  the  Vatican,  and  we  open 
wide  the  celestial  treasury,  formed  of  the  merits 
and  sufferings  and  the  virtues  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  of  the  Virgin  His  Mother,  and  of  all  the 
Saints,  which  the  Author  of  the  salvation  of  men 
has  confided  to  our  stewardship. 

Therefore,  confiding  in  the  mercy  of  God  and  in 
the  authority  of  His  Apostles,  the  Blessed  Peter  and 
Paul,  and  in  virtue  of  the  suprerhe  power  of  bind- 
ing and  loosing,  which  God  has  entrusted  to  us, 
notwithstanding  our  unworthiness,  we  concede  and 
grant  once,  during  the  above  named  year,  the  Plen- 
ary Indulgence  of  the  Jubilee  year,  with  the  re- 
mission and  pardon  of  all  their  sins  to  all  the 
faithful  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  to  each  of  them  indi- 
vidually, whether  inhabiting  our  Mother  city,  or 
who  come  there,  or  who  may  reside  beyond  its  walls, 
in  whatever  part  of  the  world,  and  who  live  in  the 
grace  and  obedience  of  this  Holy  See,  providing 
that,  being  truly  penitent,  they  confess  their  sins 
and  fortify  themselves  by  receiving  Holy  Commu- 
nion, and  on  condition  that  those  residing  in  our 
city  visit  devoutly  at  least  once  a  day  during  fif- 
teen days,  either  consecutive  or  non-consecutive, 
either  natural  or  ecclesiastical  days,  that  is  from 
the  first  Vespers  of  one  day  to  the  twilight  of  the 
following,  the  Basilicas  of  St.  Peter,  St.  Paul,  St. 
John  of  Lateran  and  St.  Mary  Major;  and  those 
living  out  of  Rome  shall  in  the  same  way,  during 
fifteen  days,  either  consecutive  or  at  intervals,  visit 
the  cathedral  or  major  church  of  their  own  city, 
and  three  other  churches  of  the  same  town  or  place 
or  neighborhood,  which  shall  be  designated  by  the 
Ordinaries  of  those  places,  or  by  their  vicars  or 
other  representatives,  as  soon  as  our  present  Letters 
reach  their  knowledge,  and  that  there  they  shall 
piously  pray  for  the  prosperity  and  exaltation  of  the 
Catholic  Church  and  of  the  Apostolic  See,  for  the 
.extirpation  of  heresies  and  the  conversion  of  all  sin- 
ners, for  the  peace  and  unity  of  all  Christian  people, 
according  to  our  intentions.  We  also  permit  that 
this  indulgence  may  be  applied  by  way  of  suffrage 
to  those  souls  which,  united  to  God  in  charity,  have 
left  this  life,  and  that  it  maybe  available  for  them. 

Sailors  and  travellers,  when  they  have  returned 
to  their  homes,  or  have  stopped  elsewhere,  can  val- 
idly  gain  the  same  indulgence,  according  to  the 
prescribed  conditions,  and  by  visiting  as  many 
times  the  cathedral  or  major  church,  or  the  parish 
church  of  their  home  or  stopping-place.  We 
equally  accord  and  permit,  by  the  tenor  of  these 
presents,  to  the  said  Ordinaries  in  every  place  to 
dispense  from  visiting  these  churches  religious 
women,  young  girls  and  cloistered  women,  or  those 
who  live  in  monasteries,  or  who  live  in  other  pious 


houses  and  religious  communities ;  also  anchorites, 
hermits  and  all  other  laymen  or  ecclesiastics,  as 
well  seculars  as  regulars,  who  are  detained  in 
prison  or  impeded  by  some  infirmity,  or  any  other 
obstacle,  from  performing  these  visits  in  their  pre- 
scribed form ;  likewise  to  dispense  from  the  oblig- 
atory Communion,  children  who  have  not  as  yet 
been  admitted  to  First  Communion,  and  instead  of 
these  visits  and  this  Sacramental  Communion,  to 
prescribe  for  them  respectively,  either  by  them- 
selves or  through  the  regular  chiefs  or  superiors  of 
these  persons  of  both  sexes,  or  by  prudent  confes- 
sors, works  of  piety,  charity  and  religion ;  and  the 
same  to  the  chapters  and  congregations,  both  reg. 
ular  and  secular,  and  to  the  associations,  congre- 
gations, confraternities,  universities,  colleges  of  all 
sorts,  which  will  make  their  visits  in  procession, 
to  reduce  the  number  of  visits  as  they  may  judge 
proper.  And,  moreover,  we  accord  the  permission 
and  the  faculty  to  those  nuns,  and  to  their  novices, 
of  confessing,  for  this  purpose,  to  whatever  con- 
fessor they  may  choose  from  amongst  those  ap. 
proved  by  the  Ordinary  of  the  place  where  their 
convents  are  established,  to  hear  the  confessions  of 
nuns ;  and  to  all  other  seculars  of  both  sexes,  and 
the  religious  of  all  orders,  congregations  and  insti- 
tutions, we  concede  the  privilege  of  choosing  any 
priest  as  confessor,  whether  secular  or  regular, 
even  of  a  different  order,  providing  he  be  approved 
by  the  Ordinaries  of  the  towns,  dioceses  or  territo- 
ries in  which  these  confessions  are  to  be  received. 
And  with  the  the  same  authority  and  the  same 
wide  Apostolic  liberality,  we  grant  and  concede  to 
these  confessors,  during  the  space  of  this  year,  on 
behalf  of  all  persons  of  either  sex,  who  wish  sin- 
cerely and  earnestly  to  gain  the  present  Jubilee, 
and  who  in  this  spirit  come  to  confession  to  fulfil 
the  necessary  conditions,  the  power  and  the  author- 
ity to  absolve  them  for  this  time  and  in  the  forum 
of  conscience,  pro  hac  vice  and  in  foro  conscientice, 
only  imposing  on  them  a  salutary  penance  and  the 
other  requisite  conditions,  from  excommunication, 
from  suspension  and  from  other  ecclesiastical  cen- 
sures, and  from  all  censures,  whether  canonically 
incurred,  or  pronounced  and  inflicted  by  the  judge 
for  whatever  cause,  even  in  the  cases  reserved  to 
the  Ordinaries  of  places  and  to  us  or  to  the  Apos- 
tolic See ;  and  even  in  those  which  are  by  special 
form  reserved  to  certain  authorities  and  to  the  Sov- 
ereign Pontiff  or  to  the  Apostolic  See,  and  which 
have  not  been  included  in  other  concessions,  how- 
ever liberal  they  may  have  been,  and  also  all  sins 
and  transgressions,  however  grave  and  enormous, 
even  those  reserved  to  the  said  Ordinaries,  and  to 
us  and  to  the  Apostolic  See.  Moreover,  by  the 
same  authority,  and  in  the  fulness  of  Apostolic  be- 
nignity, We  give  the  power  to  change  into  other 
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works  of  piety,  any  vows  whatsoever,  even  those 
taken  under  oath  and  reserved  to  the  Apostolic 
See,  excepting  always  vows  of  chastity,  religion 
and  obedience,  which  have  been  received  by  a 
third  person;  and  those  which  affect  prejudicially 
a  third  person,  and  also  those  which  are  called 
penal  vows,  or  preservatives  against  sin,  unless  the 
commutation  for  the  time  to  come  be  judged  to  be 
preservatives  not  less  effectual  than  the  original 
matter  of  the  vows ;  and  also  to  validly  dispense 
Jubilee  penitents  being  in  Holy  Orders,  and  even 
regulars,  from  all  occult  irregularity  contracted 
only  in  the  exercise  of  those  Orders,  and  from  all 
inflictions  by  their  superiors  on  account  of  the 
violation  of  censures  only. 

Nevertheless,  we  do  not  intend  by  these  presents 
to  accord  a  dispensation  from  any  other  irregular- 
ity, be  it  hidden  or  public,  or  from  any  defect  or 
disgrace,  or  any  other  incapacity  or  inability,  how- 
ever contracted,  nor  to  grant  any  faculty  for  dis- 
pensing it  to  the  aforesaid  cases,  or  of  rehabilita- 
ting and  of  restoring  to  the  original  status,  even  in 
foro  conscienti(e,  nor  to  derogate  from  the  Constitu- 
tion published  by  our  predecessor,  of  happy  mem- 
ory, Benedict  XIV,  beginning  Sacramentum  Pcen- 
itenticB,  under  date  June  1, 1741,  in  the  first  year  of 
his  Pontificate.  Lastly,  these  presents  cannot  and 
may  not  benefit  those  who,  either  by  us  or  by  the 
Apostolic  See,  or  by  some  prelate  or  ecclesiastical 
judge,  have  been  by  name  excommunicated,  sus- 
pended, interdicted,  or  in  any  other  way  publicly 
denounced  as  having  incurred  other  sentences  and 
censures,  unless,  during  the  year  mentioned,  they 
shall  have  made  satisfaction,  and,  if  need  be,  come 
to  agreement  with  the  parties  in  their  case.  How- 
ever, should  anyone,  after  having  undertaken  the 
works  of  the  Jubilee,  with  the  intention  of  fulfilling 
them  entirely,  have  their  pious  exercises  inter- 
rupted by  death  before  having  completed  the  num- 
ber of  visits  prescribed,  we,  in  a  desire  to  favor 
their  pious  intentions,  decree  that  they,  being  truly 
penitent  and  having  made  a  good  confession  and 
received  Holy  Communion,  shall  participate  in 
the  indulgence  aforenamed  as  if  they  had  really 
visited  the  churches  on  the  days  indicated.  As  to 
those  who  after  having,  by  virtue  of  these  presents, 
obtained  the  absolutions  of  censures,  commutation 
of  vows  or  the  above-named  dispensations,  and  who 
abandon  the  serious  and  sincere  design  exacted  in 
order  to  gain  the  Jubilee  and  consequently  for  the 
performance  of  the  necessary  works  for  gaining  it, 
although  such  persons  can  scarcely  be  considered 
free  from  the  guilt  of  sin  on  this  account,  still  we 
decide  and  declare  that  these  absolutions,  commu- 
tation and  dispensations  obtained  by  those  in  the 
above  disposition,  shall  remain  in  force. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


The  Fridays  in  Lent. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  8TAKR. 

No.  I. 

We  were  turning  over  package  after  package  of 
pictures  in  pretty  lace  borders,  when  we  came  upon 
one  that  looked  as  much  out  of  place  among  these 
ingenious  devices  and  modern  fancies  as  if  John 
Bellini  had  actually  dropped  down  from  the  high 
seat  we  believe  him  to  have  in  heaven,  among  the 
popular  painters  of  to-day.  We  could  not  keep 
back  an  audible  expression  of  astonishment.  How 
did  it  find  its  way  among  these  daintily-engraved 
book-markers?  Of  course  nobody  would  buy  it; 
for  it  was  not  fine  enough!  A  genuine  drawing  on 
copper,  it  had  all  the  individuality  of  a  picture  that 
had  been  designed  and  engraved  by  the  same  hand. 
Moreover,  it  bore  intrinsic  marks  of  a  century  not 
far  removed  from  the  one  that  was  glorified  by  the 
canonization  of  the  daughter  of  James  Benincasa, 
the  dyer  of  the  Fontebranda.  It  was,  in  fact,  a 
veritable  picture  of  St.  Catherine  of  Siena;  not  the 
ecstatic  picture  by  Antonio  Razzio,  or  77  Sodoma, 
where  the  saint  is  swooning  under  the  blissful  an- 
guish of  the  mysterious  stigmata ;  but  a  picture 
such  as  a  Sienese  painter  of  an  earlier  time  would 
have  been  likely  to  paint.  She  does  not  actually 
kneel,  but  is  resting  her  elbows  on  the  table,  where 
the  family  crucifix  may  be  supposed  to  stand ;  one 
of  the  Italian  crucifixes — slender,  delicate,  both  in 
the  figure  and  limbs,  and  a  look  of  life  through 
the  whole.  Our  Catherine  is  habited  like  one  of 
the  Third  Order  of  St.  Dominic  in  her  century ; 
with  her  beads  and  white  scapular.  The  crown  of 
thorns  binds  her  veil  closely  to  her  head.  The 
hands — no  thin,  languid  hands,  but  large  enough  to 
have  performed  the  drudgery  of  her  father's  kitchen 
— bear  the  sacred  stigmata.  A  book  lies  open  at  the 
foot  of  the  crucifix,  and  the  impression  immedi- 
ately made  on  the  mind,  is,  that  Catherine  had. 
snatched  a  moment  from  her  drudgery  to  read  the 
sentence  from  the  book,  to  meditate  at  the  feet 
of  her  crucifix — when,  from  His  Cross,  Our  Lord 
speaks  to  her,  begins  one  of  those  celestial  conver- 
sations with  His  beloved  spouse  that  were  so  fa- 
miliar to  Catherine.  In  no  other  way  can  we 
explain  the  look  of  joyful  surprise  in  the  up- 
turned face,  the  eagerness  of  the  clasped  hands, 
the  vivacity  of  her  transport.  Here  is  the  real  joy 
of  the  ascetic  saint ;  the  real  joy  of  the  martyr  also, 
of  a  St.  Laurence  as  well  as  a  St.  Catherine.  It  is 
also  the  very  same  joy  that  pervades  all  the  early 
representations  of  the  Passion,  on  the  vast  spaces 
which  the  Christian  artists  found  in  the  basilicas 
of  the  early  ages.  The  Lamb  slain  from  the  founda- 
tion of  the  world,  as  represented  by  these  old  paint- 
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ers,  whether  in  fresco  or  mosaic,  was  always  tri- 
umphant; and  this  same  idea  runs  through  the 
Offices  of  those  Fridays  in  Lent,  celebrated  in  red 
vestments.  The  very  gleam  of  these  blood-red 
vestments,  breaking  in  as  they  do  upon  the  pensive 
violet  tint  of  the  season,  is  sufficient  to  waken 
thought,  to  kindle  the  imagination,  and  to  give  the 
soul  a  deeper  insight  to  the  mysteries  and  the  joys 
of  the  Passion.  To  bring  out  to  some  degree  the 
mystic  sense  of  these  Fridays,  or  Feasts  in  Lent, 
as  it  is  found  expressed  in  the  Sacred  Offices,  will 
be  the  intention  of  these  articles.  The  Church  has 
put  these  feasts  before  us  not  only  to  be  observed 
by  our  presence  at  the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  on 
these  days,  but  as  subjects  for  meditation. 

The  Capitulum  on  the  Friday  after  Ash- Wednes- 
day, taken,  not  from  the  Lamentations  of  Jeremias, 
but  from  the  Song  of  Songs,  or  Canticle  of  Canticles, 
has  a  triumphal  movement  that  might  well  stir 
some  great  choral  master  to  embody  its  invitation 
in  music.  Egredimini,  et  videte  filice  Sion  regem 
Salanwnem  in  diademate,  quo  coronavit  eum  mater 
sua.  "  Go  forth,  ye  daughters  of  Jerusalem,  and 
see  king  Solomon  in  the  diadem  wherewith  his 
mother  crowned  him."  With  this  joyful  invitation, 
with  these  graceful  and  delightful  images,  does 
the  Church  open  her  Office  for  the  Feast  of  the 
Holy  Crown  of  Thorns. 

But  let  us  follow  out  this  theme,  which  the  Church 
— like  a  master  of  chords  and  harmonies,  or  like  a 
master  of  lights  and  shadows,  and  of  tints  in  infin- 
ite gradation — -weaves  into  song  for  the  ear,  or  sets 
in  living  pictures  for  the  eye. 

This  invitation  is  followed  by  the  hymn : 

Exite  Sion  filice; 

or,  as  we  find  it  translated  in  Caswall's  Breviary 
hymns : 

Daughters  of  Sion!  royal  maids! 

Come  forth  to  see  the  crown, 
Which  Sion's  self,  with  cruel  hands, 
Hath  woven  for  her  Son. 


Oh,  savage  was  the  earth  that  bore 
Those  thorns  so  sharp  and  long! 

Savage  the  hand  that  gathered  them 
To  work  this  deadly  wrong! 

But  now  that  Christ's  immortal  Blood 

Hath  ting'd  them  with  its  dye, 
Fairer  than  roses  they  appear, 

Or  palms  of  victory.* 

We  have  notquoted  the  whole  hymn,  but  enough 
for  our  purpose.  It  is  followed  by  the  versicle  and 
response: 

V.  Plectentes  Coronam  de  spinis.  R.  Posuerunt 
super  caput  ejus.  As  we  read  in  the  Gospel :  "  They 
platted  a  crown  of  thorns  and  put  iton  His  Head."f 

*  Lyra  Liturgica.    f  St.  John's  Gospel,  chap.  xix.  2. 


The  antiphon  that  follows  the  Magnificat  is  a  re- 
petition of  the  Intro  it,  with  this  touching  clause: 
Parenscrucem  Salvatorisuo.  "  Preparing  a  cross  for 
her  Saviour;"— while  in  the  collect  for  the  day,  we 
see  all  these  ideas  gathered  up,  as  it  were,  in  one 
quiver  of  arrows  or  pious  ejaculations. 

Prcesta  quasumus,  omnipotens  Deus:  ut  qui  in 
memoriam  passionis  Domini  nostri  Jesu  Christi, 
Coronam  ejus  spineam  veneramur  in  terris;  ab 
ipso  gloria,  et  honore  coronari  mereamur  in  ccelis. 
"Grant,  we  beseech  Thee,  Almighty  God,  that  we 
who,  in  memory  of  the  passion  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  venerate  His  crown  of  thorns  here  upon 
earth,  may  deserve  to  be  crowned  by  Him  with 
glory  and  honor  in  the  heavens." 

The  Lesson  for  the  Breviary  is  that  most  pa- 
thetic of  all  the  chapters  in  Isaiah,*  opening 
with  the  tender  complaint;  Quis  credidit  auditui 
nostro?  "Who  hath  believed  our  report?"  and  pro- 
ceeding to  give  the  picture  of  Christ  in  His  humil- 
iations, as  "  a  Man  of  Sorrows  and  acquainted  with 
infirmity;"  "as  it  were  a  leper  and  as  one  struck 
by  God  and  afflicted;"  "wounded  for  our  iniqui- 
ties He  was  bruised  for  our  sins;"  "as  a  lamb 
dumb  before  his  shearers;"  "and  He  hath  borne 
the  sins  of  many  and  prayed  for  the  transgress- 
ors." Between  the  three  Lessons  into  which  this 
chapter  is  divided,  come  those  versicles  and  re 
sponses,  which,  like  the  antiphons,  give  such  a 
charm  to  the  Breviary  Offices,  snatched  from  all 
parts  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament,  and  thus 
showing  the  fine  golden  thread  which  connects 
every  part  of  the  Holy  Scriptures;  just  as  each 
dogma  of  the  Church  is  a  link  of  gold  necessary 
to  the  integrity  of  the  Apostolic  tradition.  In 
this  Office,  we  are  carried  back  to  the  Paradise  of 
delights,  that  Eden  with  its  four  rivers  in  whose 
beds  were  found  "gold,  and  bdellium,  and  the 
onyx  stone";  set  with  "all  manner  of  trees  fair  to 
behold,  and  pleasant  to  eat  of,  with  the  tree  of  life 
in  the  midst";  but  concerning  which  God  said  to 
Adam:  Cursed  is  the  earth  in  thy  work;  thorns 
and  thistles  shall  it  bring  forth  to  thee";  and  so 
skilfully  interweaving  these  sentences,  that  we 
seem  to  see  the  very  thorns  which  sprang  up  be- 
side Adam  twisted  into  that  Holy  Crown  of  Thorns 
which  the  Church  venerates  to-day.  R.  Maledicta 
terra  in  opere  hominis,  Spinas,  et  tribulos  germina- 
mt  Chriato.  V.  Quia  comedit  Adam  de  ligno,  ex  quo 
prceceparat  Deus  ne  comederet.  R.  "  Cursed  be  the 
earth  in  the  work  of  man,  thorns  and  trials  hath 
it  produced  to  Christ.  V.  Because  Adam  hath 
eaten  of  the  tree,  whereof  God  commanded  that 
he  should  not  eat.f 

From  Paradise  we  are  taken  to  Mount  Horeb, 


*  Isaiah,  1,  3. 


t  Genesis,  iii,  17, 18. 
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where  Moses  fed  the  sheep  of  Jethro,  his  father-in- 
law.  R.  Apparuit  Moyxi  D  nninm  inflammn  ignis 
de  medio  rubi:  Et  videbat,  quod  rubus  arderet,  et 
non  combureretur.  V.  Dixit  ergo  May  sen :  Vadam  et 
vidtbo  visionem  hanc  magnam.  "  And  the  Lord  ap- 
peared to  Moses  in  a  flame  of  fire  out  of  the  midst 
of  a  bush :  and  he  saw  that  the  bush  was  on  fire, 
and  was  not  burnt.  And  Moses  said:  I  will  go 
and  see  this  great  sight."  * 

With  the  third  Lesson  we  are  carried  from 
Mount  Horeb  back  to  the  days  of  Abraham,  when 
the  patriarch  took  with  him  from  the  pleasant 
tents  of  Mamre  two  }roung  men  and  his  only  son 
Isaac;  and  having  cut  wood  for  the  holocaust, 
went  to  Moriah,  or  the  land  of  vision,  as  God  had 
commanded  him.  We  hear  the  timid  question  of 
the  young  Isaac;  we  see  the  ram  caught  by  the 
horns  amongst  those  very  thorns  which  Eden  had 
brought  forth  under  the  curse ;  and  we  hear,  too, 
the  voice  of  Abraham,  according  to  whose  seed 
Christ  was  called,  in  the  response  of  adoring  faith : 
Ecce  ignis,  et  ligna,  Dem  providebit  sibi  Victimam 
holocausti.  V.  Levavit  AbraJiam  oculos  suos,  mdit- 
que  post  tergum  arietem  inter  vepres  haerentem. 
"Behold  the  fire  and  the  wood.  God  will  provide 
Himself  a  victim  for  an  holocaust.  Abraham 
lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  saw  behind  him  a  ram 
amongst  the  briers,  sticking  fast  by  the  horns."  f 

Then  come,  one  after  another,  as  we  count  jewels 
in  some  precious  necklace,  those  sentences  gath- 
ered from  prophets  and  apostles;  and  which  have 
been  woven  now  into  the  office  of  a  confessor,  now  of 
a  martyr,  now  of  a  virgin  ;  but  belonging  of  right 
only  to  Him  who  decks  His  beloved  ones  from  His 
own  casket  of  gems  and  allows  them  to  shine  in  the 
diadems  He  has  prepared  for  them.  V.  Gloria  et 
honore  coronasti  eum  Domine.  R.  Et  constituisti 
eum  super  opera  manuum  tuarum.  "  Thou  hast 
crowned  him,  O  Lord,  with  glory  and  honor,  and 
hast  set  him  over  the  works  of  Thy  hands. "J 
Posuisti  in  capite  ejus,  coronam  de  lapide  pretioso. 
"Thou  hast  set  on  his  head  a  crown  of  precious 
stones." §  Corona  aurea  super  caput  ejus,\  ex- 
pressa  signo  sanctitatis,  gloria  honoris  et  opusforti- 
tudinis.  "A  crown  of  gold  was  upon  his  head, 
wherein  was  engraved  holiness,  an  ornament  of 
honor  and  a  work  of  power."  Accepit  regnum  de- 
coris,  Et  diadema  speciei.  "  He  hath  received  a 
kingdom  of  glory,  a  crown  of  beauty."T[  Induiteum 
Dominu*  tiestimentis  salutis,  et  indumenta  justitice, 
quasisponsum  decoratum  corona.  "  The  Lord  clothed 
him  with  the  garment  of  salvation,  and  with  the 
robe  of  justice  He  covered  him,  as  a  bridegroom 
decked  with  a  crown."  •  In  die  ilia  erit  Dominus  ex- 


*  Exodus, iii, 2, 3.    tGenesis,xxii,7,8,13.    JPs.viii,6. 
§  xx,  4.     |  Apoc.  xiv,  14.     t  Wisdom  v,  17. 
«  Is.,  Ixi,  10. 


ercituum  corona  gloria  et  sertum  exultationis,  renduo 
populisui.  "  In  that  day  the  Lord  of  hosts  shall  be  a 
crown  of  glory,  and  a  garland  of  joy  to  the  residue 
of  His  people."*  R.  Arcam de  lignis  Sethim,  deaura- 
bis  auro  mtindwnmo  intus,  etforis:  Faciesque  super 
coronam  auream  per  circuitum.  V.  Pones  in  Area 
textificationem,  quam  dabo  tibi.  "An  ark  of  setim- 
wcod,  overlaid  with  the  purest  gold  within  and 
without,  and  over  it  thou  shalt  make  a  golden 
crown  round  about:  and  thou  shalt  put  in  the  ark 
the  testimony  which  I  will  give  them."f  All  these 
figures,  images,  symbols,  incidents,  under  the  Old 
and  the  New  Law,  are  summed  up  in  the  hymn 
which  succeeds  them:  Legisfiguris pingitur. 
"Christ's  peerless  Crown  is  pictured  in 
The  figures  of  the  Law."  t 

and  the  scenic  character  may  be  said  to  close  with 
this  antiphon  taken  from  the  Passion  of  Our  Lord 
as  written  by  St.  John,  the  Beloved  Disciple: 
Exitit  Jesus  portans  spineam  coronam,  et  purpu- 
reum  vestimentum.  "Jesus  therefore  came  forth, 
wearing  the  crown  of  thorns  and  the  purple  gar- 
ment." § 

80  far  from  having  used  all  the  treasures  in  this 
one  Office,  we  have  only  ventured  to  take  what  could 
be  put  into  the  space  for  a  single  article.  But  we  be- 
lieve that  no  one  can  read  what  we  have  thus  culled 
out  and  put  before  them,  without  acknowledging, 
should  they  ever  have  been  inclined  to  doubt  it,  that 
the  Offices  of  the  Church  are  not  only  the  reposito- 
ries of  faith  and  of  prayer,  but  of  every  thing  that  can 
exalt  the  imagination  and  the  heart.  The  secular 
literature  of  the  world  has  sat  for  nearly  eighteen 
hundred  years  at  the  feet  of  the  Church  as  a  be- 
loved child,  a  docile  pupil ;  or,  as  we  have  too  much 
reason  in  our  own  century  to  feel— as  a  wolf  in 
sheep's  clothing;  borrowing  her  poetry,  her  sacred 
symbolism,  her  gracious  compositions,  in  order  to 
abash  those  who  may  have  the  spirit  of  the  Church 
and  of  her  Offices,  without  a  knowledge  of  the 
letter.  Let  us  make  quite  sure  that  our  ignorance 
of  the  letter  is  not  our  fault,  our  grievous  fault ;  for 
which  we  shall  be  held  accountable.  Let  us  also 
be  quite  certain  that  the  rising  generation  of  Catho- 
lics know  their  own  treasures  well  enough  to  claim 
them  when  found  within  the  enemy's  camp. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


*  xxviii.  5.         t  Ex.,  xxv,  10, 11, 16. 

%  Lyra  Catholica,  p.  115.     §  St.  John's  Gospel,  xix.  5. 


EITHER  penance  or  hell. — St.  Leonard  of  Port 
Maur  ce. 

THERE  is  nothing  which  more  disconcerts  the 
devil,  and  more  powerfully  attracts  graces  and  fa- 
vors from  God,  than  fasting  and  vigils. — Cure  of 
Ars. 


Ave  Maria. 
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Letter  from  Rome. 

EDITOR  "AvE  MARIA:" — The  following  is  a 
portion  of  the  admirable  discourse  delivered  by 
Our  Holy  Father,  Pius  IX,  in  response  to  the  ad- 
dress presented  to  His  Holiness  by  the  Roman 
nobles,  in  an  audience  held  on  the  26th  of  Decem- 
ber last: 

"  The  noble  crown  which  you  form  about  me  to-day, 
and  which  so  greatly  consoles  my  heart,  is  one  proof 
more  of  the  new  era  alluded  to  by  the  Senator  (Signer 
Cavallerte,  who,  in  the  name  of  all,  had  read  the  ad- 
dress,)—and  of  which  1  have  heretofore  made  mention. 
This  indeed  is  a  source  of  consolation  to  the  visible 
Head  of  the  Church,  to  witness  the  constancy  and  per- 
severance of  your  order,  in  face  of  the  most  perverse 
insinuations  of  the  enemy. 

"Meanwhile,  allow  me  for  a  few  moments  this  morn- 
ing, to  call  your  attention  to  the  events  of  the  past,  in 
order  that  you  may  perceive  more  clearly  the  moving 
spirit  of  the  Revolution, — that  is,  how  it  took  its  rise, 
how  it  raged,  and  how  finally  it  obtained  by  force  what 
it  had  always  coveted  and  demanded  in  words. 

"At  first  the  Revolution  was  timid,  apparently  obse. 
quious  and  applauding.  It  was  also  hypocritical,  de- 
ceiving many,  and  surprising  the  good  faith  of  others, 
with  whom  it  united  even  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  and 
whilst  some  nourished  themselves  with  the  Bread  of 
Life  others  received  It  to  their  damnation. 

"  They  demanded  and  obtained  all  that  could  be  law- 
fully granted.  After  concession  followed  applause, 
and  after  this,  new  pretensions,  until  finally  they  would 
have  the  Pope  belligerent  and  aggressive.  But  the  Pope, 
unwilling  and  unable  to  be  belligerent  and  military  in 
this  sense,  withdrew  from  Rome — compelled  to  do  so 
by  brutal  threats  ready  to  be  put  into  execution. 

"  And  here  I  find  a  similarity  between  the  Revolution 
and  what  is  narrated  by  the  Prophet  Ezekiel:  'A 
lion's  whelp,'  says  the  Prophet,  'is  all  playful,  and 
grows  up  frisk  and  sportive,  apparently  oblivious  of 
the  ferocity  of  its  nature.  But  soon  it  joins  in  with  the 
large  lions,  and  with  them  roams  fields  and  forests  and 
enters  inhabited  places.  Meantime  it  grows  up  and 
becomes  strong,  and  commences  also  to  roar  and  bite 
and  devour.  It  has  now  learned  how  to  make  fathers 
desolate,  how  to  make  mothers  weep,  and  to  make 
children  orphans.  Its  teeth  are  crimsoned  with  human 
blood,  and  it  is  now  in  the  prime  of  external  vigor  and 
internal  ferocity.' 

"Do  you  not  recognize,  beloved,  in  this  lion,  the 
image  of  the  Revolution  in  its  beginning,  development 
and  culmination?  Oh!  how  many  mothers  are  made 
to  shed  tears  of  bitterness  at  seeing  their  sons  snatched 
from  their  side  and  forced  to  embrace  a  profession 
which  imperils  both  soul  and  body! 

"But  the  dangers  of  the  military  profession  are  not 
the  only  causes  of  solicitude  to  parents.  There  is,  be- 
sides, another  motive  for  grief — to  see  their  sons  sur- 
rounded by  certain  corruptors  of  the  human  heart 
from  whom  they  learn  language  at  which  one  recoils 
•with  horror.  The  lion  which,  circuit  quern  devoret,  has 
poisoned  the  soul  of  the  youth,  and  he  is  now  ashamed 


of  the  name  of  Christian.  All  this  the  Revolution  still 
continues  to  do  with  impunity,  for  all  the  lions  are  as 
one  as  regards  the  end,  however  much  they  may  be  at 
variance  concerning  the  means.  But  of  this  variance 
we  will  soon  see  the  effects."  F.  P.  B. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— Rev.  Father  Hecker  has  arrived  in  Rome,  and  is 
much  improved  in  health. 

— Rev.  Mr.  Newdegate  has  been  received  into  the 
Church.  He  is  a  relative  of  the  M.  P. 

— Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Leahy,  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished Prelates  of  the  Irish  Church,  died  on  the 
26th  of  January. 

— One  hundred  and  forty  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity 
expelled  from  Mexico  have  arrived  at  Havana.  They 
propose  to  sail  immediately  for  France. 

— The  Christian  Era  (Baptist)  says  Brownsorfs  Re- 
view is  sustained  "by  Protestant  more  than  by  Cath- 
olic subscribers."  We  hope  this  is  not  true. 

— It  is  announced  by  the  Paris  £/m'o»that  the  daugh- 
ter of  Baron  Werther,  the  German  Ambassador,  at 
Constantinople,  has  become  a  convert  to  Catholicity. 

— Baron  George  von  Dyhern,  of  Oberammergau, 
Bavaria,  gave  notice  through  the  Germania  that  he 
purposed  entering  the  Catholic  Church,  on  the  1st  of 
January,  1875. 

— The  Chancellor  of  the  German  Empire  has,  accord- 
ing to  the  Epoca  of  Florence,  made  a  formal  demand 
on  the  Bavarian  Government  for  the  withdrawal  of  the 
Bavarian  Ambassador  to  the  Holy  See. 

— The  Archbishop's  Court  in  Naples  has  invited  all 
persons  possessing  letters  or  writings  of  the  venerable 
servant  of  God,  Maria  Christina,  of  Savoy,  to  forward 
them  to  the  court,  in  order  to  facilitate  the  process 
for  the  beatification  of  that  saintly  lady. 

— The  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites  has  issued  a  De- 
cree* confirmatory  of  the  piety  and  virtue  of  the  Vener- 
able Servant  of  God,  Sister  Margaret  of  the  Blessed  Sa- 
crament, of  the  Order  of  Barefooted  Carmelites.  After 
this  sentence,  the  promoter  of  the  cause  can  pass  on  to 
the  discussion  prior  to  the  beatification. 

—Right  Rev.  Bishop  Williams,  of  Boston,  has  issued 
a  circular  setting  forth  the  urgent  needs  of  the  Carney 
Hospital,  Boston.  From  this  institution  there  is  no 
exclusion  on  account  of  class,  creed  or  color.  It  is 
supported  by  alms,  and  is  $30,000  in  debt.  Since  July 
1st,  1869,  1,744  patients  have  been  admitted,  of  which 
number  925  were  received  gratuitously. 

— Mgr.  Dupanloup  has  been  twenty-five  years  a 
Bishop  and  fifty  years  a  priest,  and  his  clergy  have  re- 
cently congratulated  him  on  attaining  such  golden 
honors  of  years.  The  foremost  champion  of  the  Church 
in  France,  he  has  set  an  example  both  of  zeal  and  good 
faith  which  has  placed  him  high  above  the  reach  of 
imputation,  and  has  secured  to  him  the  respect  even 
of  enemies. 

—  In  the  course  of  the  excavations  recommenced  in 
that  ancient  church,  the  earth  closing  up  the  exterior 
of  the  apse  has  been  cleared  away,  revealing  a  fresco 
painting  dating  from  the  4th  or  early  part  of  the  5th 
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century.  It  represents  St.  Petronilla — tbe  name  is 
written  beside  the  figure — in  tbe  act  of  welcoming  or 
speaking  to  another  matron  by  the  name  of  Venerenda 
who  was  buried  here  on  the  7th  of  January  in  a  year 
not  given.  Signor  de  Rossi  will  devote  the  forthcom- 
ing number  of  his  Bulletin  to  the  late  discovery.  The 
brother  of  the  late  Mgr.  de  Merode  continues  the  ex- 
cavations in  a  generous  manner. 

— RT.  REV.  BISHOP  FOLET  ix  BALTIMORE. — On  Jan. 
17th,  St.  Martin's  Catholic  church,  on  the  southeast 
corner  of  Fayette  and  Fulton  streets,  Baltimore,  was 
crowded  to  its  utmost  extent  by  the  members  of  the  con- 
gregation, who  had  assembled  to  hear  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Thomas  Foley,  of  Chicago,  deliver  one  of  his  most  elo- 
quent sermons.  Bishop  Foley  is  a  Baltimorean,  but 
since  his  appointment  in  Cnicago  has  not  been  able  to 
pay  his  native  city  more  than  an  occasional  flying 
Tisit.  This  time,  however,  he  will  remain  in  the  city 
several  weeks.  He  is  the  guest  of  his  brother,  the  Rev. 
John  S.  Foley,  D.  D.,  pastor  of  St.  Martin's  Church. 
The  subject  of  his  sermon  was  the  Feast  of  the  day, 
the  Holy  Name  of  Jesus. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  20TH  TO  THE  2?TH  OF  JANUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  forty-two  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  the  names  of  sixty  new 
Associates  have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has 
been  asked  for  sixteen  individuals;  sixty-seven 
sick  persons  have  been  recommended  to  the  pray- 
ers of  the  Association;  thirty-seven  special  fa- 
vors have  been  asked,  for  various  individuals,  two 
families,  two  schools  and  one  sodality. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"I  return  thanks  to  our  Blessed  Mother;  I  am  now 
cured  of  neuralgia  and  pain  in  the  head,  from  which  I 
suffered  much."  ....  "I  wish  you  to  offer  a  Mass  of 
thanksgiving  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  a 
grace  received  only  a  week  ago.  My  youngest  son  was 
seized  with  spasms.  He  had  nineteen  in  one  day.  I 
was  sent  for.  I  could  not  go  to  him,  and,  being  power- 
less to  aid  him  in  his  great  need,  I  recommended  my 
dear  son  to  the  care  of  our  dear  and  powerful  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart.  I  had  previously  left  some  of  the 
miraculous  water  of  Lourdes.  During  the  great  suf- 
fering caused  by  the  spasms,  and  which  the  kind  friends 
around  him  thought  would  terminate  in  death,  a  young 
man,  a  Protestant,  asked  my  daughter  to  give  him 
that  bottle  of  holy  water.  He  poured  a  few  drops  in 
the  poor  sufferer's  lips,  and  he  was  relieved.  My  son 
got  better  on  Tuesday  night,  and  on  Wednesday  morn- 
ing  he  and  his  sister  came  in  the  cars,  thirty-three 
miles,  to  spent  Christmas  with  me.  You  can  imagine 
with  what  gratitude  we  received  the  Sacraments,  my- 
self and  three  of  my  children.  My  son  was  seized  with 
this  sickness  on  Friday,  the  18th,  and  he  was  able  to 
visit  me  on  the  23d."  .  ..."  I  received  the  Grotto  wa- 


ter that  j'ou  sent  me  in  September,  in  due  time,  and  it 
relieved  my  brother  of  the  catarrh  wonderfully."  .... 
"Many  thanks  for  the  two  vials  of  the  blessed  water 
of  Lourdes  you  sent  me  about  two  months  ago.  I  gave 
one  to  the  young  lawyer's  wife  whom  I  spoke  of,  and 
he  has  being  doing  better  than  he  ever  had  done  for 
years;  he  says  he  will  never  drink  again."  ....  "The 
blessed  water  you  sent  me  for  my  husband,  who  was 
dangerously  ill,  has  been  gratefully  received,  and, 
thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Mother,  my  husband  is  entirely 
cured;  and  also,  Very  Rev.  Father,  please  receive  my 
sincere  thanks  for  a  vial  of  the  blessed  water  you  sent 
me  some  time  ago  for  my  daughter,  who  was  very  ill 
but  is  now  almost  well  again."  ....  "The  cheering 
words  of  your  letter  encouraged  me  to  hope  for  some 
special  grace  through  the  intercession  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  Accordingly  I  began  to  pray  with  renewed 
fervor,  and  during  a  novena,  in  which  some  friends 
joined,  I  daily  drank  a  few  drops  of  the  water.  Al- 
ready I  am  gratefully  sensible  of  a  change  even  in  my 
bodily  sensations.  I  feel  pains  where  for  long  years 
there  had  been  no  feeling  whatever.  For  this  favor  I 
am  very  thankful,  and  while  I  confidently  hope  for  still 
more,  I  try  to  resign  myself  confidently  to  the  holy 
will  of  God."  ....'•  I  had  the  neuralgia  for  more  than 
eighteen  years.  About  a  year  ago  I  was  taken  very 
severely.  When  coming  home,  I  found  my  family  had 
gone  out,  I  rolled  in  my  bed,  almost  maddened  with 
pain.  My  wife  found  me  in  this  state,  and  applied  the 
water  of  Lourdes,  which  relieved  me  instantly.  Since 
then  I  have  not  been  laid  up  again  with  this  infirmity, 
and  never  since  I  can  remember  have  I  enjoyed  better 
health.  It  was  very  seldom  that  I  could  make  a  full 
week's  work.  Before  this,  several  of  our  best  physi- 
cians had  been  attending  me  to  no  purpose.  The 
blessed  water  you  sent  for  Miss  S.  H.  has  had  the  desired 
effect.  Her  eyes  are  cured.  She  said  a  novena  and  ap- 
plied the  water  to  her  eyes,  but  they  were  the  same; 
I  told  her  to  continue;  she  did  so,  and  now  she  is  per- 
fectly well." 

One  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross  sent  us  tire 
following  information: 

"A  letter  from  Mrs.  H  ,  about  the  B family,  which 

was  enrolled  some  months  since,  gives  the  pleasing 
intelligence  that  her  poor  father,  who  was  to  all  ap- 
pearance a  confirmed  drunkard,  is  thoroughly  con- 
verted, and  to  the  intense  joy  of  his  family  has  become 
a  strict  temperance  man.  They  are  most  grateful  to 
God  and  Our  Blessed  Mother."  .  ...  "I  return  you 
many  thanks  for  the  blessed  water  you  sent  me  last 
summer:  it  helped  all  whom  I  gave  it  to.  Some  of  it 
I  gave  to  a  lady  who  suffered  severely  with  cramps,  and 
she  got  relief  immediately,  and  never  got  them  since." 
OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MRS.  PREVOST,  of  Richmond,  Va.,  who 
died  suddenly  on  the  8th  of  January,  at  the  age  of 
seventy  years;  she  had  been  to  Holy  Communion 
on  the  6th,  and  from  her  childhood  was  a  most 
pious  and  devoted  servant  of  Mary;  MRS.  F. 


Ave  Maria. 
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DORSET,  of  Baltimore,  Md.,  who  died  on  the  1st  of 
January,  at  the  age  of  fifty-five  years,  fortified  by 
the  Holy  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  She  was  a 
devout  child  of  Mary  and  a  participant  in  the 
daily  Mass;  Mns.  DEVLIN,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa., 
who  died  an  edifying  death  on  the  16th  day  of 
January;  HENRY  Sen  WEGMAN,  of  Evansville,  Ind., 
who  died  on  the  23d  of  January,  fortified  by  the 
last  Sacraments,  after  a  long  and  painful  illness  of 
nearly  two  years;  CHARLES  STHALL,  who  died  a 
few  months  ago,  at  Evansville,  Indiana. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


We  often  regret  not  being  at  liberty  to  publish, 
certain  letters  which  we  know  would  produce  no 
common  edification  among  our  pious  Associates, 
but  would  most  likely  offend  the  modesty  of  their 
authors.  We  have  in  our  hands  two  such  docu- 
ments, recently  received  from  two  different  Prel- 
ates, which  admirably  prove  that  the  devotion  to 
Our  Blessed  Mother,  which  we  endeavor  to  propa- 
gate and  increase,  is  shared  in,  not  only  by  the  il- 
literate and  the  poor,  but  also,  and  first  of  all,  by 
the  most  talented  and  the  exalted  ones  in  the 
land.  Rejoice,  then,  dear  Associates,  and  be  glad ; 
for  you  pray  daily  in  close  union  with  the  best, 
the  purest  and  most  fervent  souls  in  the  country. 
Heaven  Itself  answers  your  petitions  by  incessant 
wonders. 


Religious  News. 
DEATHS. 

PUIESTS. 

Jan.  29,  1875.— At  New  Orleans,  REV.  CLAUDIUS  P. 

MAISTRE. 
Jan. 25. — At  Schaghticoke,  N.  Y.,  REV.  FATHER  O'DoN- 

OVAN,  O.  S.  A. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Jan.  14.— At  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  SISTER  CLEMENTINE,  of 

the  Sisters  of  Charity. 
Jan. 22. — At  Albany,  N.  Y.,  BROTHER  HOSPICIUS (Bryan 

J.  Leonard),  of  the  Christian  Brothers. 

Reguiescant  in  pace. 

RECEPTIONS. 

Jan.  2. — At  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  Messrs.  Quin  (Brother 
Aristides),  Lynch  (Brother  Paul  the  Hermit),  and 
Carney  (Brother  Pascal),  in  the  Congregation  of  the 
Holy  Cross. 


For  the  Altar  of  the  New  Church  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Mrs.  John  McMahon,  Cleveland,  Ohio, $200  00 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

The  Children  of  Mary,  St.  Mary's  Academy, 
Notre  Dame,  Ind  , $20,  gold. 
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The  Holy  Infant  Jesus'  Altar. 

BY  ELIZA  R.  PARKER. 

During  this  season — the  Christmas  time — all  lit- 
tle children  should  cultivate  a  great  devotion  to 
the  Infant  Jesus,  whose  beautiful  childhood  should 
be  the  model  of  their  young  lives.  Among  the 
little  stories  we  would  tell  our  dear  little  readers, 
is  one  about  a  Christinas  altar  of  the  Holy  Infant, 
which  was  related  to  us  many  years  ago  by  an  aged 
friend  whose  life  was  all  goodness  and  truth.  It 
inspired  us  in  our  own  innocent  childhood  with 
a  special  devotion  to  the  Little  Jesus,  and  we  hope 
may  do  the  same  for  the  little  friends  of  the 
"  AVE  MARIA." 

In  the  pleasant  little  town  of  C ,  the  good  Sis- 
ters of  Charity  had  established  a  large  school. 
Among  their  pupils  were  quite  a  number  of  Prot- 
estant children.  When  the  Christmas  holidays 
approached,  the  good  Sisters  arranged  and  dec- 
orated a  most  beautiful  little  altar  for  the  younger 
members  of  their  Academy — the  Sodality  of  the 
Infant  Jesus.  The  little  shrine  was  arranged  to 
represent  the  Manger  in  which  our  Blessed  Sa- 
viour was  born.  A  beautiful  waxen  image  of  the 
Infant  was  there,  cradled  on  straw ;  also  the  Blessed 
Virgin — and  the  Wise  Men,  who  my  little  readers 
know  came  to  make  their  offerings  to  the  newly- 
born  babe.  Lights  and  flowers  were  placed  all 
about  the  litfle  altar,  and  the  Sisters  conducted  the 
children,  each  evening  (for  nine  evenings),  to  the 
chapel,  to  make  a  novena,  and  sing  a  Christmas 
hymn  in  honor  of  the  Holy  Child. 

One  evening — it  was  the  seventh  of  the  novena — 
as  the  little  Catholic  children  of  the  school  went 
in  procession  to  the  chape],  one  of  the  Sisters  no- 
ticed a  little  girl — one  of  their  Protestant  pupils — 
standing  at  a  little  side-window,  gazing  wistfully 
in  on  the  bright  devotional  scene.  Kindly  ap- 
proaching the  child,  Sister  Agnes  took  her  little 
hand  and  said:  "Annie,  my  dear  child,  if  you  want 
to  see  the  altar  why  do  you  not  come  into  the 
chapel ? " 

"Oh,  Sister!  may  I?  Would  you  let  me?  Would 
the  Little  Infant  Jesus  like  a  little  Protestant 
child,  who  has  never  been  baptized,  to  go  to  the 
altar?"  and  the  child's  sweet  face  grew  bright, 
while  her  blue  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"Yes,  Annie:  He  was  born  to  die  for  you,  as  He 
did  for  all  of  those  little  ones.  So  come ;"  and  the 
Sister  led  the  little  flaxen-haired  child  into  the 
midst  of  her  little  flock  of  chosen  ones.  The  no- 
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vena  was  recited,  the  evening  hymu  sung,  and  then 
the  children  returned  to  their  homes.    Each  suc- 
ceeding   evening   little  Annie    Grey  caine,  and 
joined  in  the  Christmas  devotion. 
After  a  little  time,  the  Sisters  missed  the  sweet  face 

0  the  little  Protestant  girl  from  the  class-room;  a 
neighboring  pupil  said  "Annie  Grey  was  sick." 

Time  passed  on.  One  day  a  message  came  to 
ask  Sister  Agues  to  come  to  see  little  Annie  Grey. 
The  good  nun  lost  no  time  in  answering  the  sum- 
mons. Mrs.  Grey,  the  little  girl's  mother,  met  her 
in  the  hall,  and  told  her  how  for  weeks  Annie  had 
begged  her  to  send  for  her  kind  teacber.  When 
the  Sister  accompanied  the  distressed  mother  into 
the  apartment,  the  sick  child's  face  grew  bright, 
her  blue  eyes  glowing  with  happiness,  as  she  ex- 
claimed; 

"  Oh,  Sister  Agnes!  I  knew  you  would  come!  I 
told  mamma  that  you  would  come  to  see  little 
Annie." 

"  Yes,  dear,  it  affords  me  great  pleasure  to  come 
to  see  you,  but  I  am  very  sorry  to  see  you  so  sick ; 
what  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"  Sit  down  beside  me,  and  tell  me  about  the  dear 
little  Infant  Jesus.  When  I  saw  you  take  the  little 
Catholic  girls  into  the  chapel  to  see  the  little  altar, 

1  did  so  want  to  go !    At  first  I  was  afraid,  but  you 
said  I  might;  and  when  I  went  in,  I  knelt  down 
and  said  prayers  with  you  all,  and  it  made  me 
feel  so  happy,  and  I  wanted  to  be  His  little  child ; 
but  papa  and  mamma  said  I  must  not.    I  got  sick, 
and  I  have  prayed  so  long  and  so  hard  to  the  little 
Infant  Jesus  to  make  me  good  and  patient  like  He 
was.    To-day  the  doctor  said  I  was  very  sick,  and 
papa  and  mamma  said  I  might  send  for  you. 
Won't  you  tell  me  how  to  be  like  the  sweet  little 
Jesus?" 

Wiping  the  tears  from  her  aged  eyes,  the  good1 
Sister  said : 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  my  child,  to  see  you  so  sick, 
but  glad  that  your  little  heart  turns  so  fondly  to 
the  Holy  Infant.  He  loves  all  little  children,  and 
wants  them  to  be,  like  Himself,  humble,  obedient 
and  gentle.  If  He  spares  your  life,  you  must  de- 
vote it  to  Him;  but  if  He  sees  best  to  take  you  out 
of  this  world,  you  must  prepare  to  go  to  Him." 

"  Yes,  Sister,  that  is  what  I  want  you  to  teach 
me  to  do.  I  am  never  going  to  be  any  better.  I 
heard  the  doctor  tell  mamma  in  a  whisper  this 
morning  that  I  could  not  live  many  days;  and  oh, 
Sister!  she  cried,  and  said  I  might  be  baptized!" 
and  joyful  emotions  so  overcame  the  little  girl  that 
she  could  not  continue. 

"  Well,  Annie,  be  thankful  for  God's  great  mercy ! 
Out  ot  all  the  little  Protestant  pupils  who  come  to 
our  school  you  are  the  chosen  one.  And  now,  my 
little  girl,  let  me  instruct  you  in  the  principles  of 


our  holy  faith,  which  even  you,  young  as  you  are, 
must  know  before  you  can  receive  the  Sacrament 
of  baptism."  And  for  hours  good  Sister  Agnes 
sat  by  the  sick  child's  couch,  explaining  to  her  the 
beautiful  precepts  of  religion,  so  simple  that  they 
are  comprehended  by  the  little  child,  so  sublime 
that  they  command  the  admiration  of  the  learned 
and  great. 

Next  day,  the  convent  pastor,  accompanied  by 
the  young  members  of  the  Holy  Infant  Jesus' 
Sodality,  and  the  good  Sisters,  went  to  Mr.  Grey's 
now  saddened  home. 

The  dying  child  lay  propped  in  her  litttle  bed, 
while  good  Father  Daly  baptized  her.  Then  the 
children  sang  a  beautiful  hymn  in  honor  of  the 
Holy  Infant. 

Little  Annie  Grey  lived  a  brief  season  after  this, 
ere  the  Angels  came  to  bear  her  sweet  young  spirit 
to  the  arms  of  the  Father  in  Heaven.  As  the  pallor 
of  death  came  over  her  face,  and  her  rosy  lips  grew 
purple,  she  murmured :  "  Holy  Infant  Jesus,  take 
me  to  You.  I  love  the  Holy  Infant  Jesus,  who  has 
made  me  like  Himself." 

My  little  readers  will  learn  from  this  little  story 
how  the  Infant  Jesus  loves  little  children  who 
honor  Him. 

Calendar  of  the  Week. 

FEBRUARY. 

Saturday,  13.— St.  Romuald,  C.  (Feb.  7.)    (An.  Death  of 

Bp.  Fitzpatrick  of  Boston,  1866.) 
Sunday,  14. — 1st  Sunday  of  Lent. 
Monday,  15.— St.  Scholastica,  V.    (Feb.  10.) 
Tuesday,  16.— Feria. 
Wednesday,  17. — Ember-Day. 
Thursday,  18.— Feria.    St.  Simeon,  B.  M. 
Friday,  19. — Holy  Crown  of  Thorns.    Ember-Day. 
Saturday,  20. — Ember-Day.    Feria. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  JAE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XX. 

There  can  be  no  comparison  between  our  grand 
bells  and  the  brass  instruments  of  the  ancients. 
These  latter  were  called  tintinndbula.  As  their 
name  indicates,  they  were  nothing  but  light  instru- 
ments whose  sounds  had  nothing  retentive  or 
solemn. 

The  tintinnabulum,  or  little  bell,  is  mentioned 
for  the  first  time  in  the  Book  of  Exodus:  "And 
beneath  at  the  feet  of  the  tunic  of  Aaron,  thou  shalt 
make  it  as  it  were  pomegranates,  ....  with  little 
bells  set  between  ....  that  the  sound  may  be  heard, 
when  he  goeth  in  and  cometh  out  of  the  sanctu- 
ary." *  These  bells,  seventy -two  in  number,  served 
to  remind  the  children  of  Israel  that  the  law  was 
given  them  in  the  midst  of  the  noise  of  trumpets,  f 

From  the  East,  these  little  bells  passed  to  the 
"West.  Among  the  Greeks  they  were  used  for  dif- 
ferent purposes ;  among  others,  to  call  the  people  to 
work,  to  their  repasts,  and  to  prayer. 

We  find  among  the  Romans  the  same  civil  and 
religious  usages.  The  opening  of  the  baths  was 
announced  by  the  sound  of  a  small  bell.  The 
Emperor  Augustus  had  some  placed  on  the  temple 
of  the  Capitoline  Jupiter.  Pliny  relates  that  sev- 
eral were  sent  to  the  tomb  of  Porsenna,  and,  when 
agitated  by  the  wind,  were  heard  at  a  considerable 
distance.  The  existence  of  small  bells  at  the  tomb 
of  Porsenna  is  not  an  exceptional  fact.  Supported 
by  an  ancient  tradition,  the  Romans  attributed  to 
the  small  bell  the  virtue  of  banishing  the  evil 
spirits  that  haunted  the  abode  of  the  dead,  and 
even  the  living.  Hence  they  were  sounded  at, 
funerals  and  Sacrifices.  This  tradition  had  some 


*  Exodus,  xxviii,  33,  34. 

t  Cor.  a  Lap.  in  Eccl.,  xlv,  10.  At  the  present  time, 
in  certain  oriental  rites,  the  chasuble  of  the  priest  is 
ornamented  with  little  bells. 


truth  in  it  which  the  Church  has  caused  to  appear 
in  all  its  splendor.* 

They  believed  also  that  magicians  could  by 
their  enchantments  reverse  the  course  of  the  stars 
and  cause  the  moon  to  fall.  The  only  remedy  to 
save  them  from  a  like  fall,  was  to  ring  bells,  f 
The  reason  assigned  by  them  was  that  the  demons 
were  afraid  of  noise.J 

These  small  bells,  therefore,  being  known  to  the 
ancients,  there  was  but  one  step  to  take  to  have 
bells  proper.  This  glory,  however,  was  reserved  to 
che  Church ;  but  several  centuries  were  to  elapse 
before  she  could  add  this  new  diadem  to  her  crown. 
During  the  time  of  the  persecution,  the  signs  of 
assembling  for  our  Fathers  were,  to  all  appear- 
ances, silent,  in  order  not  to  excite  the  attention  of 
the  pagans,. 

After  Constantine,  trumpets  were  used  to  call  the 
Christians  to  prayer.  The  Eastern  Church  made 
use  of  two  boards  which  were  struck  one  against 
the  other.  This  custom  prevailed  until  the  end  of 
the  ninth  century — the  time  when  bells  were  in- 
troduced into  the  East.  They  disappeared  under 
the  rule  of  the  Turks,  after  which  time,  with  but 
little  exception,  boards  were  again  used,  as  with 
the  Turks  themselves  on  the  top  of  their  minarets. 
With  regard  to  the  invention  of  bells  and  their  in- 
troduction into  the  Western  Church,  nothing  cer- 
tain is  known  from  history;  and  this  fact  need  not 
astonish  us.  The  Christians  of  former  times,  seek- 
ing only  the  glory  of  God  in  the  production  of 


*  Antiquitus  apud  Ethnicos,  cum  quis  e  vita  discede- 
bat,  aera,  campanseve  pulsabantur.  .  .  .  campanarum 
sono  spectra  et  daemonum  ludibria  credebaut  averti. 
(Angelo  Rocca,  c.  iii,  p.  101.) 

t  Cantus,  et  e  curru  Lunam  deducere  tentat, 
Et  faceret,  si  non  aera  repulsa  sonent  — (TiBULL.) 

I  Per  campanarnm  itaque  sonitum,  malos  infestoa- 
que  spiritus  repelli  aut  coerced  credcbant  Gentiles, 
quod  Manes,  nt  ait  Hleroriymus  Magius,  silentium 
amare  crederentur.  (Ang.  Rocca.) 
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their  masterpieces,  cared  too  little  for  the  praises  of 
men  to  leave  their  name  to  posterity.  We  have 
the  names  of  but  two  or  three  of  the  numerous  arch- 
itects to  whose  genius  Europe  is  indebted  for  her 
splendid  cathedrals.  One  thing  only  is  well  estab- 
lished :  it  is  the  origin  of  bells.  They  existed  first 
in  Campania,  a  Neapolitan  province,  and  very 
probably  in  the  city  of  Nola.  St.  Isidore,  Arch- 
bishop of  Seville,  who  lived  in  the  sixth  century, 
says:  "The  bell  Campana  derives  its  name  from  a 
province  of  Italy  where  it  was  first  invented." 

In  the  twelfth  century  the  learned  Honorius, 
Bishop  of  Autun,  confirmed  the  testimony  of  St. 
Isidore.  "The  signals,"  he  says,  "now  given  by 
bells,  were  formerly  given  by  trumpets.  Bells  were 
first  invented  at  Nola,  a  city  of  Campania — hence 
their  name." 

But,  as  regards  the  time  of  the  invention  and  the 
name  of  the  inventor,  history  is  silent.  Bells  were 
used  in  the  Latin  Church  before  the  sixth  century. 
In  support  of  this,  we  have  the  testimony  of  Bene- 
dict XIV.  It  is  then  an  error  to  attribute  the  in- 
vention of  bells  to  Pope  St.  Sabinus,  who  lived  in 
the  seventh  century,  (604.) 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


In  Meinoriam.— Bishop  McFarland. 


The  warder  stricken  from  the  bannered  wall! 

The  leader  lost,  amid  the  battle's  heat! 
The  voice  so  still,  that  rang  the  warning  call! 

The  arm  so  numb,  that  gave  the  foe  defeat! 

But  Zion's  King  hath  called  her  faithful  guard, 
And  bade  His  warrior  in  His  triumph  share, 

The  loyal  servant  claims  his  earned  reward, 
The  soldier  resteth  from  the  battle-care. 

O  warders,  that  succeed  him  on  the  tower! 

Keep  watch,  like  his,  around,  above,  below! 
O  hands,  that  grasp  his  shining  sword  of  power! 

Be  strong,  like  him,  to  check  the  daring  foe! 

And,  hosts  that  miss  him  from  the  ceaseless  strife, 
Think!  he  awaits  you  in  the  Home  of  Peace  I 

Fight  till  your  day  with  noblest  deeds  is  rife — 
Fight  till,  like  him,  ye  win  the  glad  release. 

Ah !  valorous  Chief!  the  sounding  voice  of  fame 
Hath  sung  thy  glory  through  the  East  and  West; 

The  sunset-sea  doth  waft  thy  mighty  name, 
And  climes  remote  give  thee  their  homage  blest. 

And  now,  when  tidings  of  thy  loss  is  borne 
In  wailing  tones  across  the  Western  wave, 

Our  grief  doth  rise,  our  sorrowing  spirits  mourn 
The  Pastor  true,  the  leader  bright  and  brave. 

Though  fairest  garlands  deck  the  sacred  shrine 
That  holds  thee,  treasure  of  the  favored  East! 


May  I  not  add  this  simple  wreath  of  mine? 
Sincere  the  tribute,  though  in  worth  the  least. 

Take,  then,  the  gift,  O  spirit  pure  and  blest! 

And  from  thy  place  amid  the  ever  free, 
Plead  for  the  flocks,  earth-roaming,  till  they  rest 

In  "  pastures  green,"  by  "  waters  still,"  with  thee. 
SAN  FRANCISCO,  Cal. 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MKS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  II.— (CONTINUED.) 

"  How  nice  it  is  to  have  all  my  merrymen  around 
me,  in  this  glow  of  beautiful  light:  but  where  ia 
Natalie?" 

"  Yes,  where  is  she  ?  I  thought  she  was  here  with 
mamma!"  said  Baste. 

"  I  expect  she's  in  her  room,  crying,"  remarked 
Helen. 

"Crying!  what  do  you  mean,  my  child?"  asked 
Mrs.  Waite,  anxiously. 

"  I  found  her  crying  twice,  mamma,  when  I  went 
up  to  ask  her  something;  but  I  didn't  like  to  ask 
her  what  was  the  matter,  because  she  kept  her  face 
turned  away,  and  I  thought  she  wouldn't  like  me 
to  notice.  I  was  awful  sorry  though." 

"That  was  right,  darling.  But  go  now,  and  be 
sure  to  tap  at  the  door  before  you  go  in,  and  ask 
her  if  she  won't  come  down  and  join  us,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite. 

"I  never  saw  her  cry:  she's  always  as  cheerful 
as  a  cricket,"  said  John. 

" Slie  wouldn't  cry  before  folks;  no!  I  don't  be- 
lieve she  would  even  if  she  had  a  dreadful  tooth- 
ache," added  Baste  gravely. 

"Pshaw!  I  don't  believe  she  was  crying  at  all. 
Helen  only  thought. so.  What  should  she  have  to 
cry  about  here,  I'd  like  to  know  ?  "  observed  John. 

"You  must  remember,  boy,  that  Natalie  is  all 
alone  in  the  world — a  stranger  in  a  strange  land, 
an  orphan,  and  without  kindred  even  in  her  native 
country.  That  she  toils  for  her  support  proves 
that  she  has  a  brave  heart." 

"  I  didn't  think  of  that  mother.  Is  she  English  ?  " 
inquired  Con. 

"No:  Natalie  is  a  Russian;  but  you  must  not — 
any  of  you— question  her,"  replied  his  mother. 

"Whew!  a  Russian!  and  she  speaking  such 
good  American!  "  exclaimed  Baste. 

"The  Russians  acquire  languages  more  easily 
than  other  people,  1  have  been  informed.  Let  the 
cat  alone,  Baste!  how  should  you  like  your  ears 
tweaked  so?" 

"  'Deed  it  don't  hurt  her,  mamma,  her  skin's  so 
loose;  see  how  she  winks!"  laughed  Baste,  fold- 
ing back  Grimalkin's  ears. 
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Just  then  a  lady,  holding  Helen's  hand,  entered 
the  parlor.  She  was  about  twenty — was  tall,  and 
perfectly  formed,  her  dress  of  coarse  black  serge 
fitting  closely.  Her  face  was  oval,  pale,  and  her 
features  finely  cut ;  her  eyes  of  that  marvellous  grey- 
blue,  seen  nowhere  in  such  perfection  as  in  Russia, 
where  they  seeni  to  take  their  hue  and  brightness 
from  the  sky  when  the  air  is  full  of  glittering, 
floating  particles  of  snow;  and  they  were  over- 
arched by  black,  even  eyebrows,  while  her  finley- 
shaped  head  was  crowned  by  a  profusion  of  hair 
so  black  and  silky  and  so  closely  braided  as  to 
give  it  a  most  statuesque  appearance. 

"  I  hope  you  are  glad  to  come  to  us,  Natalie?" 
said  Mrs.  Waite,  holding  out  her  hand.  "  Con,  roll 
that  sleepy-hollow  chair  over  here  for  Natalie." 

"You  are  always  so  good,  madanie.  I  am  very 
glad  to  come.  I  was  just  finishing  a  letter  that  I 
could  not  put  off,  as  it  would  miss  the  steamer  the 
day  after  to-morrow.  Now  I  feel  that  something 
is  not  hanging  over  me." 

You  see  that  her  phraseology  was  not  exactly 
like  our  own ;  there  was,  too,  a  little  accent,  an  in- 
flection, which  betrayed  her  foreign  origin,  and 
gave  a  peculiar  charm  to  her  speech. 

"And  how  is  my  brave  comrade,  this  evening?" 
she  asked,  leaning  over  John's  chair. 

"Jolly!  I'm  the  best  off  of  all  in  the  house  for 
I've  got  four  legs !"  said  John,  meaning  the  wheels 
of  his  chair.  "  Where  have  you  been  all  day  ? " 

"  I  went  to  the  poor  little  church,  where  I  go 
sometimes:  it  gave  me  a  nice  long  walk.  Then  I 
came  home,  very  hungry  for  my  dinner,  which  I 

devoured  like  a — what  is  it  you  call  him a 

kite.  Then  I  spend  the  evening  to  write  the  let- 
ter,"she  pleasantly  said. 

"Who  did  you  write  to?"  blurted  out  Helen, 
entirely  forgetful  of  her  mother's  orders  to  ask 
Natalie  no  questions. 

"  Oh — to  somebody  you  do  not  know,"  she  an- 
swered after  a  pause,  while  a  momentary  contrac- 
tion of  her  forehead,  and  a  white  pallor,  gave  for 
an  instant  an  expression  of  bitter  pain  to  her  coun- 
tenance. 

"I  forgot,  mother!"  said  Helen,  sorrowfully,  in 
response  to  a  reproving  glance  from  Mrs.  Waite. 
"Excuse  me,  please '' 

"  Surely,  dear  Helen,  it  was  a  natural  question 
for  you  to  ask,  but  you  could  not  know  who,  even 
if  I  told  you$  Come,  Sebastian,  tell  us  something," 
said  Natalie,  cuddling  Helen's  hand  between  both 
her  own. 

"  I  don't  know  anything  to  tell,  long  enough  for 
that  name!"  replied  Baste;  then,  as  if  struck  by  a 
new  idea,  he  turned  to  his  mother  with  a  solemn 
look:  "Mamma,  what  ever  did  you  give  me  such 
a  name  for  ?  "  They  all  laughed. 


"Because  St.  Sebastian  was  a  brave  Christian 
hero,  who  suffered  cruel  torments  and  martyrdom 
for  Christ,  and  I  hoped  my  boy  would  have  the 
same  spirit  of  faith  and  fortitude  to  help  him 
through  life  to  heaven." 

"I'd  like  that;  but  then  I  don't  want  to  be  shot 
to  death  with  arrows ;  and  I'd  rather  have  a  shorter 
name.  I  like  Baste  much  better.  The  other  seems 
sort  of  reverend;  and  when  you  call  me  by  it, 
mammy,  I  know  there's  something  in  the  wind, 
and  it  fetches  me  up  all  standing," — said  the  boy, 
meaning  no  irreverence;  and  with  a  merry  grin. 

"Which  proves  that  it  is  a  good  name,  and  I 
don't  know  but  that  it  would  be  the  best  plan  to 
call  you  Sebastian  all  the  time,"  said  his  mother, 
smiling. 

"  Don't!  don't  mammy,  if  you  don't  want  me  to 
run  away! "  he  replied  merrily. 

"  You'd  better  not  go  amongst  the  Indians  when 
you  do  run  off,  old  fellow,  or  you  may  get  stuck 
with  more  arrows  than  you  bargained  for,  and  lose 
your  scalp  in  the  bargain,"  suggested  John. 

"Ow!  don't  John!"  exclaimed  Baste,  spreading 
his  big  red  hands  out,  over  his  head. 

"  My  name  is  as  long  as  yours,  but  I  don't  mind :" 
said  Con,  coming  up,  out  of  the  depths  of  a  reverie 
among  the  coals,  where  he  had  been  building 
"castles  in  the  air."  That  is,  not  much;  but  I 
shouldn't  like  to  be  called  by  it.  I  tell  you  what, 
mother,  such  long  names  waste  people's  breath, 
and  shorten  their  days!"  They  all  laughed  at 
Con,  whose  name  was  abbreviated  from  Constan- 
tine,  the  one  he  received  in  baptism.  "  I  don't  see 
how  I  can  ever  be  like  a  great  king  and  warrior! " 

"  He  conquered  by  the  Cross,  Con ;  can't  you  try 
to  do  that  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Waite,  in  grave,  sweet  tones. 

"'Deed  I  will,  mother,  all  the  way  through!" 
he  answered  earnestly,  bringing  his  fist  down 
upon  his  knee  to  add  emphasis  to  his  promise. 
His  mother  gave  him  a  fond,  approving  look; 
such  a  promise  from  Con  was  a  sweet  solace  to 
her,  for  of  all  her  boys  he  had  the  bravest  will, 
and  had  never  been  known  to  go  back  on  his 
word;  but  she  said  no  more, — she  never  liked  to 
make  spiritual  things  irksome  or  tiresome  to  the 
young  minds  of  her  children;  but  even  more  than 
that,  she  dreaded  religious  sentimentality,  or  what- 
ever might  tend  to  disease  their  souls  with  a  false 
conscience;  so  she  wisely  avoided  all  precocious 
development  of  piety,  preferring  that  they  should 
be  led,  until  they  could  walk  steadily,  and  grow  in 
grace,  until  their  Christian  principles  should  be 
firmly  planted  on  the  "  Rock  of  Ages "  for  aye 
and  forever. 

The  young  people  fell  to  chatting,  and  Mrs. 
Waite  asked  Natalie  if  she  had  sent  her  letter  to 
be  mailed  ? 
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"Not  yet,  madame." 

"Had  you  not  better  get  Thomas  to  drop  it  into 
the  post  011  his  way  home?  I  do  not  think  he  is 
gone  yet,"  said  Mrs.  Waite,  touching  the  bell  near 
her. 

"Thanks!"  replied  the  girl,  with  a  look  of  re- 
lief. "I  shall  be  very  glad  if  he  will  take  it." 

Old  Thomas'  brown  visage,  crowned  with  white 
wool,  now  appeared  at  the  door,  and  Natalie  drew 
her  letter,  which  was  ready  to  be  mailed,  from  her 
pocket. 

"I  want  you  to  mail  a  letter  for  Miss  Natalie  as 
you  go  by  the  post-office,  Thomas,"  said  his  mis- 
tress. 

"Certainly,  ma'am,"  he  replied,  with  a  little 
quirk  of  a  bow,  as  the  young  lady  placed  the  let- 
ter in  his  dusky  hand,  which  he  transferred  at 
once  and  carefully  into  his  breast-pocket;  then, 
with  another  duck  of  his  white  pow,  he  disap- 
peared. 

"He  is  so  polite,"  said  Natalie,  resuming  her 
seat  with  an  amused  expression. 

"  It's  a  way  he's  got ;  he  can't  help  making  those 
little  bobs;  he  bows  to  the  coal-scuttle  when  he 
goes  to  fill  it,  and  he  bows  to  the  cat  when  he 
takes  him  up  by  the  nape  of  his  neck  to  drop  him 
out  of  the  window  into  the  area.  He  hates  cats!" 
said  Baste,  laughing. 

"His  airs  and  graces  never  miss  coming  in  at 
the  right  time,"  observed  John. 

"He's  a  faithful  old  friend.  I  don't  know  how  I 
should  have  got  on  without  Thomas  all  these 
years." 

"  How  old  is  he,  mother  ? "  John  asked. 

"  I  never  heard :  people  of  his  race  never  show 
age  until  they  get  extremely  old,  and  it  is  a  rare 
thing  to  see  them  with  white  hair.  He  may  be 
seventy  or  thereabouts ;  he  and  my  father  were  boys 
together,  but  he's  very  touchy  about  being  thought 
old." 

"  It  is  so  nice  that  he  is  not  black :  I'm  so  afraid 
of  those  very,  very  black  persons,"  said  Natalie, 
with  a  shudder. 

But  who  is  Natalie  ? 

Natalie,  then,  is  the  governess  of  Mrs.  Waite's 
children.  How  she  happened  to  be  there  I  can 
tell  you,  but  nothing  more,  for  she  is  a  mystery 
and  an  enigma  to  her  friends,  who  know  her  by  no 
other  name  than  simply  Natalie. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


THE  flesh  must  be  curbed,  trained,  broken  in, 
and  mortified.  If  we  do  not  hurt  it,  it  will  hurt  us. 

THE  Blessed  Virgin  revealed  to  St.  Matilda  that 
like  a  most  affectionate  mother  she  was  present  at 
the  death  of  those  who  serve  her,  in  order  to  con- 
sole and  protect  them. 


The  Statue  of  Notre  Dame. 


[At  Notre  Dame  University,  Indiana, U.S., there 
is  upon  the  dome,  one  hundred  and  twenty  feet 
from  the  ground,  a  statue  of  the  Mother  of  God, 
twelve  feet  high.  A  child  of  the  Institution  asked 
one  day :  "  Mother  dear,  what  are  you  doing  up  there 
on  the  dome  all  the  time?"] 
i. 

"  My  dear  child,  night  and  day 

Tour  Mother  stands  with  outstretched  arms  of  love 
Guarding  your  footsteps  by  the  lake  and  grove, 
Lest  they  should  go  astray! 

n. 

"Far  o'er  the  smiling  plain, 

I  watch  rny  children  at  their  happy  play — 

Youth's  consecration  of  the  sinless  day — 

Pleasure  without  a  stain. 

in. 

"All  through  the  starry  night, 

Dear  Mother's  watching  while  her  children  sleep, — 
Watching  until  lake,  field  and  forest  creep 
Into  the  morning  light. 

IV. 

"  Enthroned  'ncath  the  skies, 
I  grave  my  beauty  on  your  childlike  dreams 
Till  sleep  is  full  of  holiness,  and  seems 
A  land  of  ecstasies! 

v. 

"The  spirits  of  the  air 

Come  shrieking;  madly  on  the  midnight  storm 
To  do  you  harm.    They  see  my  holy  form, 
And  flee  in  wild  despair. 

VI. 

0  children !  night  or  day, 

When  hideous  phantoms,  from  the  realms  of  doom — 
Cast  lurid  clouds  of  death  o'er  youth's  pure  bloom, 
Mother's  not  far  away! 

VJI. 

1  lead  ye  by  the  hand 

Far  from  the  imminent  ab3'ss  of  foul  thought 
Unto  the  Peace  My  Jesus'  Blood  hath  bought — 
A  chaste,  bright,  lovely  land! 

VIII. 

Your  happiest,  purest  hours 
Spent  in  the  sunlight  of  my  presence  here, 
Shall  in  the  future  be  to  memory  dear 

As  the  odor  of  sweet  flowers. 

IX. 

With  Mary  by  your  side 

The  tree  of  knowledge  gives  a  marv'lous  fruit, 
Which  feeds  the  minds,  nor  leaves  religion  mute, 

Through  intellectual  pridef 
x. 

Children  of  Notre  Dame, 
The  unknown  future's  terrifying  wild 
Shall  bloom  in  beauty  for  each  faithful  child, 

That  honors  now  my  name, 

XI. 

The  silent,  unborn  years 
Shall  sear  your  hearts  with  weary,  weary  days, 
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When  sunny  hopes  shall  fade  behind  the  haze 
Of  gloom  and  bitter  tears. 

XII. 

Then  your  sad  thoughts  will  fly 
On  rapid  wing  to  the  lost,  happy  time 
Which  lives  in  memory  like  some  hallowed  chime 

Of  angels  passing  by. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE. 

Encyclical  Letter  of  Our  Holy  Father,  Pope 
Pius  IX. 

[Continued  from  last  week's  AVE  MARIA.] 
We  wish  and  decree  that  these  Letters  should 
be  valid  and  efficacious  everywhere,  and  that  they 
should  have  and  obtain  their  plenary  effects  where 
ever  they  shall  have  been  published  and  declared  for 
execution  by  the  Ordinaries  of  places ;  and  that  they 
shall  avail  most  fully  for  all  the  faithful  of  Christ 
dwelling  in  such  places,  and  being  in  favor  and 
obedience  with  the  Apostolic  See,  or  returning 
afterwards  to  these  places  after  a  journey  by  sea  or 
by  land ;  notwithstanding  the  constitutions  about 
not  granting  indulgences  ad  tnstar,  and  the  other 
Apostolic  constitutions,  and  the  constitutions,  ordi- 
nances, and  the  general  and  special  reservations 
of  absolutions,  relaxations,  and  dispensations  pub- 
lished in  general,  provincial,  orsynodical  councils; 
notwithstanding  also  tne  statutes,  laws,  uses,  and 
customs  of  certain  mendicant  and  military  orders, 
even  though  guaranteed  by  an  oath,  by  the  apos- 
tolic confirmation,  or  any  other  bond  whatever; 
notwithstanding  also  the  privileges,  indulgences, 
and  Apostolic  letters  granted  to  the  same,  by  which 
it  ia  especially  provided  that  the  members  of  any 
such  Order  shall  be  prevented  from  confessing  out- 
side their  own  Order;  all  and  each  of  which  (inas- 
much as  for  their  sufficient  abrogation  and  for  the 
teior  of  thsm,  spacial,  specific,  express,  and  indi- 
vidual mention  has  to  be  made  or  other  suitable 
form  has  to  be  adopted)  holding  these  Letters  as 
equivalent  to  the  mention  of  them  or  as  ample  sub- 
stitution for  accurate  formula,  we  abrogate  for  this 
occasion  only,  in  order  to  secure  the  full  effect  of 
what  has  been  already  set  forth,  all  other  tilings 
notwithstanding, 

"But  whilst,  in  consideration  of  the  Apostolic 
trust  with  which  we  are  charged,  and  of  that  solic- 
itude with  which  we  should  embrace  the  whole 
flock  of  Christ,  we  offer  this  salutary  opportunity 
of  obtaining  pardon  and  grace,  we  cannot  but  earn- 
estly beseech  and  implore,  in  the  name  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  of  all  Patriarchs,  Primates,  Arch- 
bishops, Bishops,  and  other  Ordinaries  of  places, 
as  well  as  prelates  legitimately  exercising  ordinary 
jocal  jurisdiction  through  defect  of  Bishops,  and 


holding  favor  and  communion  with  the  Apostolic 
See,  that  they  make  known  so  great  a  blessing  to 
the  people  committed  to  their  care,  and  that  they 
labor  with  the  utmost  zeal  to  secure  that  all  the 
faithful,  reconciled  to  God  by  penance,  may  turn 
the  grace  of  the  Jubilee  to  the  use  and  the  profit 
of  their  own  souls.  Therefore,  venerable  brethren, 
let  it  be  your  first  concern  that,  having  previously 
implored  by  public  prayers  the  Divine  clemency 
to  pour  Its  light  and  Its  grace  into  the  minds  and 
the  hearts  of  all,  by  opportune  instructions  and 
admonitions,  the  Christian  community  be  directed 
towards  a  comprehension  of  the  fruits  of  the  Ju- 
bilee, and  be  made  to  thoroughly  understand  all 
that  may  be  gained  for  their  souls  by  a  Christian 
Jubilee,  in  which,  in  the  spiritual  order,  through 
the  mercy  of  Jesus  Christ,  there  is  an  abundant 
supply  of  those  blessings  which,  every  fiftieth  year, 
the  Old  Law,  the  precursor  of  that  which  was  to 
come,  brought  with  it  to  the  Jewish  people.  Also, 
that  the  flocks  be  instructed  as  to  the  efficacy  of 
indulgences,  and  of  all  those  things  which  they 
ought  to  do,  in  order  to  a  fruitful  confession  of 
their  sins  and  a  holy  reception  of  the  Sacrament 
of  the  Eucharist. 

And  since  it  is  not  alone  the  example  but  the  good 
works  of  the  ministry  that  are  needed  in  order 
that  the  wished-for  fruits  of  sanctification  be  found 
amongst  the  people  of  God,  do  not  omit,  especially 
at  this  time,  to  kindle  up  afresh  the  zeal  of  your 
priests  in  the  exercises  of  their  sacred  vocation ; 
and  where  it  is  possible  it  would  be  a  very  great 
advantage  for  the  common  good  if  they  themselves, 
their  examples  of  piety  and  religion,  would  renew 
the  spirit  of  their  ministry  by  the  aid  of  spiritual 
exercises,  and  then  they  might  with  more  profit 
and  grander  results  devote  themselves  to  a  dis- 
charge of  their  sacred  duties,  and  in  holy  mis- 
and  amongst  the  people,  to  be  held  in  the  manner 
sions  at  the  time  appointed  by  you. 

Since,  moreover,  there  are  so  many  evils  in  this 
age  to  be  repaired,  and  so  much  good  to  be  pro- 
moted, taking  up  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which 
is  the  Word  of  God,  make  use  of  every  effort,  that 
your  people  may  be  led  to  detest  the  horrid  cries 
of  blasphemy  for  which  nothing  is  too  sacred  for 
violation,  and  that  they  understand  and  fulfil  their 
duties  of  sanctifying  the  holydays,  of  observing  the 
fasts  and  abstinences  prescribed  by  the  Church, 
and  in  this  way  escape  the  punishments  which  the 
disregard  of  them  has  brought  down  upon  the 
world.  Let  it  be  a  matter  of  constant  watchful- 
ness with  you  to  preserve  the  discipline  of  your 
clergy,  and  to  guard  the  training  of  clerics,  and 
in  every  manner  that  you  possibly  can,  aid  the 
young  of  your  fold,  who,  as  you  cannot  but  be 
aware,  are  placed  in  such  danger  and  exposed  to 
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such  terrible  disasters.  This  sort  of  evil  was  so 
afflicting  to  the  heart  of  our  Divine  Redeemer 
Himself,  that  He  uttered  these  words  against  the 
author  of  it: — "Whosoever  shall  scandalize  one  of 
the  least  of  these  little  ones  who  believe  in  Me, 
it  were  better  for  him  that  a  millstone  were  tied 
about  his  neck  and  that  he  were  cast  into  the  sea." 

Nothing  is  more  becoming  to  the  time  of  the 
Jubilee  than  that  the  works  of  charity  should  be 
practised,  and,  therefore,  it  will  be  for  your  zeal, 
venerable  brethren,  to  stimulate  the  deeds  of  mercy 
to  the  poor,  that  by  almsdeeds  sins  may  be  for- 
given ;  and  the  fruit  of  charity  may  be  more  abun- 
dant and  more  permanent,  it  will  be  most  oppor- 
tune that  assistance  should  be  extended  to  those 
pious  institutions  which  in  these  days  are  known 
to  conduce  so  much  to  the  well-being  of  souls  and 
bodies.  If  with  all  your  hearts  and  energies  you 
apply  yourselves  to  the  attainment  of  these  good 
objects,  it  cannot  but  come  to  pass  that  the  King- 
dom of  God  and  His  justice  shall  receive  a  vast 
increase,  and  that  in  this  acceptable  time,  in  these 
days  of  salvation,  the  Divine  clemency  will  pour 
out  upon  the  children  of  its  love  an  abundance  of 
heavenly  gifts. 

Finalh',  we  address  ourselves  to  you,  the  uni- 
versal children  of  the  Catholic  Church,  and  with 
paternal  affection  we  exhort  all  and  each  of  you, 
that  you  avail  yourselves  of  this  opportunity  of 
gaining  the  pardon  of  the  Jubilee,  in  such  a  way 
as  the  best  interests  of  your  own  souls  demand.  If 
ever  before,  assuredly  now  more  than  ever  there 
is  need  of  cleansing  your  conscience  from  dead 
works — of  offering  the  sacrifice  of  justice,  of  pro- 
ducing fruits  worthy  of  penance,  and  of  sowing  in 
tears  that  you  may  reap  in  joy. 

The  Divine  Majesty  has  sufficiently  indicated 
that  which  He  demands  of  us,  for  already  on  ac- 
count of  our  depravity  we  have  fallen  beneath  His 
reproach  and  the  breath  of  His  anger.  Let  us  im- 
plore His  aid,  let  us  go  to  Him  with  all  our  hearts 
— with  prayers,  fastings,  and  alms-deeds.  For  the 
nearer  we  shall  be  to  God,  the  farther  our  enemies 
shall  be  driven  from  us.  But  you,  especially,  who 
labor  and  are  heavy  burthened,  and  who,  wander- 
ing from  off  the  path  of  salvation,  are  weighed  down 
under  the  yoke  of  evil  passions  and  hellish  slavery, 
do  you  hearken  to  our  voice,  for  we  are  charged 
with  an  embassy  from  Heaven  to  you.  Do  not  de- 
spise the  riches  of  the  goodness,  the  patience,  and 
the  long-suffering  of  God ;  and  when  this  so  ample 
and  so  easily  attained  abundance  of  forgiveness  is 
in  readiness  for  you,  do  not  render  yourselves  in- 
excusable with  the  Divine  Judge  by  your  con- 
tumacy, nor  heap  up  for  yourselves  vengeance  for 
the  day  of  wrath  and  of  the  revelation  of  God's 
judgment.  Return,  there  fore,  ye  prevaricators  of 


heart,  and  be  reconciled  to  God ;  the  world  passeth 
away,  and  the  concupiscence  thereof:  cast  off  the 
works  of  darkness,  clothe  yourselves  in  the  armor 
of  light ;  cease  to  be  the  enemies  of  your  own  souls 
— so  that  at  last  you  may  find  peace  in  this  world, 
and  secure  for  yourselves  the  rewards  of  the  just 
in  the  world  to  come.  Such  is  our  earnest  desire. 
This  we  shall  not  cease  to  ask  for  from  a  most  mer- 
ciful God,  and  we  trust  for  all  the  children  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  joined  with  us  in  this  commu- 
nity of  prayer,  that  we  and  they  may  plenteously 
obtain  all  these  good  things  from  the  Father  of 
Mercies.  Meanwhile,  for  the  auspicious  and  salu- 
tary inauguration  of  this  holy  work,  may  the  Apos- 
tolic Benediction,  which  we  now  give  to  you  all, 
venerable  brethren  and  beloved  children  in  Christ, 
be  the  omen  of  all  graces  and  blessings. 

Given  at  Rome,  at  St.  Peter's,  on  the  24th  day 
of  December,  1874,  in  the  29th  year  of  our  Pon- 
tificate. Pius  PP.  IX. 


THE  FRIDAYS  IN  LENT. 
II.— Feast  of  the  Spear  and  Kails. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARR. 

To  a  friend,  who  has  made  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
Holy  Sepulchre,  who  has  stood  on  Mount  Calvary, 
meditated  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemani,  made  the 
Stations  as  they  are  still  made  in  Jerusalem,  who 
has  knelt  as  a  pilgrim  before  the  great  shrines  of 
our  faith  in  Rome,  we  are  indebted  for  a  fac-sim- 
ile  of  the  Holy  Nail,  still  to  be  seen,  by  special 
permission  and  on  certain  days,  in  the  Chapel  of 
Sacred  Relics,  in  the  Basilica  of  the  Holy  Cross, 
under  the  care  of  the  Cistercians.  This  Holy  Kail, 
as  the  AutJientic  accompanying  our  facsimile  as- 
serts, is  one  of  those  by  which  Our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  was  fastened  to  the  Cross ;  and  our  fac-simile 
has  been  blessed  by  touching  this  Holy  Nail. 

Alban  Butler,  in  his  notes  upon  the  Feasts  of  the 
Holy  Cross,  gives  the  authorities  which  prove  that 
the  Nails,  the  Sponge,  the  Lance,  the  Title,  and 
the  Crown  of  Thorns,  were  all  found  by  St.  Helena, 
with  the  true  Cross,  in  the  year  326,  close  to  the 
place  where  Our  Lord  suffered ;  and  were  depos- 
ited in  the  church  built  by  Constantine  the  Great. 
His  notes  also  give  the  history  of  these  precious 
relics,  when,  for  fear  of  the  Saracens,  they  were  re- 
moved, first  from  Jerusalem,  and  still  later  from 
Constantine's  own  city  of  Constantinople.  Alban 
Butler  distinctly  names  the  one  kept  at  Rome ;  and 
he  also  mentions  that  "  St.  Charles  of  Borromeo,  a 
prelate  most  rigorous  in  the  approbation  of  relics, 
had  many  nails  made  like  another  kept  at  Milan* 
and  distributed  them  after  thev  had  touched  the 
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Holy  Nail.    He  gave  one,  as  a  relic,  to  King  Philip 
II.    These  are  all  like  that  of  Rome." 

The  same  author  says :  "  The  holy  Lance  which 
opened  His  Sacred  Side  is  kept  at  Rome,  but  wants 
the  point.  From  Jerusalem  it  was  sent  to  Constan- 
tinople. The  Emperor  Baldwin  II  sent  the  point 
of  it  to  Venice,  by  way  of  pledge  for  a  loan  of 
money.  St.  Louis,  King  of  France,  redeemed  this 
relic  by  paying  off  the  sum  it  lay  in  pledge  for, 
and  caused  it  to  be  conveyed  to  Paris,  where  it  is 
still  kept  in  the  Holy  Chapel.  The  rest  of  the 
Lance  remained  at  Constantinople,  after  the  Turks 
had  taken  that  city ;  till,  in  1492,  the  Sultan  Bajazet 
sent  it  by  an  ambassador,  in  a  rich,  beautiful  case, 
to  Pope  Innocent  VIII,  adding  that  the  point  was 
in  the  possession  of  the  King  of  France." 

The  Grown,  of  Thorns  was  given  by  the  Emperor 
Baldwin  II  to  St.  Louis,  as  his  cousin  and  great 
benefactor,  because  the  city  of  Constantinople  was 
not  a  place  of  security,  being  sorely  pressed  by  the 
Saracens  and  Greeks.  St.  Louis  built  the  Holy 
Chapel,  as  it  is  called,  for  its  reception.  Some 
thorns  have  been  distributed  from  this  treasure  to 
other  churches ;  they  are  usually  very  long.* 

The  veneration  of  Christendom  for  the  instru- 
ments of  Our  Lord's  Passion  is  thus  significantly 
evidenced  by  facts  from  the  year  in  which  they 
were  found,  326,  to  the  year  1239,  when  a  chapel 
was  built  by  the  king  of  a  powerful  nation,  in 
order  to  receive  them ;  and  from  that  year,  1239, 
until  our  present  year  of  1875,  when  pilgrims  are 
still  eager  to  win  a  sight  of  these  actual  mementos 
of  the  actual  Sacrifice  on  Calvary;  and  this  venera- 
tion is  found  crystallized  in  the  Offices  of  the 
Church  for  the  Fridays  in  Lent.  They  were  not 
arbitrarily  set  forth  and  imposed  upon  Christians. 
There  is  a  wonderful  link  in  the  history  and  life 
of  the  Church  that  often  seems  to  escape  the  notice 
of  those  from  outside,  who  speak  and  write  about 
us,  which  is:  The  value  of  the  testimony  given 
by  the  laity  to  the  faith.  We  all  know,  when  any 
dogma  is  to  be  defined,  that  the  whole  Catholic 
World  is  called  upon  to  give  in  its  evidence  to  him 
who  sits  on  the  Chair  of  Peter,  concerning  the  uni- 
versality of  its  belief.  Bishops  not  only  express 
their  own  individual  belief,  but  the  belief  of  their 
clergy  and  of  their  people.  In  the  same  way,  the 
veneration  of  Christendom  for  the  instruments  of 
Our  Lord's  Passion  has  done  as  much  towards 
producing  the  Offices  composed  in  their  honor,  as 
the  learning  of  the  wise  doctors,  who,  like  skilful 
lapidaries,  cut  the  'crystals  and  set  them  in  their 
present  form. 
Two  Antiphons,  with  the  Capitulum,  give  us  the 


*  See  Butler's  Lives, — Feast  of  the  Invention  of  the 
Holy  Cross,  May  3. 


chords  of  our  theme.  Unus  militum  Lancea  latus 
ejus  aperuit,  et  continue  eximt  sanguis  et  aqua. 
"  One  of  the  soldiers  with  a  spear  opened  His  side, 
and  immediately  there  came  out  blood  and  wa- 
ter."*  Foderunt  manus  meas  et  pedes  meos;  dinu- 
meraverunt  omnia  ossa  mea.  "They  have  pierced 
My  hands  and  My  feet,  they  have  numbered  all 
My  bones."f  The  first  is  taken  from  the  Gospel  of 
that  beloved  Disciple  who  testified  to  what  he  saw 
as  he  stood  with  the  Blessed  Virgin  under  the 
Cross ;  the  other  from  the  Psalm  Deus,  Deus  meus; 
but,  passing  over  the  cry  with  which  it  opens,  leav- 
ing it,  in  truth,  for  that  day  on  which  our  Lord 
will  claim  it  for  Himself  on  the  Cross ;  while  the 
Capitulum  sounds  the  note  of  victory  from  the 
Epistle  of  this  same  Beloved  Disciple :  Carissimi, 
Quis  est  qui  mncit  mundum,  nisi  qui  credit  quoniam 
Jesus  est  Filius  Dei  f  Hie  est  qui  venit  per  aquam  et 
sanguinem,  Jesus  Christus,  non  in  aqua  solum,  sed  in 
aqua  et  sanguine.  "  Beloved,  who  is  he  that  over- 
cometh  the  world,  but  he  that  believeth  that  Jesus 
is  the  Son  of  God  ?  This  is  He  that  came  by  water 
and  Blood,  Jesus  Christ:  not  in  water  only,  but  in 
water  and  blood.":}:  To  these  succeeds  the  hymn, 
Qucenem  lingua  tibi, 

"What  tongue,  illustrious  Spear,  can  duly  sound 

Thy  praise,  in  heaven  or  earth  ? 
Thou,  who  didst  open  that  life-giving  wound, 
From  whence  the  Church  had  birth. 

And  equal  thanks  to  you,  blest  Nails,  whereby, 
Fast  to  the  sacred  Rood, 

Was  clinch'd  the  sentence  dooming  us  to  die, 

All  blotted  out  in  blood."  § 

The  complaint  from  the  psalm  is  repeated  as  a 
versicle  and  response.  V.  Foderunt  manus  meas  et 
pedes  meos;  B.  Dinumeraverunt  omnia  ossa  mea. 
"They  have  pierced  My  Hands  and  My  Feet:  they 
have  numbered  all  My  Bones."  The  next  antiphon 
is  taken  from  St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Colossians ; 
and  has  been  already  wrought  into  the  hymn: 
Ddens  quod  adversus  nos  erat  chirographum  decreti, 
quod  erat  contrarium  nobis,  et  ipsum  tulit  de  medio, 
affligens  illud  Cruci.  "  Blotting  out  the  handwrit- 
ing of  the  decree  which  was  against  us,  which  was 
contrary  to  us,  and  the  same  He  took  out  of  the 
way,  fastening  it  to  the  Cross."  |j 

While  considering  the  Breviary  Offices,  the 
reader  must  bear  in  mind  that  as  the  Office  really 
anticipates  the  feast,  beginning  on  the  previous 
evening,  we  have,  first  of  all,  the  Vespers,  with  the 
Magnificat  and  Vesper  anliphons.  Coming  now, 
to  the  Matin  song  or  Psalm,  the  effect  of  the 
Venite  exultemus  Domino:  "Come,  let  us  praise 


*  St.  John's  Gospel,  xix,  33.       f  Ps.  xxi,  17,  18. 
J  1  St.  John,  v,  5.  §  Lyra  Catholica,  p.  121. 
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he  Lord  with  joy,"*  is  one  peculiar  to  the  Church 
of  God ;  to  the  faithful,  first  of  the  Old  and  then  of 
the  New  Law.  Under  no  human  ordinances  and 
institutions  can  such  grand  changes  be  rung  with- 
out some  transgression  of  the  laws  of  harmony. 
But  just  as  daily 

"The  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings," 
without  breaking  in  upon  the  solemnity  of  human 
events,  so  Hie  joy  of  the  faithful  Spouse  of  Christ 
is  never  out  of  tune  with  the  Mysteries  of  Redemp- 
tion. Thus,  as  if  the  Venite  exultemus  had  found 
its  echo  among  the  rocks  of  some  ravine,  or,  better 
still,  among  the  deep  places  of  the  human  heart  in 
later  times,  the  triumphant  strains  of  the  Hymn 

Salvete  Clavi  et  Lancea. 
breaks  upon  the  ear. 

"Hail,  Spear  and  Nails!  erewhile  despised, 

As  things  of  little  worth ; 
Now  crimson  with  the  Blood  of  Christ, 
And  fam'd  through  Heaven  and  earth. 

For,  from  each  several  wound  ye  made 

In  that  immortal  frame, 
As  from  a  fount,  celestial  gifts 

And  life  eternal  came. 

Thee,  Jesus,  pierced  with  Nails  and  Spear, 

Let  every  knee  adore; 
With  Thee,  O  Father,  and  with  Thee, 

O  Spirit,  evermore."  f 

After  this  hymn,  and  so  arranged  as  to  divide  the 
Lessons  taken  from  the  prophecy  of  Zachariah,  \ 
we  have  told  to  us  the  story  of  the  Holy  Spear  and 
Nails ;  not  consecutively,  but  by  those  antiphons, 
versicles  and  responses,  which,  as  we  have  seen, 
are  taken,  now  from  prophecy,  now  from  its  fulfil- 
ment, and  again  from  the  Apostolic  comment  upon 
both. 

Ad  Jesum  autem  cumvenissent,  nonfregerunt  ejus 
crura,  sed  unus  militum  Lancea  latus  ejus  aperuit. 
"  But  when  they  came  to  Jesus,  they  did  not  break 
His  legs,  but  one  of  the  soldiers  opened  His  side 
with  a  spear." 

Exivit  sangui*  et  aqua;  et  qui  vidit,  testimonium 
perJiibuit,  et  verum  est  testimonium  ejus.  "And  im- 
mediately there  came  out  blood  and  water ;  and  he 
that  saw  it,  gave  testimony;  and  his  testimony  is 
true."  Alia Scnptura  dicit :  Videbuntin quern trans- 
fixerunt.  "As  the  Scripture  saith :  They  shall  look 
on  Him  whom  they  pierced."§ 

Quid  sunt  plagce  ixtce  in  medio  manuum  tuarumf 
"What  are  these  wounds  in  the  midst  of  Thy 
hands?"  His  plagatus  sum  in  domo  eorum  qui  di- 
ligebant  me.  "With  these  I  was  wounded  in  the 


*  Ps.  xciv.        t  Lyra  Cathotica,  p.  122. 

J  Zach.,  xii,  10-14;  xiii. 

§  St.  John's  Gospel,  xix,  33,  34,  35,  37. 


house  of  them  that  loved  Me."*  V.  Ipse  tulne- 
atus  est  propter  iniquitates  nostras.  R.  Attritus  est 
propter  scelera  nostra.  "  He  was  wounded  for  our 
iniquities,  He  was  bruised  for  our  sins,  f  From 
the  sermon  of  Pope  Innocent  VI,  b}7  whom  this 
Feast  of  the  Spear  and  Nails  was  decreed,  we  take 
an  apostrophe  too  beautiful  to  be  omitted : 

0  felix  Lancea  quae  tot  bona  nobis  efficcre,  et  ad 
tanti  triumpM  gloriam  meruit  superaddi!  "Sweet 
Nails,  by  which  the  Saviour  Himself  was  affixed 
to  the  Cross." 

It  is  followed  thus :  Hie  est  qui  tenit  per  aquam  et 
sanguinem,  Jesus  Christus;  Non  in  aqua  solum,  sed 
in  aqua  et  sanguine.  "This  is  He  that  came  by  wa- 
ter and  by  blood,  Jesus  Christ;  not  in  water  only, 
but  in  water  and  blood."  V.  Tressunt  qui  testimo- 
nium dant  in  terra :  spiritus,  aqua  et  sanguis;  et  Id 
ires  unum  sunt.  "  For  there  are  three  that  give  tes- 
timony on  earth:  the  spirit,  the  water  and  the 
blood ;  and  these  three  are  one."  \ 

In  the  second  Lesson  from  the  sermon  of  Pope 
Innocent  VI,  we  have  this  apostrophe  to  the  Nails : 
llli  etiam  dulces  Clavi,  quibus  ipse  Salrator  eidtm 
Cruci  fuit  affixus.  "  O  happy  Lance,  which  mer- 
ited to  effect  such  good  for  us  and  to  increase  the 
glory  of  so  great  a  triumph !  " 

To  which  follow  the  response  and  versicle,  from 
the  Psalmist.  "Many  dogs  have  encompassed  Me; 
the  council  of  the  malignant  hath  besieged  Me. 
They  have  dug  My  hands  and  My  feet;"§  with 
the  tender  reproach  from  Zacharias,  "What  are 
these  wounds  in  the  midst  of  Thy  hands?" 

But  after  the  third  Lesson  from  the  sermon 
mentioned  above,  and  the  same  question  repealed 
from  Zacharias,  we  have  as  a  versicle  the  exclama- 
tion of  St.  Thomas:  Nisi  videro  in  manibus  ejus 
fixuram  Clavorum,  non  credam."  "Unless  I  shall 
see  in  His  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,  I  will  not 
believe." 

In  the  next  nocturn  this  part  of  the  theme  is 
brought  out  in  the  antiphons,  and  we  have  the 
whole  scene,  first  with  the  disciples  and  then 
with  Our  Lord:  "Unless  I  shall  see  in  His  hands 
the  print  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  finger  into  the 
place  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  hand  into  His  side, 
I  will  not  believe."  And  this  gentle  answer  of 
his  Lord:  Infer  digitum  tuumliuc,  et  vide  manus 
meas,  et  offer  manum  tuam,  et  mitte  in  latus  meum: 
"Put  in  thy  finger  hither  and  see  My  hands,  and 
bring  hither  thy  hand  and  put  it  into  My  side.''j 
One  more  simile  mnst  be  noted,  as  appearing 
in  the  versicles,  taken  from  Zacharias;  Effundam 
super  domum  David,  et  super  habitores  Jerusalem, 
spiritum  gratia  et  precum.  "I  will  pour  out  upon 


*  Zach.,  xiii,  6.        t  Is.,  liii,  5.        J  1  John,  v,  6,  8. 
§  Ps.  xxi,  17.    |  St.  John's  Gospel,  xx,  25,  27. 
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the  house  of  David  and  the  inhabitants  of  Jerusa- 
lem the  spirit  of  grace  and  of  prayers."  With  the 
next  clause,  so  full  of  holy  contrition:  Et  aspici- 
ent  ad  me  quern  confixerunt.  Et  plangent  eum  planctu 
quasi  super  unigenitum,  "And  they  shall  look 
upon  Me  whom  they  have  pierced;  and  they  shall 
mourn  for  him  as  one  mourneth  for  an  only  son."* 
The  hymn,  Tinctam  ergo  Christi  xanyuine,  that 
follows,  cannot  he  omitted,  if  we  are  in  earnest  to 
gather  the  fruit  of  this  holy  Office  in  honor  of  the 
Holy  Lance  and  Nails. 

"Oh,  turn  those  blessed  points,  all  bathed 

In  Jesu's  Blood,  on  me; 
Mine  were  the  sins  that  wrought  His  death, 

Mine  be  the  penalty. 
Pierce  through  my  feet,  my  hands,  my  heart; 

So  may  some  drop  distil 
Of  Blood  Divine,  into  my  soul, 

And  all  its  evils  heal. 
So  shall  my  feet  be  slow  to  sin, 

Harmless  my  hands  shall  be; 
So  from  my  wounded  heart  shall  each 

Forbidden  passion  flee."f 

The,  Breviary  office  may  be  said  to  close  with 
the  grand  exhortation  from  the  Prince  of  the  Apos- 
tles, St.  Peter  himself:  "Christ  also  suffered  for 
us,  leaving  you  an  example,  that  you  should  fol- 
low in  His  steps;  who  did  no  sin,  neither  was 
guile  found  in  His  mouth;  who  His  own  self  bore 
our  sins  in  His  body  upon  the  tree;  that  we,  be- 
ing dead  to  sin,  should  live  to  justice;  by  whose 
stripes  you  were  healed. "| 

*  Zach.,  xii,  10.  f  Lyra  Catholka,  p.  123. 

%  1  Peter,  ii,  21,  22,  24. 


A  Voice  from  the  Tyrol. 

BY  ELIZABETH  SETCXN. 

(CONCLUDED.) 

These  words  remind  me  of  a  funeral  at  which 
we  assisted  a  few  dnys  ago.  It  was  the  burial  of 
a  good  old  shepherd,  who  was  found  dead  in  the 
doorway  of  the  mountain  barn  he  shared  as  tem- 
porary home  with  the  flock  under  his  charge. 
Hearses  are  unknown  here,  and  would  be  quite 
impracticable  over  the  steep,  stony  roads;  so  that 
the  dead  are  carried  to  their  resting-place  on  an 
old-fashioned  bier,  and  in  winter  are  drawn  on 
sleds.  This  latter  mode  has  something  gruesome 
in  it.  The  coffin— a  plain  one,  with  a  black  cross 
painted  on  the  face — being  firmly  secured,  the 
sled  is  guided  from  the  rear  by  two  long  ropes; 
but  in  parts  where  the  road  is  tolerably  straight, 
or  at  least  free  from  any  very  sharp  curves,  the 
lads  who  manage  the  conveyance  are  apt  to  drop 
the  lines;  for,  hoasting  no  sentimental  tenderness 


for  the  body  that  in  life  has  scorned  all  risks,  they 
see  nothing  unnatural  in  letting  it  take  a  ride  by 
itself:  then  away!  the  large  sheet-that  serves  for 
a  pall  flapping  weirdly  about  like  wings,  as  if 
hastening  the  flight  of  the  corpse  over  the  hard- 
trodden  snow. 

Our  poor  shepherd,  however,  was  brought  down 
on  the  shoulders  of  men.  It  was  very  early  in  the 
morning.  The  priest,  with  incense  and  holy 
water  carried  by  altar-boys,  having  met  the  pro- 
cession some  distance  from  the  church,  at  the  foot 
of  a  wayside  cross,  led  the  way  to  the  grave,  into 
which  the  coffin  was  immediately  lowered;  then 
the  pastor  blessed  it,  and  taking  the  cross-handled 
spade,  used  only  for  this  purpose,  threw  down  the 
first  earth.  It  was  a  lovely  morning  in  September, 
and  as  I  looked  round  upon  the  kneeling  crowd 
of  reverent-looking  men  and  women,  eacli  holding 
a  lighted  taper  in  the  hand,  I  contrasted  this  simple 
burial  with  the  unseemly  ostentation  of  funerals 
in  America.  Almost  as  an  answer  to  my  thought, 
uprose  the  sun  above  the  snow-crested  mountains, 
flooding  the  God's-acre  with  sparkling  beams  like 
a  benison  from  heaven. 

From  the  grave  we  went  to  the  church,  at  the 
door  of  which  stood  the  nearest  male  relative  of 
the  deceased,  distributing  small  coin  to  all  who 
came  in, and  saying  in-a  low  voice:  "Pray  for  the 
poor  soul!"  A  requiem  Mass  was  begun;  and  at 
the  Communion,  the  men  first,  then  the  women — 
who  in  churches  here  are  seated  apart  from  the 
other  sex — went  up  to  the  sanctuary -rail  ing  and 
deposited  their  offering  for  the  dead — the  same 
they  had  received  at  the  church  door. 

A  person  living  in  these  unfrequented  parts  of 
the  Tyrol  must  be  well  versed  in  the  calendar  of 
saints,  because  evei^thing  is  dated  according  to 
some  festival  or  other.  The  great  market  days  for 
cattle,  for  instance,  being  generally  on  the  feast 
of  an  Apostle;  thus  one  hears  of  Jacobi-market, 
Ma"  thias-market,  etc.  If  you  ask  for  a  date  of  some 
current  affair,  you  are  answered  in  the  name  of  a 
holy  patron.  And  so  I  was  told  (had  we  been 
tempted  to  pass  the  winter  here)  that  the  sun  did 
not  shine  in  at  our  sitting-room  windows  from  St. 
Catherine's  day  to  the  Conversion  of  St.  Paul,  in- 
stead of  from  Nov.  25th  to  Jan.  25th.  It  was  some- 
times a  little  puzzling  at  first;  but  we  soon  grew 
wiser — and,  I  hope,  more  pious. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  easy  to  imagine  what  Ameri- 
cans can  find  to  live  upon  in  corners  of  a  country 
wThere  the  generality  of  the  people  eat  fresh  meat 
only  on  occasions  of  a  Primiz  and  of  the  other 
kind  of  wedding.  The  peasants  seem  to  live  on 
vegetable  roots,  peas,  beans,  flour — mostly  rye — 
prepared  in  various  ways,  and  hard  flat  cakes 
made  of  poppy-seeds  mixed  with  paste  and  honey. 


Ave  Maria. 


Chickens,  ducks  and  geese  are  kept  about  the 
houses  for  the  sake  of  the  eggs  and  feathers,  and 
apparently  not  for  the  flesh ;  and  when  we  wanted 
more  substantial  meat,  such  as  veal  or  mutton,  we 
had  to  get  it  by  the  postman  from  Lienz. 

As  showing  the  simplicity  of  our  villagers,  I 
may  relate  that  a  good  woman  once  came  to  the 
house  -with  a  fine  fat  chicken,  which  had  been 
struck  by  a  hawk,  and  asked  me  to  buy  it :  she  was 
not  particular  about  the  price,  although  it  was  her 
best  hen.  Thinking  to  make  the  matter  pleasant 
to  the  dame,  I  gave  her  a  twenty-cent  piece  and 
told  her  she  might  keep  the  fowl  and  eat  it  herself. 
But  alas !  for  my  good  will !  she  thanked  me  in- 
deed for  the  money,  but  added:  "I  have  never 
eaten  chicken,  and  wouldn't  know  how  to  cook  it. 
I  must  sell  it,  or  throw  it  into  the  barnyard "  I 
The  variety  of  our  culinary  utensils  is  a  wonder 
to  the  smiling  peasant's  wife,  who  contrives  to  do 
all  her  cooking  either  in  a  kettle  or  a  long-handled 
saucepan.  She  looks  on  with  amazement  while 
the  haunch  of  chamois  is  being  carefully  prepared 
by  our  more  civilized  cook,  brought  from  the 
hotel  at  Windisch-Matrei,  with  wine  and  laurel 
leaves,  and  many  spices;  and  laughs  half  incred- 
ulously when  we  speak  of  rhubarb-plant  discov- 
ered in  the  garden  of  the  ancient  surgeon  and  as- 
sure her  that  it  has  certain  merits  as  a  dessert  with 
sugar  and  cream.  But  Moida  is  a  good  crea- 
ture, and  toils  for  husband  and  children  and  her 
widowed  father.  She  is  up  at  four,  and  is  often, 
on  baking  days,  still  at  work  after  midnight.  On 
Saturday  evenings  I  have  watched  her  at  the  wa- 
ter-spout before  the  door,  fussing  over  her  dear 
old  father,  washing  and  combing  and  shaving 
him,  while  he  resigns  himself  to  her  tender  man- 
ipulations like  a  child.  One  can  learn  much  in 
this  land  of  primitive  piety,  where  nobody  enters 
or  leaves  a  house  without  dipping  finger  into  the 
holy  water  and  making  an  ejaculation;  where 
no  day  ends  without  the  rosary  in  common ;  where 
labor  is  looked  upon  as  a  blessing,  and  where 
even  hermits  are  still  to  be  found. 

Time  has  not  seemed  long,  even  for  an  hour, 
since  we  came  to  this  delightfully  secluded  spot; 
and  go  where  we  may,  we  shall  ever  remember 
our  sojourn  in  Virgenthal.  We  came  before  the 
grass  was  mown,  and  we  have  staid  to  see  the 
crops  garnered  and  the  flocks  driven  down  for  the 
winter  from  the  higher  pastures.  The  bleating  of 
the  sheep,  the  barking  of  the  dogs,  glad  to  get 
back  to  the  village,  the  quick  strokes  of  the  flails 
as  the  grain  is  beaten  out  on  the  hard  floors,  are 
music  to  our  unfastidious  ears,  for,  as  the  poet 
Cowper  says : 

"Nor  rural  sights  alone,  but  rural  sounds 
Exhilarate  the  spirit." 


The  ash  trees  stripped  of  their  foliage,  the  green 
leaves  being  stored  away  for  fodder,  the  swallows 
gone,  and  the  downy  thistle-seeds  that  float  by  on 
the  breeze,  warn  us  to  be  off,  for  the  summer  sea- 
son is  over. 

God  protect  the  Tyrol !  Whoever  will  travel 
through  its  valleys  and  climb  its  mountains  shall 
find 

"Tongues  in  trees;  books  in  the  running  brooks; 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  everything." 


A  Word  about  Lourdcs. 

The  pilgrims  who  visited  Lourdes  last  June  will 
be  no  less  surprised  than  delighted  to  hear  of  the 
marvellous  change  that  has  taken  place  around 
the  celebrated  Grotto,  within  the  short  space  of 
a  few  months. 

From  one  of  the  SemainesReligieuses,  that  of  Le 
Mans,  we  learn  that,  in  the  immediate  rear  of  the 
Grotto  of  the  apparition,  quite  an  army  of  work- 
men are  actively  engaged  in  transforming  those 
high  and  abrupt  rocks — that  spot  but  yesterday 
perfectly  wild — into  a  real  oasis.  On  the  rightside 
of  the  Basilica,  halfway  to  the  mount  of  Calvary, 
they  are  progressing  with  the  foundation  of  the 
vast  new  dwelling-house  of  the  missionaries,  the 
front  of  which  is  three  hundred  and  forty-six  feet  in 
length.  A  little  farther  is  to  be  seen  the  Episcopal 
Palace,  nearing  its  completion,  with  its  beautiful 
garden,  drawn  out  by  a  master  designer's  hand. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  Gave,  and  facing  the  Grotto, 
new  convents  are  springing  up,  as  it  were  from 
the  stroke  of  a  magic  rod.  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes 
has  just  drawn  to  its  mysterious  grounds  two  new 
phalanxes  of  virgins,  viz. :  the  Reparatrices,  of 
Toulouse,  and  the  Clarisses,  of  Lyons,  who  have 
already  commenced  building,  in  order  to  form  with 
the  Benedictines,  the  Carmelites,  the  Blue  Nuns, 
the  Sisters  of  Nevers,  and  the  Little  Sisters  of  the 
Poor,  a  Guard  of  Honor  around  their  Immaculate 
Queen;  all  of  which  came,  the  Carmelites  and 
Benedictines  excepted,  since  we  were  there  in 
June. 

Next  spring,  a  wide  Boulevard,  in  direct  line 
from  the  R.  R.  Station  to  the  Grotto,  along  the  for- 
tress and  crossing  the  river  on  a  superb  viaduct,  is 
to  be  constructed  at  the  expense  of  the  French 
Government. 

Within  the  Basilica,  pilgrims  now  rest  their 
eyes,  equally  surprised  and  delighted,  on  a  magni- 
ficent double  row  of  stained  glasses,  recently  put 
up  in  the  windows.  Viewed  from  the  front  door, 
the  left  side  represents  the  figures  of  the  Old  Tes- 
tament, typifying  the  Blessed  and  Immaculate  Vir- 
gin: Adam  and  Eve  hearing  the  words:  "A  wo- 
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man  shall  crush  thy  head" :  then  some  of  the  prin- 
cipal prophets,  announcing  the  spotless  Virgin: 
Isaias,  when  he  says :  "  Behold,  a  Virgin  shall  con- 
ceive and  bring  forth  a  Son,  who  shall  be  called 
Emmanuel." 

On  the  right  side,  the  attention  is  riveted  by  a 
double  window  of  extraordinary  beauty,  and  com- 
memorating the  vow  of  king  Louis  XIII,  conse- 
crating the  kingdom  of  the  Lilies  to  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception. 

M.  Hildebrand,  of  Paris,  came  in  person  to  super- 
intend the  raising  of  the  new  bells,  lately  blessed  for 
the  tower  of  the  Basilica. 

Through  the  snow,  as  among  the  flowers,  the 
Grotto  is  continually  visited.  The  winter  Pilgrims 
belong  exclusively  to  the  higher  class  of  society. 
On  the  8th  of  December  two  Bishops,  the  Princess 
of  Beam,  and  the  elegant  colony  from  Pau,  were 
seen  in  the  Basilica.  The  Duchess  of  Filz-James 
also  came  to  Lourdes  to  prepare  her  grandchild 
for  her  First  Holy  Communion.  The  young 
"  Vendeenne,"  who  is  to  be  the  worthy  daughter 
of  Charette,  was  to  receive  the  Bread  of  Life,  for 
the  first  time,  from  the  hand  of  the  illustrious 
Bishop  Landrieux,  in  the  sanctuary  of  the  "  Im- 
maculate." 

Thus,  every  day,  the  blessed  spot,  sanctified  by 
the  presence  of  Our  Holy  Mother,  is  fixing  more 
and  more  attentively,  the  eyes  of  the  Christian 
world. 

May  the  gracious  Queen  repay,  by  new  and 
greater  blessings,  those  generous  souls  whose  Chris- 
tian liberalities  have  so  soon  made  an  Eden  of  a  wild 
spot,  thus  honorably  showing  their  gratitude  for 
favors  received,  and  thereby  helping  others  to  ob- 
tain the  same ! 

Honor  to  the  faithful  hearts  now  trying  to  trans- 
fer to  our  Continent,  by  similar  means,  the  same 
encouragement  to  piety,  and  the  diffusion  of  the 
same  wonders,  in  answer  to  wants  even  greater  than 
in  old  Christian  Europe.  The  day  is  coming 
when  we  may  rejoice,  if  not  in  the  same  miraculous 
apparitions,  at  least  in  the  same  wonderful  results 
for  the  cure  of  our  souls  and  bodies.  They  will 
prompt  here,  as  there,  generous  acknowledgments 
with  which  sanctuaries  will  rise  in  various  direc- 
tions, in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  and  in  which 
we  shall  have  the  gratification  to  see  pious  multi- 
tudes flock,  to  return  thanks  and  secure  new  favors. 


THE  Blessed  Virgin  once  appeared  to  Duns  Sco- 
tus,  a  famous  Doctor  of  the  Church,  to  thank  him 
for  his  defence  of  her  Immaculate  Conception. 

THE  Blessed  Virgin  is  called  the  Star  of  the  Sea, 
says  St.  Thomas,  because  as  sailors  are  guided  to 
their  port  by  the  polar  star,  so  Christians  are 
guided  in  their  voyage  to  eternal  glory  by  Mary. 


Pio  Nono's  Prayer. 

VERY  PROBABLY  COMPOSED  BY  HIMSELF. 

In  a  recent  audience  at  the  Vatican,  our  Holy 
Father  distributed,  with  his  own  hand  to  every  one 
present,  the  following  beautiful  prayer : 

"  O  good  Jesus  1  our  Master  and  Lawgiver,  do  Thou 
deliver  us  from  our  enemies.  O  Lord  and  Mighty 
King,  all  is  submitted  to  Thy  Power  and  none  can  re- 
sist Thy  sovereign  will;  if  Thou  hast  resolved  to  save 
Israel,  Thou  art  the  Master  of  all  things;  no,  none  can 
oppose  Thy  Majesty.  Now,  0  Lord,  have  pity  on  Thy 
people,  for  our  enemies  are  bent  on  our  ruin;  they 
have  sworn  to  destroy  the  inheritance  Thou  hast  pur- 
chased for  us.  Do  Thou  change,  0  Lord,  our  affliction 
into  joy,  that  we  may  live  and  praise  Thy  Name.  In 
this  sad  disturbance  and  confusion  of  all  things,  whom 
shall  we  invoke  but  Thee,  O  Lord,  our  King?  Remem- 
ber Thy  Church  in  tears;  Thou  alone  canst  help  her. 
Since  traitors  and  blind  leaders  have  united  for  one 
object — to  do  away  with  Thy  promises,  to  ruin  Thy  in- 
heritance, to  shut  the  lips  that  praise  Thee,  to  obscure 
the  glory  of  Thy  House  and  of  Thy  altars;  O  Lord, 
deliver  not  Thy  servants  to  those  who  hate  Thee,  that 
they  may  not  exult  over  our  destruction ;  but  do  Thou 
turn  their  wicked  designs  to  their  own  shame.  Re- 
member us,  O  Lord;  be  Thou  propitious  un^o  us  in 
our  great  tribulations,  who  livest  and  reignest  forever 
and  ever.  Amen. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— Pius  IX  gave  a  twenty-dollar  Christmas  gift  to 
each  of  the  Swiss  Guards. 

— Bishop  Corrigan,  of  Newark,  has  established  regu- 
lar monthly  conferences  of  the  clergy  of  his  diocese. 

— THE  deposed  Bishop  Martin,  of  Paderborn,  will  be 
a  candidate  of  the  Catholic  party,  for  election  to  Par- 
liament. 

— Rt.  Rev.  Bp.  Ricards  is  to  visit  Europe,  on  behalf 
of  Catholicity  in  South  Africa  which  is  in  a  very  back- 
ward state. 

—The  most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Paris  is  expected  to 
lay  the  foundation-stone  of  the  new  Church  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  at  Montmartre,  in  March  next. 

— Dom  Margotti,  the  veteran  editor  of  the  TTnita  Cat- 
tolica.lias  recently  sent  his  Holiness  the  sum  of  100,000 
francs,  as  a  Christmas  offering  from  his  subscribers. 

— The  Christian  Era,  Baptist,  says  that  Brownson's 
Review  is  sustained  "  by  Protestant  more  than  by  Cath- 
olic subscribers."  Is  this  so?  And  if  so,  why? — Boston 
Pilot. 

— THE  Revista  Cattolica,  a  publication  gotten  out  in 
the  interest  of  the  Spanish  Catholics,  of  New  Mexico, 
has  appeared,  and  certainly  deserves  their  patronage. 
Itwill  fill  a  space  long  vacant  in  New  Mexico. 

— THE  Catholic  Irish  residing  in  Rome,  on  January 
10th,  paid  a  visit  to  the  Holy  Father.  The  Pope  deliv- 
ered to  them  a  long  and  gracious  address;  after  which 
Mons.  Kirby,  the  Rector  of  the  Irish  College,  presented 
the  offering  of  the  visitors,  amounting  to  16,000  francs. 
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— The  Bishop  of  Strasbnrg,  Germanj',  having  issued 
a  pastoral  to  bis  clergy,  in  which  he  alleges  that  the 
Church  is  persecuted,  the  German  authorities  have 
seized  the  copies  and  forbidden  the  promulgation  of 
the  document. 

—The  Irish  World  says:  "  The  President  of  the  I.  C. 
B.  U. — he  of  the  free  and  easy  principles — has  written 
against  Gladstone's  pamphlet.  He's  a  Liberal-UI tra- 
montane." He  would  edify  theCatholicsof  theUnited 
States  were  lie  now  to  write  against  himself  on  the 
school  question. 

—We  are  glad  to  perceive  by,  a  circular  from  the 
Bishop  of  Newark,  that  another  American  diocese  has 
made  that  progress  which  renders  easy  those  theolo- 
gical conferences,  so  desirable  even  in  the  youngest 
and  most  sparsely-settled  dioceses,  but  which  are  not 
always  possible  with  us. 

— The  Married  Ladies  Sodality  consisting  of  923 
members,  of  whom  700  lately  received  Holy  Commu- 
nion at  one  of  the  morning  Masses,  in  St.  Paul's 
Church,  Cincinnati.  This  admirable  Sodality  has 
lately  endowed  the  church  with  a  complete  suit  of  vest- 
ments, which  cost  nine  hundred  dollars! 

— The  death  is  announced  in,  Rome,  of  Father  Cas- 
telpiano,  of  the  Minor  Observantines  of  St.  Francis. 
He  died  on  December  14,  at  the  early  age  of  forty-five 
years.  He  has  left  many  works  on  the  Syllabus,  Pon- 
tifical Infallibility,  the  Vatican  Council,  the  B  essed 
Virgin,  and  St.  Bonaventura.  He  was  a  profound 
thinker,  and  splendid  orator.  His  death  is  universally 
lamented  in  Italy. 

— The  excellent  custom  of  giving  dinners  to  the 
poor  on  Christmas  day,  is  gaining  ground  in  France, 
from  which  country  it  has  been  almost  entirely  ban- 
ished since  the  revolution  of  1793.  This  year  the  ven- 
erable Bishop  of  Marseilles,  accompanied  by  the  pre- 
fect of  the  city  and  many  notabilities,  assisted  at  a 
banquet  given  to  the  ordinary  inmates,  of  both  sexes, 
of  the  numerous  night  refuges, opened  by  Monseigneur 
several  years  ago. 

— On  January  3d,  his  Holiness,  the  Pope,  received  the 
members  of  the  Roman  Academy  of  St.  Luke,  one  of 
the  most  famous  associations  of  artists  in  the  world. 
They  were  accompanied  by  the  archceologists  belong- 
ing to  the  Roman  Archaeological  Society,  headed  by 
the  celebrated  De  Rossi,  who  addressed  his  Holiness 
in  the  name  of  all  present.  The  Pope  answered  by  a 
few  well-chosen,  words  in  which  he  expressed  his  love 
and  admiration  for  the  fine  arts. 

— Bishop  Vaughan,  of  the  Catholic  Diocese  of  Salford, 
England,  and  several  Catholic  priests,  who  came  to 
New  York,  from  England  by  the  steamship  Oceanica, 
on  Thursday,  21st  instant,  have  arrived  in  Baltimore, 
and  are  atpresent  the  guests  of  Reverend  Fathers  Gore 
and  Noonan,  at  the  parsonage  of  St.  Francis  Xavier's 
Church.  They  were  met  at  the  railroad  depot  by 
Father  Noonan  and  several  friends.  The  clergymen, 
in  addition  to  the  Bishop,  are  Canon  Bendit,  Rector  of 
St  Joseph's  College,  Millhill,  near  London,  and  Rev. 
R.  Gore,  of  England,  brother  to  Rev.  Jas.  Gore,  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier's;  Rev.  W.Homan,  of  Staffordshire,  Eng- 
land; Rev.  A.  Schmitz,  of  Coblentz,  Germany;  Rev. 


J.  H.  Green,  of  Ireland,  who  formerly  resided  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.,  and  Mr.  Robinson  Murphy,  who  is  in 
Minor  Orders.  The  four  last  named  Fathers  come  to 
this  country  as  missionaries  to  the  colored  Catholics 
of  the  Southern  States. 

— A  cable  telegram,  from  Dublin,  of  the  26th  of  Janu- 
ary, brought  intelligence  of  the  death  of  the  Most 
REV.  PATUICK  LEAUY,  D.  D.,  Catholic  Archbishop  of 
Cashel,  Ireland,  one  of  the  most  distinguished  mem- 
bers of  the  Catholic  Hierarchy  of  Ireland.  He  expired 
at  the  Episcopal  residence  in  Thurles.  Dr.  Leahy  was 
consecrated  on  the  29th  of  June,  in  the  year  1857.  He 
was  educated  in  Ireland,  and  studied  theology  at  May- 
nooth  and  on  the  Continent.  The  Province  of  Cashel 
comprises  seven  Sees,  besides  that  of  Cashel  and 
Etnly;  the  affairs  of  which  are  administered  by  the 
Archbishop  in  person.  These  Sees  are:  Cork,  Killa- 
loe,  Kerry,  Limerick,  Waterford  and  Lismore,  Cloyne 
and  Ross.  Dr.  Leahy  was  an  eminent  preacher,  an 
untiring  builder  of  churches,  and  an  eloquent  and  effi- 
cient advocate  of  the  cause  of  Catholic  education  and 
universal  charity.  He  attended  the  Vatican  Council, 
at  Rome,  and  voted  for  the  declaration  of  the  dogma 
of  infallibility.  He  was  a  prelate  of  brilliant  talents 
and  great  piety,  and  the  announcement  of  his  death 
will  be  read  with  sorrow  by  Irishmen  all  over  the 
world. — Catholic  Standard. 

— The  Terre  Haute  Express  of  a  late  date  con- 
tains the  following: 

"It  appears  that  the  knowledge  of  the  unbounded 
generosity  of  Mr.  Chauncey  Rose  is  not  confined  sim- 
ply to  the  locality  in  which  he  lives.  Others,  know- 
ing  by  reputation  of  his  kindnes?,  are  looking  to  him 
for  aid  in  benevolent  purposes.  Some  years  ago  the 
Government  built  at  Evansville  a  hospital  for  the 
marines  of  the  Ohio  and  Mississippi  Valley,  and  after- 
wards sold  it  to  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  of  Baltimore. 
These  last  have  been  endeavoring  to  devise  some  plan 
to  p:ty  off  the  indebtedness  which  yet  hangs  over  the 
building.  Yesterday,  H.  M.  Sweetser,  one  of  the 
most  wealthy  and  influential  business  men  of  Evans- 
ville, accompanied  by  Mrs.  Fergus,  who  has  herself 
donated  ten  thousand  dollars  to  the  payment  of  the 
first  sum,  leaving  it  now  $20,000,  and  Sister  Maria, 
came  to  the  city,  and  immediately  proceeded  to  the  resi- 
dence of  Mr.  Rose,  where  they  made  known  the  object 
of  their  visit  and  asked  him  to  loan  them  on  five  years' 
time  the  required  sum,  or  to  pay  the  amount  in  such 
a  manner  as  best  suited  himself.  Although  Mr.  Rose 
gave  no  positive  answer,  the  petitioners  are  yet  much 
encouraged.  Their  many  friends  and  the  friend*  of 
the  hospital  are  anxiously  awaiting  the  result  of  this 
conference,  hoping  to  see  their  way  out." 

If  there  is  any  institution  or  object  in  the  United 
States  worthy  of  the  kind  consideration  of  the 
charitable  and  benevolent,  it  is  that  which  we 
have  in  our  midst. — St.  Mary's  Hospital — which  in 
its  ministrations  knows  no  sect  or  religion,  color 
or  race.  We  hope  Mr.  Rose  will  come  to  a  fa- 
vorable consideration  and  save  it  from  its  impend- 
ing danger. 
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Books  and  Periodicals. 

A  Letter  Addressed  to  His  Grace  tlie  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
on  occasion  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  recent  Expostulation. 

By  John  Henry  Newman,  D.  D.,  of  the  Oratory. 
Authorized  Edition  New  York:  The  Catholic  Pub- 
lication Society,  1875. 

— We  can  commend  this  letter  of  Dr.  Newman 
to  all  our  readers,  assuring  them  that  in  it  they 
will  find  a  complete  reply  to  all  the  calumnies  of 
Gladstone.  There  are  a  number  of  expressions 
used  by  the  learned  writer  that  we  wrould  prefer 
not  seeing  in  his  work;  nevertheless,  it  is  a  work 
of  superior  merit,  and  the  proofs  given  by  him 
cannot  be  overcome.  Dr.  Newman's  Letter  will 
serve  to  perpetuate  Gladstone's  name,  as  a  contro- 
versialist, because  of  the  complete  discomfiture 
which  he  has  given  him.  Speaking  of  the  differ- 
ent powers  in  the  world,  he  says : 

"  The  allegiance  of  Catholics  can  only  be  appreciated 
by  remembering  the  principles  on  which  it  is  founded. 
The  following1  summary  of  them  ma}'  aid  our  readers 
to  do  this: 

"(1)  According  to  the  teaching  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  God  has  established  on  earth  three  distinct 
powers:  (a)  The  Paternal,  (b)  The  Civil,  (c)  The  Spiri- 
tual. These  are  invested  respectively  in  the  Family, 
the  State,  and  the  Church.  And  to  each,  in  its  own 
sphere,  obedience  must  be  rendered  for  conscience' 
sake. 

"  (2)  Each  of  these  powers  is  supreme  and  independent, 
in  its  own  province;  has  fall  and  free  activity  in  its  own 
order;  preserves  its  own  autonomy;  and  ought  never  to 
lie  absorbed  by  either  of  the  other  powers. 

"  (3)  Each  is  intended  to  attain  a  separate  end,  and  is 
exercised  within  certain  limits. 

"(a)  The  Paternal  is  established  for  the  life,  nurture, 
and  education  of  the  individual,  and  is  limited  to  the 
family. 

"(b)  The  Civil  watches  over  and  furthers  the  tem- 
poral interests  and  well-being  of  individuals  and  fam- 
ilies, and  is  confined  to  the  State. 

"(c)  The  Spiritual  leads  individuals  and  families  and 
States  to  eternal  happiness;  its  empire  is  the  Church 
and  its  sway  is  over  souls. 

"(4)  These  powers,  emanating  from  God,  and  having 
Him  for  common  centre  and  principle,  instead  of  being 
antagonistic,  do  mutually  sustain  each  other,  if  each 
will  keep  within  its  appointed  domain.  Though  each 
of  these  powers  is  distinct,  and  has  its  own  special  end 
to  accomplish,  yet  itmustnever  be  forgotten  they  have 
intimate  relations  arising  out  of  the  final  end  for  which 
all  have  been  established—  the  salvation  of  men. 

"(5)  The  Spiritual  Power  is  not  only  pre-eminent  on 
account  of  its  nobler  end,  and  its  greater  empire,  but 
also  in  its  very  nature ;  for  having  the  supreme  authority 
to  instruct  individuals  and  societies  of  men  in  the  law 
of  God,  and  to  judge  of  the  morality  and  justice  of  all 
actions,  it  is  manifest  this  power  is  not  only  exercised 
directly  in  its  own  sphere,  but  likewise  indirectly  over 
the  actions  of  the  other  two  powers.  In  this  sense, 


then,  it  is  supreme,  and  the  other  powers  are  subor- 
dinate to  it. 

"(6)  The  Church,  as  the  representative  of  the  Spir- 
itual Power,  and  as  the  Guardian  of  the  Divine  Law, 

"(a)  Can  define  the  limits  of  her  own  powers,  and 
consequently,  ipno  facto,  those  of  the  other  powers; 

"  (b)  She  does  exercise  indirectly  her  power  over,  though 
not  in.  the  State,  by  taking  cognizance  of  the  morality 
of  its  laws  and  acts; 

"  (c)  She  does  not  intervene  directly  and  absolutely  inthe 
duties  of  the  State,  the  forms  of  government,  the  rights  of 
citizens,  civil  regulations  and  the  like; 

"(d)  And  lastly,  she  intervenes  in  the  civil  domain,  only 
so  far  as  is  necessary  to  save  and  sustain  the  Spiritual 
Power. 

"  (7)  To  each  of  these  Powers  muat  loyal,  conscientious 
obedience  be  rendered,  within  the  limits  marked  out 
by  God.  No  human  authority  can  bind  conscience, 
unless  such  authority  acts  in  conformity  with  the  law 
of  God.  In  case,  then,  of  conflict  between  these  powers, 
the  individual  must  follow  conscience.  But  conscience 
needs  instruction:  who  is  to  impart  it?  The  Church, the 
Divine  Teacher,  say  Catholics.  Private  Judgment,  say 
Protestants.  Both  agree  in  asserting  that  conscience 
must  be  followed,  but  differ  in  the  mode  of  instructing 
conscience.  Mr.  Gladstone  ought,  therefore,  in  com- 
mon fairness,  to  have  asserted  that  Catholics  do  render 
to  Caesar  the  things  that  are  Caesar's;  but  that  they 
learn  what  things  are  Caesar's,  not  by  the  fallible  au- 
thority of  Private  Judgment,  but  by  the  infallible 
voice  of  their  Church." 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  27Tn  OF  JANUARY  TO  THE  SRD  OF 

FEBRUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  fort}'- four  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  thirty-nine  new  Associates 
have  been  enrolled ;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
twenty-six  individuals  and  eleven  families;  fifty- 
six  sick  persons  have  been  recommended;  special 
favors  have  been  solicited  for  one  diocese,  one  mis- 
sion, one  orphan  asylum,  one  community,  five 
families  and  fifty-three  individuals. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"My  sister  has  been  suffering  lately  with  her  leg. 
She  has  been  a  little  lame  since  she  was  a  child,  at  the 
aire  of  five  years.  It  had  not  troubled  her  much  for 
the  last  six  years,  until  this  winter,  when  her  leg  be- 
came so  bad  that  she  had  to  give  up  going  to  school. 
The  poor  girl  would  cry  nearly  all  night,  with  the  pain. 
She  began  to  make  a  novena  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
using  also  some  water  of  Lourdes  which  you  sent  me 
last  winter  and  thanks  be  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother 
she  is  getting  better.  She  can  walk  around  the  house, 
and  rests  very  well  at  night.  I  gave  also  some  of  the 
water  to  a  friend,  who  was  troubled  with  a  pain  in  her 
side,  and  she  feels  a  great  deal  better."  .  .  .  "The  holy 
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water  has  cured  me  of  a  very  bad  disease,  called  tetter, 
in  my  hand.  The  inside  of  one  was  always  covered 
with  it,  arid  the  other  was  also  infected,  but  now,  thanks 
be  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  I  think  I  can  safely 
say  I  am  cured.  I  gave  some  of  the  water  to  a  young 
girl,  who  was  sick;  nothing  would  remain  in  her 
stomach.  After  taking  a  few  drops,  she  felt  a  great 
change,  and  did  not  vomit  after,  till  she  took  some 
medicine  from  the  doctor,  who  had  previously  been 
sent  for.  Giving  the  water  to  her  again,  the  vomiting 
ceased.  We  made  a  novena  and  gave  her  a  few  drops 
of  the  blessed  water  every  day,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
novena,  thanks  to  God  and  His  Immaculate  Mother, 
the  patient  was  as  well  as  ever,  though  all  her  friends 
were  very  much  alarmed  about  her.  I  had  also  asked, 
some  time  since,  prayers  for  my  son's  health.  I 
was  afraid  he  was  in  a  decline,  but  he  writes  now  that 
he  never  felt  better.  Many  thanks  for  the  prayers  of 
the  Associates  in  his  behalf."  ....  "I  am  happy  to  in- 
form you  that  the  water  of  Lourdes  had  a  miraculous 
effect  on  all  who  used  it.  In  one  case,  a  Mrs.  K.  was 
lying  on  her  sick-bed,  and  every  one  who  saw  her 
thought  she  was  dying.  We  had  her  enrolled  in  the  As- 
sociation and  gave  her  some  of  the  blessed  water,  and 
she  improved  from  that  time.  Another  case  was  a 
young  Doctor  C.,  who  was  confined  to  his  house  for 
months,  with  rheumatism;  he  sent  for  some  of  the 
blessed  water,  in  the  name  of  his  mother;  he  used  it, 
and  is  improving  now  every  day.  Another  case  of  a  lit- 
tle child  in  my  own  house,  who  was  almost  in  spasms: 
my  wife  gave  her  some  of  the  water  and  she  was  re- 
lieved immediately.  The  blessed  water  you  sent  me 
has  improved  my  sight;  It  is  now  a  great  deal  better 
than  it  was." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MR.  THOMAS  and  MRS.  ROSE  CASSIDY,  of 
South  Adams,  Mass. ;  MRS.  ANN  MARIA  CONAHAN, 
of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the 
27th  of  December,  1874;  MRS.  LENARTY,  of  Mont- 
rose,  Mo.,  who  died  in  our  Lord,  on  the  27th  day 
of  January,  1875 ;  MRS.  LEOCADIA  MARY  BOYER,  of 
Bloomsdale,  Mo.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the 
12th  of  November,  1874. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen, 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 

NOTICE.— During  the  severe  cold,  we  have  been 
obliged  to  postpone  the  sending  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes.  This  will  account  for  delays. 


Religious  News. 
DEATHS. 

PUIESTS. 

Jan.  22,  1875.— At  Marblehead,  Mass.,  REV.  CHARLBS 

RAINONI. 

Jan.  at.— At  Buffalo,  N.  Y.,  REV.  JOHN  TWOHT. 
Jan.  27. — At  Heckville,  Pa.,  REV.  JAMES  Mclluon. 

Iteguiescant  in  pact. 


A  Lady,  Carbondale,  Pa $40  00 
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Little  Grub. 


BY  MARIE  8.  LILLON. 


They  always  called  her  Little  Grub — Bert  and 
Mabel  and  Charles; — strong,  handsome,  riotous 
children  all  three.  No  one  thought  pale,  puny, 
deformed  little  Allie  cared.  She  answered  as 
meekly  to  the  name  as  if  she  had  never  borne  an- 
other and  a  prettier.  Patiently  she  hurried  her 
halting  footsteps,  when  it  was  called,  from  nursery 
or  garden ;  she  laughed  blithely  when  it  summoned 
her  to  the  plays  they  permitted  her  to  join,  and 
only  shrank  a  little  when  the  words  sounded  like 
a  taunt. 

They  were  not  cruel  children.  They  never  meant 
to  be  unkind.  They  would  not  knowingly  have 
given  Alice  a  moment's  pain.  They  often  quar- 
relled among  themselves,  and  sometimes  fought — 
fierce,  angry,  childish  battles, — when  they  shook 
each  other,  and  pinched  and  bit  and  screamed,  until 
the  elders  were  called  to  the  seat  of  war,  peace  de- 
clared,'and  punishment  meted  out  to  the  small 
combatants;  but  no  hand  was  ever  raised  against 
Alice.  On  the  rare  occasions  when  she  went  with 
them  on  their  holiday  walks,  if  she  grew  weary 
before  they  were  ready  to  return,  the  boys  clasped 
their  hands  together  for  a  seat,  and  called  out  with 
rough  good-nature:  "Here,  little  Grub,  just  you 
come  aboard,  and  we  fellows  will  give  you  a  lift " ; 
and,  scoffing  at  the  idea  of  weariness,  bore  their 
light  burden  through  sunny  fields  and  shady 
woods,  across  rippling  streamlets  and  over  breezy 
hills;  and  Mabel,  prone  to  selfish  ness,  yet  brought 
to  Allie  half  of  the  flowers  and 'berries  she  gath- 
ered. At  picnic,  or  party,  or  other  childish  revel, 
they  always  remembered  the  poor  little  sister  at 
home ;  they  saved  a  share  of  the  feast  for  her,  and 
never  failed  to  give  her  a  long  and  graphic  ac- 
count of  all  that  was  said  and  done. 

But  they  were  not  sensitive.  The  pain  of  a  blow 
they  knew  and  dreaded;  the  pain  of  a  taunt,  they 
had  never  felt,  and  could  not  understand.  They 
laughed  at  each  other's  small  physical  imperfec- 
tions, and  no  one  was  hurt,  and  no  one  cared. 
When  Charley  called  Mabel  "  Old  Spotty,"  in 
virtue  of  the  line  of  faint  freckles  across  her  nose, 
she  retaliated  with  "Little  Snub,"  in  allusion  to 
his  short  nose,  and  thought  no  more  of  it;  and 
Bert  only  laughed  and  shook  his  dark  auburn 
curls  when  they  called  him  "Red-head." 

And  their  father  and  mother,  whatever  they 
may  have  said,  never  taught  them  better.  Dainty 
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garments,  delicate  embroideries  and  bright-lined 
ribbons,  such  as  Mabel  wore,  were  given  to  Allie; 
but  they  were  not  fitted  to  her,  as  to  Mabel,  with 
the  lingering  tenderness  that  showed  a  mother's 
fond  pride  in  the  pretty  task.  For  her,  as  for  the 
others,  were  the  good  night  kisses,  the  morning 
greetings;  but  never  the  loving  glances  following 
each  footstep,  the  light,  caressing  touches  on  hair 
and  cheek,  the  little  endearments  that  mark  each 
hour  with  tokens  of  parental  love. 

When  the  children  were  shown  to  guests,  Allie, 
of  course,  came  with  the  rest.  With  her  misshapen 
body  shrouded  in  the  arms  of  her  father,  her 
sallow  face,  so  strange  and  unchildlike,  with  its 
old  look  of  pain  and  patience,  half-hidden  on  his 
shoulder,  she  was  introduced  as  "our  sick  little 
Allie  " ;  and  if  they  were  careless  and  thoughtless, 
they  murmured  an  indifferent:  "  Oh,  indeed! — poor 
little  thing — so  unlike  the  others — what  a  pity!" 
and  if  they  were  kind  and  gentle,  they  pressed  a 
light  kiss  on  the  pale  cheek,  or  smoothed  back  the 
thin,  dull  hair;  and  then  Allie  was  carried  away 
and  seen  no  more.  No  one  knew  that  a  beautiful 
soul  looked  out  from  the  light,  lustreless  eyes;  no 
one  knew  that  the  busy  brain  teemed  with  beauti- 
ful childish  thoughts.  A  tenderer  love  would  have 
learned,  child  though  she  was,  that  she  was  gifted 
far  beyond  the  others.  But  to  her  parents  she  was 
a  sore  trial ;  they  were  strong  and  handsome, — 
Bert  and  Mabel  and  Charley  were  like  them;  and 
it  was  a  bitter  thought  that  their  child,  their  young- 
est, was  a  deformed,  sickly  creature,  with  not  one 
physical  beauty.  Good  measure  they  gave  her,  as 
they  counted  such  things, — it  was  their  duty;  her 
bed  was  soft,  her  room  was  pleasant;  there  were 
pictures  on  the  walls,  and  flowers  blossomed  in  the 
windows,  winter  and  summer;  she  had  birds  and 
books  and  toys,  and  fared  daintily  every  day,  as 
befitted  a  rich  man's  child,  and  that  was  all.  She 
dreamed  her  dreams,  and  thought  her  thoughts, 
and  lived  her  life,  alone. 

The  children  were  all  taught  their  prayers,  and 
had  lessons  in  the  Catechism,  and  went  to  church 
and  Sunday-school  when  it  was  pleasant.  A  cer- 
tain amount  of  piety  was  respectable;  it  would 
never  do  for  baptized  children  to  live  like  little 
heathen;  neither  was  it  wise,  as  the  world  counts 
wisdom,  to  give  a  large  place  in  this  earthly  life 
to  heavenly  things.  So  the  children,  as  they  knelt 
with  their  mother  morning  and  evening,  repeated 
the  sweet  words  of  confession  and  penitence,  of 
faith,  hope  and  love,  with  little  thought  of  their 
tender  meaning,  as  if  it  were  a  task  given  them  at 
school,  and  were  unreproved.  All  but  Allie;  in 
her  heart,  planted  by  no  mortal  hand,  tended  by 
no  mortal  care,  fair  and  sweet  grew  the  beautiful 
plant  of  a  heavenly  faith :  it  budded  and  blossomed, 
and  bore  fruit  abundantly,  child  as  she  was.  When 
the  others  did  not  care  to  have  her  with  them,  she 
would  pore,  for  hours,  over  a  book  of  engravings 
that  was  her  greatest  treasure:  the  Annunciation, 
the  Visitation  and  the  Nativity,  the  quaint  imag- 
inings of  the  pious  artists  of  olden  days  of  the 
home-life  at  Nazareth,— all  the  dear,  tender  old 
story,  the  three  years  when  the  Merciful  Saviour 
of  men  went  about  doing  good,  the  terrible  agony 
of  the  Passion  and  Crucifixion,  the  solemn  En- 
tombment, the  Glorious  Resurrection  and  Ascen- 
sion. But  she  lingered  longest  over  the  pictures 
where  the  blind  and  the  sick,  and  poor  cripples, 
pressed  around  Him,  and  with  tender  love  and 


pity  He  welcomed  them,  and  healed  them  with  a 
touch  of  His  sacred  hands ;  and  she  would  clasp 
her  thin  hands,  and  her  pale  lips  would  move 
softly,  while  she  gazed  at  the  picture  through  a 
blur  of  tears,  as  she  prayed  that  she  too  might  be 
healed,  and  made  strong  and  beautiful  as  Mabel, 
by  a  touch  of  those  tender  hands.  Day  after  day 
she  murmured  her  prayer;  and  though  it  was 
seemingly  unanswered,  her  faith  never  wavered. 
Or  she  would  take  her  prayer-book,  kissing  the 
golden  cross  on  the  cover  with  reverent  lips, 
lingering  with  childish  pleasure  over  the  purple 
velvet  binding  and  bright  gilded  edges,  reading 
again  and  again,  with  a  pleased  smile,  the  inscrip- 
tion: "To  Alice  Atwood,  on  her  fifth  birthday, 
with  her  mother's  love;"  then,  turning  over  the 
pages,  sweet  with  fragrance  of  the  mignonette 
pressed  between  them,  patiently  spelled  out  the 
words  of  comfort  and  counsel. 

"See  what  I've  found!  isn't  it  funny?"  called 
Allie,  one  day,  curiously  examining  a  small  object 
held  in  her  hand — a  chrysalis. 

"It's  nothing  but  a  little  bit  of  wood,"  said 
Charley,  after  one  careless  glance. 

"No,  it  ain't  wood,"  insisted  Allie;  "I  can  just 
see  something  at  one  end  that  looks  a  little  like  a 
head ;  and  there's  other  somethings,  like  legs,  all 
folded  up." 

"  Maybe  it's  a  mummy-bug,"  said  Mabel,  inter- 
ested at  once,  for  she  had  been  reading  a  book  of 
travels  in  Egypt.  "  Maybe  it  died  ever  and  ever 
so  long  ago,  and  the  other  bugs  wrapped  it  all  up 
just  as  they  used  to  wrap  folks  up." 

But  Bert — who  was  something  of  a  naturalist  in 
his  small  way,  and  had  got  together  a  collection 
of  bugs,  bees  and  butterflies,  that  Mabel,  who 
hated  long  words  and  could  never  be  induced  to 
say  entomological,  persisted  in  calling  "Bert's 
Buggery  " — promptly  pronounced  it  "  a  grub." 

"  Is  that  a  grub  too  ? "  asked  Allie,  looking  down 
on  the  strange  creature  with  a  wistful  feeling  of 
fellowship  and  pity. 

"Gracious!  ain't  it  ugly!"  exclaimed  Charley. 
"I'd  throw  the  old  dead  thing  away,  if  I's  you." 

"No,  'taint  dead,  neither,"  contradicted  Bert. 
"Just  you  keep  it  awhile  and  you'll  see  what  a 
splendid  butterfly  you'll  have." 

"Don't  you  mind  a  word  Bert  says,"  insisted 
that  small  infidel,  Charley;  "he's  just  trying  to 
fool  you.  Nobody  ever  saw  a  butterfly  come  out 
of  such  a  looking  thing  as  that." 

"  Well  they  do,  now.  Grubs  always  turn  into 
butterflies.  You  can't  find  a  grub  that  won't  turn 
into  a  butterfly,"  said  Bert  the  scientific,  with  a 
little  rising  wrath.  Even  a  savant  of  eleven  does 
not  like  to  have  his  knowledge  scorned. 

"How's  he  going  to  get  out  of  there?"  asked 
Charley,  looking  with  more  respect  at  the  chrys- 
alis, still  held  tenderly  in  Allie's  hand. 

"  O — well — you  know," — stammered  Bert ;  he  pre- 
ferred dealing  in  generalities  rather  than  facts,  as 
his  stock  of  the  latter  commodity  was  rather  small ; 
"why,  he'll  just  smash  the  old  brown  thing  all  to 
pieces,  and  come  sailing  out,  grand  as  you  please. 
My !  won't  it  be  spleudfd  to  Avatch  him !  " 

"Will  he  be  white, — all  pure,  snow  white?" 
asked  Allie  dreamily.  Already  the  chrysalis,  the 
ugly  little  "grub,"  as  Bert  called  it,  seemed  like  a 
friend. 

"  No,  not  white ;  not  all  white ;  he'll  be  gorgeouser 
than  that,"  said  Bert  with  decision.  "Some  are 
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white ;  they're  mostly  little  fellows.  But  this  one's 
going  to  be  a  regular  whopper,  red  and  yellow,  with 
sky-blue  spots,  and  maybe  a  good  deal  of  white 
mixed  in,  to  kind  of  blend  the  colors.  I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do,  Little  Grub:  I'll  give  you  my  ivory 
box — the  one  with  roses  and  lilies  carved  on  the 
cover — and  you  can  put  some  cotton  in  it,  and  lay 
him  on  that, and  put  fresh  leaves  around  him  every 
day,  so  it'll  seem  like  out  of  doors,  and  you'll  see 
him  turn  into  a  butterfly,  just  as  sure  as  sure." 

As  Bert  said,  so  it  was  done.  The  pretty,  carved 
ivory  box  was  the  home  of  the  chrysalis.  Allie 
watched  over  it  with  breathless  interest  and  love. 
She  wondered,  as  she  dreamed  over  her  treasure, 
if  that  was  the  way  her  prayer  would  be  answered ; 
perhaps,  like  the  chrysalis,  she  could  only  be 
beautiful  by  leaving  her  poor  uncomely  body. 
."  It  will  be  better  so,"  thought  Allic,  looking  curi- 
ously at  her  thin  white  hands,  that  every  day  grew 
thinner  and  whiter.  "It  will  be  better  so,"  was 
what  physicians  said,  with  grave  faces. 

So  Allie  watched  and  waited;  and  Bert,  feeling 
his  reputation  as  a  naturalist  at  stake,  in  the  issue 
of  the  experiment,  marked  the  costly  books  on  in- 
sect life,  in  his  father's  library,  with  prints  of  his 
grimy  thumbs,  in  the  most  reckless  way,  as  he 
hunted  through  them  for  items  on  the  care  of  the 
beloved  chrysalis;  and  he  gave  so  many  contra- 
dictory orders,  it  was  a  wonder  the  seeming 
death  did  not  become  death  indeed, — for  Allie, 
whosa  f  lith  in  his  wisdom  was  unbounded,  did  all 
he  told  her. 

"  We  must  watch  him  close,"  Bert  said  often, 
peering  anxiously  into  the  little  box.  "I  want  to 
see  him  come  out;  I  want  to  catch  him  for  my 
collection.  I  expect  he'll  be  the  wonderfullest 
thing  there." 

Allie  always  sighed  a  little  when  he  said  it. 
Surely  when  the  ugly  grub  became  a  butterfly  it 
shoul'd  live  its  happy  life,  in  peace. 

But  after  all,  Bert  did  not  "see  him  come  out," 
for  when  Allie  awoke  late  one  lovely  morning,  the 
brown  shell  was  empty,  and  a  large  butterfly  floated 
slowly,  on  velvety,  radiant-hued  wings,  about  the 
room;  she  watched  the  beautiful  thing,  smiling 
softly,  happy  and  at  peace.  Bert's  wild  excla- 
mations of  delight,  when  he  came  into  the  room, 
brought  the  other  children,  who  looked,  questioned 
and  wondered,  were  convinced,  and  ran  outto  play. 
"You'd  be'ter  tumble  this  old  tli  ins  out  of  here," 
said  Bert,  taking  up  the  box.  "Yon  can  have 
something  pretty  in  it  now.  I  always  meant  you 
should  keep  it.  And — and  you  won't  mind  if  I 
have  the  butterfly,  will  you  ?  ""he  asked,  a  little  anx- 
iously. 

Alfie  took  the  box  from  his  hand,  laid  the  poor 
forsaken  shell  back  in  its  soft  nest,  and  closed  the 
lid.  "Bert,"  she  said  timidly,  without  heeding 
his  question,  "  I'll  be  like  that,  won't  I,  in  heaven? 
I  don't  mean  that  I'll  look  like  the  butterfly,  but 
I'll  be  pretty,  won't  I  ?  as  pretty  as  you  and  Mabel 
and  Charlev  V" 

An  idea  of  the  truth  came  to  Bert.  He  knelt  by 
the  side  of  Allie's  bed  in  a  childish  passion  of  tears 
and  sobs.  "O  Allie!  dear  little  Allie! "  lie  cried, 
when  he  could  speak — never  again  little  Grub'1 — 
I  never  thought!  I  did'nt  know  you  cared  !  Don't 
go  l,o  heaven,  Allie;  I  love  you  just  as  you  are/' 

After  a  time  Bert  went  softly  to  the  window  and 
threw  it  wide  open.  "We'll  let  him  go  and  be 
happy,"  he  said.  "  I  couldn't  bear  to  kill  him  now. 


I  won't  catch  another  butterfly  all  summer  for  fear 
I'll  get  him." 

Just  as  Allie  had  lined  the  ivory  box,  that  held 
her  crysalis,  with  rose-leaves  and  mignonette,  so 
now  all  that  was  brightest  and  fairest  was  brought 
to  her  room.  The  ripest  fruit,  the  loveliest  flowers, 
the  birds  that  sang  sweetest  were  for  Allie.  Bert's 
precious  "collection"  adorned  her  table, and  Bert 
himself  seldom  left  the  room.  Love  made  a  tender 
nurse  of  the  boy;  he  was  always  ready  to  read,  or 
sing,  or  talk  to  her,  or  sit  silent  and  watchful  be- 
side her  as  she  laid  by  the  window,  in  the  sunshine, 
looking  out  at  the  garden. 

When  the  summer  was  dead,  on  a  peaceful  day 
in  the  early  autumn,  they  stood  beside  little  Allie  to 
take  their  last  farewell.  The  soft  folds  of  her 
white  robe  hid  the  deformed  body;  the  thin  hands 
were  clasped  over  pure  sweet  flowers;  all  token  of 
of  suffering  was  gone  from  the  pale  face,  and  it 
was  glorified  by  the  wonderfully  beautiful  smile  of 
those  who  smile  in  the  sleep  of  death. 

As  they  closed  the  snowy  casket,  Bert  leaned  his 
head  on  his  arms,  blinded  by  tears  of  remorseful 
tenderness,  thinking  of  the  little  ivory  box,  put  care- 
fully away  among  his  choicest  treasures,  with  the 
brown  empty  shell  of  the  chrysalis  shut  within  it, 
just  as  Allie  left  it.  A  bird  sang  clear  and  sweet 
from  the  honeysuckle  over  the  door,  and,  as  Bert 
raised  his  head  to  listen,  a  butterfly  floated  through 
the  open  window,  and  hovered  over  the  cross  of 
fragrant,  snowy  flowers  laid  on  the  casket;  it  flitted 
lightly  from  one  to  another,  and  then  settled  on  a 
half-blown  rose,  the  beautiful  wings  slowly  clos- 
ing and  unclosing.  Bert,  as  he  watched  it, thought 
of  the  pure  little  soul,  beautiful  beyond  all  mortal 
beauty,  happy  forever  in  heaven,  in  the  joy  and  the 
glory  which  "eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard, 
neither  hath  it  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to 
cconeive." 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XXI. 

Thus  the  bell  is  truly  Catholic;  the  Church, 
loves  it,  as  a  mother  loves  her  child.  In  the  first 
place,  she  blesses  the  metal  of  which  it  is  made. 
This  metal,  chosen  with  care,  solid  and  sonorous, 
contains  the  elements  which  best  adapt  it  to  the 
duties  which  the  bell  has  to  perform.  Then,  when 
formed,  tke  Church  baptizes  it  and  makes  of  it  a 
sacred  thing.  And  justly,  for  the  bell  is  destined 
to  sing  all  that  is  holy  and  sanctifying  on  earth 
and  in  heaven.  By  the  prayers  and  ceremonies 
which  accompany  the  baptism,  its  vocation  is 
made  known. 

Here  it  may  be  proper  to  state  four  th  ings :  First, 
the  baptism  given  to  the  bell  is  not  the  Sacrament 
of  Baptism  which  remits  sin.  But  as  the  bell  is 
designed  for  divine  worship,  and  to  chase  away 
the  evil  spirits,  it  seemed  good  to  our  fathers  in 
the  faith  to  purify  it,  to  bless  and  consecrate  it  by 
sacred  unctions,  as  the  Church  does,  also,  for  the 
sacred  vases  and  the  sacerdotal  ornaments.  *  The 
great  analogy  found  to  exist  between  the  baptism 
of  a  child  and  that  of  a  bell  formed  a  sufficient 
reason,  and  almost  a  necessity,  to  designate  both 
by  the  same  name.  Secondly,  the  baptism  of  a 
bell  is  not  a  modern  invention,  nor  the  fruit  of  su- 
perstition, as  Protestants  pretend.  This  rite,  so 
full  of  mystery  and  so  easy  to  justify,  can  be  traced 
back  to  very  remote  periods.  Thus  we  see  that  in 
the  tenth  century,  in  the  year  968,  Pope  John  XIII 
blessed  the  bell  of  St.  John  Laleran.  f  This  bell, 


*Non  baptizantur  Baptismo  quo  remissio  pecca- 
torum  confertur;  sed  quia  cultui  divino  dedicantur, 
necnon  ad  abigendos  malignos  spiritus,  visum  est 
Patribus  eas  lavare,  benedic.ere  et  ungere,  ut  et  vesti- 
menta  ecclesiastica  et  complura  alia.— Duranti  (De 
Sitib). 

t  Bona,  Eerum  Liturg.,  p.  197. 


because  of  the  richness  of  its  metal  and  its  won- 
derful  size,  was  worthy  of  the  venerable  church 
which  bears  on  its  front  the  inscription,  written  in 
large  golden  letters :  OMNIUM  ECCLESIARUMXTRBIS 
ET  OKBIS,  MATEK  ET  CAPTJT:  The  Mother  and 
Queen  of  all  the  churches  of  the  city  and  the 
world. 

This,  however,  is  not  the  primitive  date  of  the 
baptism  of  bells;  we  find  mention  of  it  in  the  time 
of  Charlemagne,  and  even  in  the  preceding  cen- 
turies.  The  preceptor  of  that  great  prince,  Alcuin, 
thus  expresses  himself:  *  "  The  benediction  of  bells, 
the  mysterious  unctions  made  upon  the  metal,  and 
the  fact  that  names  of  living  persons  are  given 
them,  must  not  be  regarded  as  novelties."  Thirdly, 
the  baptism  or  benediction  of  a  bell  is  a  ceremony 
of  a  superior  order,  and  reserved  to  the  Bishop  or 
his  delegate.  Fourthly,  to  sound  the  bells  was  for- 
merly a  function  exclusively  sacerdotal.  Hear 
the  learned  Cardinal  Bona: 

"  In  ancient  times,  the  right  to  ring  bells  be- 
longed only  to  the  priests;  and  the  rule  of  St.  Bene- 
dict-reserves  it  to  the  abbot.  The  capitularies  of 
Charlemagne  decreed  that  priests  alone  should 
ring  the  bells  for  the  canonical  hours.  In  the  Old 
Law,  God  ordered  that  the  priests,  the  sons  of 
Aaron,  should  sound  thetrumpetto  call  thepeople. 
The  rite  passed  into  the  New  Dispensation,  where 
it  was  for  a  long  time  preserved.  At  the  present 
time,  it  is  the  office  of  the  Porter  (one  of  the 
Minor  Orders)  to  ring  the  bell.  He  should 
properly  be  in  surplice,  because  he  is  fulfill- 
ing one  of  the  functions  of  his  Order.  It  is  not 
without  reason  that  our  ancestors  wished  that 
bells  should  be  rung  by  persons  consecrated  to 
God.  For  to  call  the  people  to  the  Divine  Offices, 
to  Mass,  to  Communion,  to  hear  the  word  of  God, 

*  Neque  novum  videre  debet  campanas  benedlcere 
et  ungere,  eisque  nomen  imponere.  (De  Divin.  Offlc.— 
Eocea.) 


130 


Ave  Maria. 


is  a  sacred  thing.  Moreover,  the  bell  itself,  conse- 
crated by  the  Bishop  with  holy  oil,  is  considered, 
in  the  Church,  among  the  sacred  things."  * 

*  Non  sine  ratione  majores  nostri  decreverunt  a  Deo 
Sacratis  viris  signa  tangi;  quia  et  sacra  res  est  tidelem 
populum  ad  Divinum  Officium,  ad  Missam,  ad  Comuni- 
oncm,  ad  audiendum  verbuin  Dei  coadunare:  et  ipsae 
campanse  episcopal!  benedictione  sanctique  olei  unc- 
tione  consecratae  sunt,  et  inter  sacra  Ecclesiae  vasa 
connumeratur.  (Bona,  ibid,  p.  196.) 


The  Statue. 

"  Mother  dear,  what  are  you  doing  on  that  dome  all 
the  time?"  A  MINIM. 

RESPONSE. 
As  sentinel,  guarding  the  outposts, 

Lest  enemy's  forces  steal  in ; 
She  stands,  Virgin-shield,  o'er  her  household, 

To  screen  them  from  danger  and  sin; 

To  draw  from  the  Heart  of  a  Saviour, 
Whose  throbbings  once  blent  with  her  own, 

The  treasures  of  grace  that  flow  ever 
Thro'  hands  she  uplifts  to  His  throne, 

She  stands ;  and  her  watch  is  not  lonely, 

For  angels  of  Heaven  are  near, 
Tho'  light  from  their  glory  beams  only 

To  souls  in  yon  beautiful  sphere. 

E'en  Nature  respects  her  great  presence, 
Forlo!  when  the  storm  cometh  nigh, 

And  the  thunder's  deep  voice  rends  the  heav'ns 
And  lightnings  glare  red  in  the  sky, — 

When  lords  of  the  forests  lie  prostrate, 

And  dangers  are  rife  in  the  air, 
The  bolt  of  destruction  flits  onward, 

Nor  blasts, — for  our  Mother  is  there! 

Invoke  her  whene'er  she  seems  sleeping, 

Like  Jesus  of  old,  at  whose  will 
The  voice  of  the  tempest  was  silenced, 

And  waters  of  fury  stood  still. 

Long,  long  dreary  days  have  passed  over 
The  world,  now  with  sin  weary  grown, 

Since  a  desolate  Virgin  once  wandered 
In  quest  of  a  shelter, — found  none. 

She  stands! — and  will  stand  "thro1  the  ages"— 
Raised  high  on  yon  beautiful  dome, 

Proclaiming  a  Mother  rejected 
Math  there  found  Love,  Honor,  and  Home  I 

She  stands  thus  to  spread  her  pure  mantle 

O'er  science,  and  virtue,  and  life, 
O'er  youth  of  the  present, — the  future, 

Who  arm  for  the  world's  dreaded  strife; 

Whose  dreams  are  of  right  and  of  duty, 
And  when  the  last  Trumpet  shall  call 

The  myriads  thence  scattered, — once  gathered 
As  children  within  that  vast  Hall, 


Oh !  ask  of  the  bright  hosts  of  Heaven, 

Surrounding  a  Virgin  all-fair, 
And  they  will  best  answer  the  question 
"Dear  Mother!  why  standest  thou  there?" 

NINELLA. 
WASHINGTON,  D.  C.,  January  13, 1875. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  SIRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  III. 

.Mrs.  "Waite,  the  sister  of  Caleb  Weston,  the 
banker,  and  his  only  near  relation  living,  was  a 
widow,  having  lost  her  husband  three  years  before 
rny  story  opens;  and  but  for  her  fatherless  little 
ones,  to  whom  this  sad  event  had  made  a  mother's 
care  more  than  ever  indispensable,  she  must  have 
gunk  under  the  blow  that  deprived  herself  and 
them  of  their  best  earthly  protector  and  friend. 
Mr.  Waite  had  been,  for  years,  engaged  in  the  prac- 
tice of  law,  struggling  by  slow  degrees  for  suc- 
cess in  his  profession,  which  at  last  crowned  his 
earnest  endeavor.  He  was  distinguished  more  for 
legal  acumen  than  for  forensic  eloquence,  or  as 
a  special  pleader;  but  as  consulting  counsel,  as  a 
slow,  sagacious  thinker,  and  for  a  peculiar  faculty 
he  possessed  for  tracing  the  clue  of  tangled  and 
doubtful  cases  to  a  positive  solution,  he  was  with- 
out a  rival  in  the  State.  He  had  a  large  and  lu- 
crative practice,  and,  a  few  years  before  his  de- 
cease, had  been  appointed  Judge  of  the  Orphans' 
Court,  a  position  for  which  the  specialties  of  his 
long  experience  eminently  qualified  him. 

Always  happy  in  his  domestic  relations,  a  ten- 
der but  just  parent,  Judge  Waite  had  invariably 
sustained  his  wife's  influence  over  their  children, 
by  showing  the  most  unlimited  confidence  in  her 
judgment  and  management  of  the  domestic  king- 
dom— a  thing  that  little  folk,  with  their  keen  per- 
ceptions, are  always  quick  to  observe; — but  that 
which,  after  long  praying,  hoping,  and  patiently 
waiting  for,  crowned  her  life  with  almost  perfect 
happiness,  was,  that  her  husband,  won  at  last  by 
the  silent  influence  of  her  lovely  example,  and 
convinced  by  a  deliberate  and  thoughtful  investi- 
gation of  the  subject,  entered  the  Catholic  Church, 
rejoiced  not  only  to  have  found  the  Truth,  but 
happy,  beyond  expression,  to  know  that  he  was 
now  indeed  united  with  his  loved  ones  in  the 
bonds  of  one  Faith,  one  Lord,  one  Baptism ;  bonds 
which  neither  time  nor  death  had  power  to  sever. 

A  happy,  domestic,  Christian  home,  without 
discord  or  bickerings,  was  this;  until,  one  gloomy 
evening  in  November,  the  Judge,  who  had  been 
engaged  several  weeks  in  a  difficult  and  painful 
case  which  involved  heavy  interests  of  his  orphan 
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clients,  and  their  ruin  if  it  failed, came  home  late, 
looking  haggard  and  worn  out,  and  complained 
of  feeling  very  unwell.  Mrs.  Waite  was  not  sur- 
prised at  this:  she  had  expected  it,  seeing  how  he 
overtaxed  himself,  how  irregularly  he  took  his 
meals,  and,  from  anxiety,  lost  his  rest.  Seeing  the 
look  of  care  that  clouded  her  eyes,  he  drank  a  cup 
of  hot  coffee,  and  made  a  light  meal,  of  the  deli- 
cacies she  placed  before  him  to  tempt  his  appe- 
tite, and  remained  chatting  with  her  and  the  chil- 
dren a  short  time  before  he  retired.  His  case  was 
to  be  decided  the  following  day,  and  although  he 
arose  with  an  indefinable  sickness  and  languor 
throughout  his  system,  he  baffled  all  the  anxious 
inquiries  of  his  loved  ones  by  brave,  cheerful  an- 
swers, and  went  away  to  the  Court,  where  his  pres- 
ence was  indispensable.  The  case  was  won,  but 
it  was  his  last  earthly  triumph;  a  low  fever  had 
already  set  in,  and  in  a  day  or  two  he  was  unable 
to  leave  his  bed.  He  felt  at  intervals  a  wavering 
of  consciousness,  a  sinking  into  unfathomable 
depths;  and  when  he  slept,  he  dreamed  of  climb- 
ing hills  that  grew  into  mountains  as  he  advanced, 
until  their  tops  were  lost  in  the  clouds;  he  was 
ever  urged  by  an  irresistible  impetus  to  scale  their 
highest  pinnacles;  on,  on,  on,  until,  awaking  with 
a  start,  it  would  require  several  seconds  for  him 
to  collect  his  ideas.  These  warnings  were  suffi- 
cient; his  reason  was  still  intact,  and  subject  to 
his  will,  and,  as  he  desired  to  spare  Mrs.  Waite 
that  which  might  be  after  all  an  unnecessary 
alarm,  he  asked  the  favor  of  his  physician,  when 
he  came,  to  call  at  the  residence  of  the  Jesuit 
Fathers,  and  leave  word,  if  he  could  not  see  him, 
for  Father  Plunkett  to  come  to  him  as  early  as 
possible;  and  also  to  stop  at  the  office  of  his  legal 
friend,  Mr.  Hanscom,  to  let  him  know  that  he  was 
ill  and  desired  to  see  him.  The  doctor  was  not 
a  Catholic  himself,  but  he  had  many  Catholic  pa- 
tients, and  understood  their  ways, — soul  first,  med- 
icine afterwards;  and  he  never  thwarted  them, 
knowing,  by  long  observation,  that  the  Sacraments 
of  their  Church  invariably  soothed  and  placed 
them  in  conditions  of  composure,  which  contrib- 
uted greatly  to  the  efficacy  of  his  remedies.  In 
this  instance  his  practised  skill  perceived  symp- 
toms that  convinced  him,  if  his  patient  had  any 
affairs  to  settle,  either  temporal  or  spiritual,  that 
there  was  no  time  to  be  lost;  and,  driving  imme- 
diately to  both  places,  he  was  fortunate  in  finding 
the  good  Jesuit  Father  just  stepping  out  of  his 
door,  to  attend  a  sick  call,  and  the  lawyer  just 
bolting  into  his,  to  get  certain  notes  called  for  by 
the  prosecuting-attorney  which  bore  on  a  case  he 
was  defending. 

Both  calls  were  responded  to,  and  now  there 
was  nothing  left  to  be  done;  the  sick  man  had 


"set  his  house  in  order"  by  receiving  the  soul, 
sustaining  Sacraments  of  his  Divine  Faith:  ah- 
solution,  the  Holy  Viaticum  and  Extreme  Unc- 
tion; he  had  arranged  his  temporal  affairs — al- 
ways kept  by  him  in  such  systematic  order — 
which  required  but  little  time  and  no  distraction 
to  dispose  of  finally;  nothing  left  to  be  done  but 
to  cast  lingering  looks  of  affection  on  his  dear 
ones ;  to  say  words  to  them  which  he  knew  they 
would  remember  afterwards ;  to  offer  the  natural 
grief  that  would  wring  his  fast-failing  heart  at  the 
thought  of  leaving  them,  to  Him  who  had  suffered 
all  things  for  the  salvation  of  the  world,  and  who, 
among  the  few  promises  of  temporal  solace  He 
left,  had  said  that  He  would  protect  and  defend 
the  widow,  and  be  the  Father  of  the  orphan ;  noth- 
ing more  to  be  done  but  to  whisper  courage  to  the 
faithful  heart  that  hovered  day  and  night  around 
him;  whose  tears  flowed  silently,  drenching  his 
pillow  or  hand,  when  she  thought  the  lethargies 
into  which  he  dropped  at  intervals  was  sleep; 
nothing  more  but  to  drift  into  the  obscure  abyss 
of  unconsciousness,  from  which  he  awoke  no 
more,  until  all  that  was  mortal  of  him  was  mute 
and  immobile,  swallowed  up  in  the  white  mystery 
of  death,  and  his  spirit  had  passed  into  the  "  Land 
of  the  Living,"  to  be  rewarded  according  to  the 
deeds  done  in  the  flesh. 

We  pass  over  the  grief  of  Mrs.  Waite  and  her 
little  ones;  bitter  the  bereavement  and  heavy  the 
cross  for  her  more  than  them,  for  she  was  left  des- 
olate; and  the  strong  hand  and  heart,  the  unerring 
judgment,  and  firm,  patient  authority  to  which 
she  had  looked  forward  to  aid  her  in  her  grave 
maternal  responsibilities,  was,  by  the  inscrutable 
providence  of  God,  removed,  with  all  the  solace  of 
his  example,  support,  and  companionship.  Mrs. 
Waite  was  not  one  of  those  natures  who  go  about 
the  world  displaying  wounds  and  crying  out  "  Pity 
me !  pity  me ! "  She  wrapped  her  sorrow  "  in  fine 
linen  and  embalmed  it  in  spices,"  by  a  resignation 
whose  spirit  was— "Though  Thou  slay  me,  yet 
will  I  trust  Thee";  and  a  fortitude  which  made 
her  willing,  when  the  plaints  of  nature  let  her 
will  have  sway,  to  bear  all  things  for  the  love  of 
God:  thus  consecrating  her  grief,  and  waiting  the 
divine  grace  of  courage,  which  would  enable  her 
to  fulfil,  as  best  she  could,  the  double  duties  which 
now  devolved  upon  her. 

The  world's  work  must  be  done ;  that  which  our 
hands  find  to  do  must  be  accomplished.  Are 
there  any  who  dare  stand  wringing  their  hands 
and  blinding  their  eyes  with  tears  at  the  grave, 
and  wasting  their  strength  in  vainly  calling  upon 
their  dead,  who  can  no  longer  hear  them,  when 
life's  work  is  wajting  for  them  to  be  up  and  doing, 
"before  the  niguTcomes  when  uo  man  can  see?  " 
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Are  there  any  who  do  not  know  that  they  will  have 
to  render  an  account  at  the  Judgment-seat  of  how 
this  world-work  lias  been  done?  How  little  is 
the  work  which  fills  up  the  measure  of  life  taken 
into  account  by  many  people,  except  as  a  muddle 
and  a  bother  from  which  they  would  fly,  and  do 
fly,  until  their  neglect  turns  to  scorpions  in  their 
own  hands,  which  sting  them  unto  death. 

Man's  work  is  on  a  lower  plane,  and  more  of 
the  earth,  earthy,  than  a  woman's;  he  goes  like  an 
athlete  into  the  struggle  of  life,  and  the  excitement 
and  fever  thereof,  like  the  troubled  sea,  bring  him 
no  rest;  he  is  the  agitator  of  the  world,  whose  ambi- 
tion, lust  of  power,  and  greed  for  money,  plunges 
it  into  wars  or  financial  throes  that  sometimes 
threaten  to  overthrow  all  order;  in  the  end  he  re- 
alizes his  aims,  or  sees  their  destruction,  but  how 
rare  it  is,  in  either  case,  to  find  him  possessed  of 
that  wisdom  which  makes  man  Christ-like!  He 
lias  no  time,  he  pleads,  to  turn  himself  aside  from 
his  work;  the  world's  progress  would  be  brought 
to  a  stand-still  if  he  did ;  and  so  he  rushes  franti- 
cally on,  giving  but  little  thought,  or  thinking  it 
yet  time  enough  to  do  so,  to  the  rewards  .which 
are  eternal,  while  he  expends  the  golden  sands  of 
life  only  for  those  which  perish. 

But  as  through  woman  sin  came  into  the  world, 
and  as  through  the  sinless-elect  Virgin  salvation 
came,  in  the  person  of  HER  DIVINE  SON,  so 
through  woman,  the  nursing-mother  of  the  world, 
its  regeneration  will  be  wrought ;  but  not  in  the 
forum,  or  in  the  rostrum,  or  at  the  ballot-box ;  or 
as  the  apostle  of  impure  philosphies,  or  the  icono- 
clast of  chaste  customs ;  in  none  of  these  aspects, 
but  beside  the  cradle,  in  the  bearing  and  training 
of  children  in  Christian  law  and  doctrine;  in 
preparing  them  for  their  great  duties  in  the  rela- 
tions they  may  in  after-life  assume,  as  parents  and 
citizens,  teachers  or  law-givers;  in  the  patient  or- 
dering of  her  household  on  a  Christian  basis, 
helping  to  bear  another's  burdens ;  in  the  exercise 
of  forbearance  in  the  ever-recurring  trials  of  life, 
in  giving  of  tithes  to  the  poor,  in  the  practice  of  all 
Chistian  virtues,  and  in  keeping  her  eye  steadily 
fixed  on  the  purpose  of  God  in  her  creation  and 
redemption.  The  "valiantfwoman"  of  the  Scrip- 
ture typifies  the  TRUE  WOMAN,  whose  mission  has 
so  sublime  a  dignity  and  scope  that  language  fails 
to  describe  it,  and  whose  time  is  so  occupied  by  its 
requirements  that  she  dares  not  linger  at  the  gate 
of  Hades,  crying  fruitlessly  for  those  who  will  never 
return  again.  No  more  for  frivolity  than  for  grief 
does  she  waste  the  golden  grains  of  time;  nor  is 
she  ever  at  a  loss  for  some  good  work  to  perform 
either  for  herself  or  others.  .Hard  blows,  then,  for 
the  man,  strife  with  the  wo^^«ainst  error,  and 
want ;  conflicts,  that  seem  as  witn  giants,  that  waste 


his  life;  the  noise  of  the  rabble,  the  cross,  and 
death  for  him;  for  the  woman,  the  sword  that 
pierces  the  soul,  endurance,  tears,  and  serving  with 
courage  to  the  end ;  then  Iriumph  and  rest,  for  both, 
beyond  the  grave,  if  they  have  suffered  all  things 
in  the  spirit  of  Christ  and  Mary. 

To  say  that  Mrs.  "Waite  did  not  grieve,  would 
be  untrue,  but  her  grief  was  not  like  that  of  those 
who  have  no  hope ;  for  she  knew  that  healing 
would  come  from  the  very  Hand  that  smote  her. 
Like  the  prophet  of  old,  she  "  ate  bread  by  the  tor- 
rent,"  the  supernatural  bread  that  strengthens  the 
heart  with  the  fulness  of  its  presence,  and  the 
unfailing  hope  of  its  promise;  and,  girding  up 
her  soul  with  the  spirit  of  fortitude,  she  came  from 
the  chamber  of  mourning,  with  her  face  earthward, 
to  take  hold  of  the  duties  of  her  daily  life.  Her 
children  were  now  at  that  critical  age  when  im- 
pressions for  good  or  evil  are  most  easily  made  on 
the  ductile  mind ;  it  was  necessary  at  once  to  sys- 
tematize a  plan  for  their  future  government  and 
education,  and  find,  for  the  latter,  a  guide  who 
would  found  it  on  Catholic  principles,  in  a  manner 
which  would  enlighten  their  minds  as  to  the  pre- 
eminence of  religion  above  all  human  philoso- 
phies. After  many  solicitous  inquiries  of  friends 
who  would  be  likely  to  aid  her  in  her  object,  Mrs. 
Waite  heard  of  a  private  preparatory  school,  con- 
ducted by  a  gentleman  who  was  a  Catholic  and  a 
ripe  scholar,  who  received  only  a  limited  number 
of  pupils,  and  whose  system  had  been  remarkably 
successful.  Her  two  boys,  Con  and  Baste,  were  too 
young  for  college,  and  this  seemed  to  be  the  very 
thing  to  suit  her  requirements,  if  the  gentleman's 
list  of  pupils  was  not  already  full,  which  was  in- 
deed the  fact;  but  on  learning  the  circumstances 
of  the  case,  he  agreed  to  receive  them,  and  they 
entered  the  day  following,  their  frank,  honest  faces, 
and  polite  manners,  making  a  favorable  impres- 
sion on  their  teacher. 

This  difficulty  happily  adjusted,  another  arose. 
What  was  to  become  of  John  and  Clara?  John 
could  not  go  to  school — afflicted  as  he  was — and  it 
would  not  do  for  him  to  be  entirely  without  com- 
panionship in  his  studies:  on  the  other  hand,  she 
did  not  design  that  Clara  should  go  through  as 
severe  a  course  as  John's  quick  intelligence  and 
thirst  for  learning  required ;  nor  did  she  wish  her 
to  be  taught  by  a  master,  fearing  that  her  mind 
might  imbibe  a  masculine  cast,  without  really  hav- 
ing depth  to  correspond  with  it;  while  John,  sen- 
sitive and  shy,  required  gentle  and  sympathetic 
treatment,  which  but  few  men  would  know  how  to 
exercise  beyond  a  clumsy  kindness,  or  a  good-na- 
tured awkwardness,  which  would  make  their  ob- 
ject so  apparent  as  to  be  wounding.  At  length,  af- 
ter days  and  nights  of  anxious  thought,  and  cease- 


Ave  Maria. 


133 


less  prayers  for  guidance,  she  determined  to  get  a 
governess  for  them.  But  -where  could  she  hope  to 
find  such  an  one  as  she  wanted :  a  woman  learned 
enough  to  give  John  the  same  advantages,  as  thor- 
ough knowledge  of  Greek,  Latin  and  other  of  the 
higher  branches,  usually  taught  in  a  collegiate 
course,  and  at  the  same  time  be  qualified  by  cul- 
ture, accomplishments  and  gentle  breeding  to  take 
charge  of  Clara?  Their  religious  training  she 
would  undertake  herself,  in  case  the  lady  should 
be  so  unfortunate  as  not  to  be  a  Catholic.  Mrs. 
Waite's  friends  thought  he'r  unreasonable,  and 
wanted  to  know  if  she  ever  expected  to  find  the 
rara-avis  she  sought ;  but  she  told  them  that  "  she 
thought  she  might,  by  perseverance.  She  knew 
there  were  highly-cultured  and  learned  women  in 
the  world,  and  if  she  failed  in  obtaining  one  of 
this  sort  to  undertake  the  education  of  her  lame 
boy  and  her  little  daughter,  she  must  then  do  the 
best  she  could.  It  was  their  father's  wish  to  have 
them  well  educated,  and  receive  every  advantage 
that  would  foster  any  talents  they  might  develop : 
consequently  she  was,  in  a  measure,  compelled  to 
be  very  careful,  lest,  not  being  well-taught  at  first, 
they  would  have  to  unlearn  whatever  there  wag 
false  or  injudicious  in  a  previous  system.  She  did 
not  wish  them  to  have  a  smattering,  only,  of  what 
they  undertook,  as  she  was  of  the  opinion  that  a 
surface-education  was  not  only  unprofitable  in  the 
extreme,  but  also  gave  a  moral  bias  in  the  wrong 
direction  to  the  youthful  mind."  Her  friends 
whispered  among  themselves,  on  their  way  home, 
that  "Mrs.  Waite  took  too  analytical  a  view  of  the 
subject,  and  fancied  that  after  all  her  high-flown 
notions  she  would  be  obliged  to  do  as  other  people 
did." 

Indeed  she  feared  so  herself-,  for  of  several  ladies 
who  had  called  to  apply  for  the  situation,  not  one 
of  them  answered  her  requirements  for  her  boy; 
although,  had  she  desired  only  a  governess  for 
Clara,  there  were  two,  gentle-mannered,  intelligent 
and  accomplished,  whose  recommendations  were 
so  highly-endorsed  that  she  would  have  engaged 
one  or  the  other  of  them  without  hesitation.  But 
she  would  not,  just  for  the  object  of  sparing  herself, 
give  up  her  point.  Meantime  John  and  Clara 
were  losing  time;  she  was  with  them  as  much  as 
possible,  and  they  had  daily  studies;  but  Mrs, 
Waite,  who  was  sole  executrix  of  her  husband's 
estate,  had  a  great  deal  to  attend  to,  in  relation  to 
it,  which  required  her  frequent  absence  from  home, 
which,  with  her  absolute  duties  at  home,  and  the 
demands  made  upon  her  benevolence  and  sympa- 
thies by  the  destitute  and  suffering,  whom  she 
would  never  allow  to  be  turned  away  from  her 
door,  really  left  her  no  time  to  bestow  any  syste- 
matic attention  on  their  education,  as  simply  rudi- 


mental  as  it  was  so  far.  But  wearied  and  anxious 
though  she  was,  she  did  not  repine,  but  flew  to  her 
"  City  of  Refuge,"  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Good 
Succor,  implored  her  guidance  and  the  gracious 
aid  of  her  prudence,  her  wisdom  and  her  submis- 
sion ;  with  this  beacon  to  illuminate  her  intentions, 
how  could  she  fail  to  be  satisfied  of  their  fitness  or 
unfitness  for  God's  favor,  in  the  result?" 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  FRIDAYS  IN  LENT. 
III.— The  Holy  Winding:  Sheet. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARR. 

As  in  the  preceding  Offices,  we  find  the  chords 
of  our  theme  for  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Winding 
Sheet  struck  in  the  Gapitulum.  There  is  no 
trembling  in  the  hand  that  strikes  the  sacred  lyre ; 
for  it  is  that  of  the  inspired  Isaiah ;  of  Isaiah,  whose 
figure,  in  all  the  beauty  of  perfect  maturity  and  of 
conscious  exaltation,  was  traced  by  Michael  Angelo, 
on  the  ceiling  of  the  Sistine  Chapel,  and  is  one  of 
the  noblest  creations  of  that  master's  pencil.  As 
the  figure  of  Isaiah  is  seen  in  the  fresco,  there  is 
less  action  than  in  any  of  the  seven  prophets;  less 
even  than  in  Jeremiah,  who  leans  his  head  so 
heavily  on  his  hands;  for  this  very  heaviness  is 
a  change  from  the  ordinary  position.  Isaiah,  on 
the  contrary,  is  represented  like  one  musing,  who 
raises  his  head  slightly  from  his  hand  at  the  sound 
of  a  voice;  turns  it  as  if  listening.  But,  slight  as 
the  gesture  is,  everything  is  told.  The  fire  of  an 
undying  youth,  the  ardor  of  a  celestial  inspiration, 
the  splendor  of  some  spiritual  apparition,  are  all 
there.  It  is  the  very  moment  when  the  prophet 
exclaims :  Quis  est  iste  qui  venitde  Edom,  tinctis  ves- 
tibus  de  Basra  f  iste  formosus  in  stola  sua,  gradient 
in  multitudine  fortitudinis  sues.  Ego  qui  loguorjus- 
titiam,  et  propugnator  sum  ad  salvandum,  "  Who  is 
this  that  cometh  from  Edom,  with  dyefl  garments 
from  Bosra,  this  beautiful  one,  in  his  robe,  walking 
in  the  greatness  of  his  strength  ?  I,  that  speak  jus- 
tice, and  am  a  defender  to  save."* 

There  is  nothing  in  the  symphonies  of  Beethoven 
to  compare  with  the  grandeur  of  the  opening  strain, 
in  this  Friday  Office:  music  and  art  can  only  hope 
to  echo  this  strain  of  solemn  triumph.  It  is  this 
very  strain  which  gave  the  key-note  of  the  hymn 

Gloriam  sacrce  celebremus  omnes. 
"The  glories  of  that  sac-red  Winding  Sheet 
Let  every  tongue  record; 

Which,  from  the  Cross,  received,  with  honor  meet, 
The  body  of  the  Lord, 

*  Is.,  Ixiii,  1. 
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O  dear  Memorial!  on  which  we  see, 

In  bloody  stains  impress'd, 
The  form,  sublime  in  awful  majesty, 

Of  our  Redeemer  blest."  * 

Even  Caswall  fails  to  give  anything  but  a  feeble 
idea  of  the  beauty  of  the  original.  There  is  noth- 
ing in  the  translation  of  the  sixth  line  in  his  trans- 
lation to  compare  with  its  original : 

Sanguine  impressis  decoratn  signis. 

Still  we  owe  him  gratitude:  if  only  for  stimulat- 
ing us  to  seek  the  original. 

The  hymn  is  followed  by  its  versicle  and  res- 
ponse. V.  Tuam  Sindonem  veneramur,  Doming. 
R.  Tuam  recolimux  Passionem.  "  We  venerate  Thy 
Winding  Sheet,  O  Lord,  memorial  of  Thy  Pas- 
sion." And  the  antiphon  of  the  Magnificat  gives 
us  the  story,  from  St.  Luke :  Joseph,  vir  bonus  et  Jus- 
tus, accessit  ad  Pilatum,  et  petiit  corpus  Je$u;  quo 
accepto,  involvit  illud  in  Sindone  munda.  "Joseph, 
a  good  and  just  man,  went  to  Pilate,  and  begged 
the  Body  of  Jesus,  and,  taking  Him  down,  wrapped 
Him  in  a  clean  linen  cloth. "f 

The  matutinal  Venite  exultemu*,  is  followed  by 
the  hymn: 

Hysterium  mirdbile. 

"This  day  the  wondrous  mystery 

Is  set  before  our  eyes, 
Of  Jesus  stretch'd  upon  the  Cross, 
In  dying  agonies. 

Whereof,  in  many  a  gory  stain, 

The  traces  still  are  found 
O"n  yonder  Winding:  Sheet,  which  wrapped 

The  Sacred  Body  round."  J 

Rubrum  est  indumentum  tuum,  the  antiphon  goes 
onto  say;  et  vestimenta  tua  sicut  calcantium  in 
torculiri.  "Thy  apparel  is  red,  and  Thy  gar- 
ments like  theirs  that  tread  in  the  wine-press." 

Aspersus  est  sanguis  super  vestimenta  mea,  omnia 
indumenta,  mea  inquinati.  "Blood  is  sprinkled 
upon  My  garments,  I  have  stained  all  My  ap- 
parel.'^ 

Diviserunt  sibi  nestimenta  mea,  et  super  testem 
meam  miserunt  sortem.  "They  parted  My  gar- 
ments among  them,  and  upon  My  vesture  they  cast 
lots."  J 

Of  the  versicles  and  responses  which  follow  the 
three  Lessons  taken  from  the  prophecy  of  Isaias, 
some  are  taken  from  the  chapter  itself,  and  some 
from  the  same  chapter  of  Zacharias,  before  quoted ; 
and  the  reiteration  of  these  pathetic  sentences  has 
all  the  effect  of  the  refrain  in  choral  song.  R. 

*  Lyra  Catholica,  pp.  124-5. 
t  St.  Luke,  xxii,  50,  52,  53, 
J  Lyra  Catholiea,  p.  126. 
S  Is.  Ixiii,  2,  3,  |  Ps.  xxi,  19. 


Ecce  vidimus  eum  non  habentem  speciem,  neque  de- 
corem;  aspectus  in  eo  non  est.  Hie  peccata  nostra 
portavit,  et  pro  nobis  dolet ;  ipse  autem  vulneratus 
est  propter  iniquitates  nostras:  Cujus  litore  sanati 
sumus.  V.  Vere  languores  nostros  ipse  tulit,  et  do- 
lores  nostros  ipss  portavit.  "  Behold  we  have  seen 
Him  having  neither  beauty  nor  comeliness;  there 
is  no  sightliness  in  Him ;  He  hath  borne  our  sing 
and  suffers  for  us ;  and  He  was  wounded  for  our  in- 
iquities, and  by  His  bruises  we  are  healed.  Truly, 
He  hath  borne  our  iniquities  and  carried  our 
sorrows."** 

R.  Quid  sunt  plagce  istce  in  medio  manuum  tua- 
rum?  Et  dicet :  Hisplagatus  sum  in  domo  eorum 
qui  diligebant  me.  V.  Framea,  suscitare  svjer 
pastorem  meum,  et  super  tirum  cohcerentem  mihi. 
"What  are  these  wounds  in  the  midst  of  Thy 
hands?  And  He  will  say:  With  these  I  was 
wounded  in  the  house  of  them  that  loved  Me. 
Awake,  O  sword,  against  My  shepherd,  and  against 
the  man  that  cleaveth  to  3Ie."ff 

The  Antiphons  of  the  next  nocturn  carry  out  the 
same  images.  Quasi  absconditus  vultus  ejus,  et 
despectus;  unde  nee  reputavimus  eum.  "His  look 
was,  as  it  were,  hidden  and  despised  ;  whereupon 
we  esteemed  Him  not."# 

Omnes  videntes  me  deriserun  tme,  locuti  sunt  labiit, 
etmoverunt  caput.  "All  that  see  Me  laugh  Me  to 
scorn  ;  they  shoot  out  the  lip  and  wag  the  head."  £§ 

The  Lessons  taken  from  the  sermon  of  St.  Am- 
brose on  the  Holy  Winding  Sheet,  are  full  of  those 
poetic  beauties  which  the  Fathers  did  not  hesitate 
to  use  in  speaking  of  the  Feasts  of  the  Church  and 
of  the  mysteries  of  religion.  Every  circumstance 
is  noted  which  can  move  the  heart,  kindle  the  im- 
agination, excite  to  fervor  of  devotion.  The  ver- 
sicles and  responses,  too,  are  of  great  beanty.  R. 
0  admirabilis  Sindan!  In  qua  involutu*  est  the- 
saurus noster,  redemptio  captivorum.  V.  Gaudet 
totus  mundus  qui  redemptus  est  sanguine  Domini 
sui.  "O  admirable  Winding  Sheet!  in  which  is 
wrapped  our  Treasure,  Price  of  our  Redemption." 
Then,  by  a  transition  peculiar  to  those  who  treat 
universal  themes  in  the  spirit  of  the  universal 
Church,  we  pass  from  that  scene  on  Good  Friday, 
beneath  the  Cross  on  Calvary,  to  the  tent  of  Jacob, 
in  Canaan;  and  again,  from  Moses,  the  first  law- 
giver, to  Peter,  the  first  vicegerent  of  the  Divine 
Source  of  the  New  Law.  Tulerunt  tunieam  Joseph 
fratres  ejus,  et  in  sanguine  Tuedi,  quern  occiderant, 
tinxerunt,  mittentes  qui  ferrent  ad  patrem,  et  dice- 
rent:  Hanc  intenimus;  vide  num.  tunica  flii  tui  sit, 
an  non  f  Quam  eum  agnovisset  pater,  ait :  Tunica 
flii  mei  est;  fera  pessima  devorant  eum.  "  Joseph's 


Is.,  liii,  2,  4,  6. 


f  Zach.,  xiii,  6,  7. 
§  Ps.xii,  8. 


Is., liii, 3. 
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brethren  took  his  coat  and  dipped  it  in  the  blood 
of  a  kid  which  they  had  killed ;  sending  some  one 
to  carry  it  to  their  father,  and  to  say:  This  have 
we  found ;  see  whether  it  be  thy  son's  coat  or  not. 
And  the  father  knowing  it  said:  It  is  my  son's 
coat,  a  wild  beast  hath  eaten  him."  *  Christus 
passus  est  pro  nobis,  wbis  rdinquens  exemplum,  ut  se- 
quamini  vestigia  ejus :  Qui  peccatum  non  fecit,  nee  in- 
ventus  est  dolus  in  ore  ejus.  V.  Qui  cum  maledicerctur, 
non  maledicebat ;  cum  pateretur,  non  comminabatur. 
"  Christ  suffered  for  us,  leaving  you  an  example 
that  you  should  follow  in  His  steps.  Who  did  no 
sin,  neither  was  guile  found  in  His  mouth.  Who, 
when  He  was  reviled  did  not  revile;  when  He 
suffered  He  threatened  not,  but  delivered  Himself 
to  him  who  judged  Him  unjustly."! 

The  Antiphons  for  the  succeeding  nocturn  are 
taken  from  the  Matin  Psalms  for  Holy  Saturday; 
and  the  imagination  would  follow  them  to  the 
sealed  tomb,  in  which  no  man  had  ever  lain,  even 
if  we  did  not  remember  their  place  in  the  Office  of 
that  day.  Caro  mea  requiescet  in  spe,  quia  non  dabit 
sanctum  tuum  videre  corruptionem.  "  My  flesh 
shall  rest  in  hope,  because  Thou  wilt  not  give 
Thy  Holy  One  to  see  corruption."  §  Factus  sum 
sicut  homo  sine  adjutorio,  inter  mortuos  liber.  "I 
am  become  as  a  man  without  help,  free  among  the 
dead."  | 

The  narrative  upon  which  Venerable  Bede, 
grounds  his  homily  is  taken  from  St.  Luke's  Gos- 
pel, "And  when  evening  was  now  come,  (be- 
cause it  was  the  Parasceve,  that  is,  the  day  before 
the  Sabbath),  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  a  noble  coun- 
cillor, who  was  also  himself  looking  for  the  king- 
dom of  God,  came,  and  went  in  boldly  to  Pilate, 
and  begged  the  Body  of  Jesus.  But  Pilate  won- 
dered that  He  should  be  already  dead.  And,  send- 
ing for  the  centurion,  he  asked  him  if  He  were  al- 
ready dead.  And  when  he  learned  it  from  the 
centurion,  he  gave  the  body  to  Joseph.  And  Jo- 
seph, having  bought  fine  linen,  and  taken  Him 
down,  wrapped  Him  up  in  the  fine  linen,  and  laid 
Him  in  a  sepulchre  which  was  hewn  out  of  a 
rock,  and  he  rolled  a  stone  to  the  door  of  the 
sepulchre." 

Were  our  erudition  equal  to  our  good  will,  not 
one  of  Venerable  Bede's  Homilies  should  be  un- 
familiar to  the  English  reader.  He  loved  his 
mother  tongue — the  rude  Anglo-Saxon,  though  it 
was,  of  the  eighth  century.  He  preached  in  this 
vulgar  tongue  to  the  Anglo-Saxon  of  his  day  and 
of  his  neighborhood.  To  the  formation  of  this 
language,  he  brought  the  lore  of  the  Greek  as  well 


*  Gen.  xxxvii,  31,  32,  38. 

t  1  Peter,  ii,  21,22,23. 

I  Ps.  xv,  9, 10.  §  Ps.,  Ixxxvil,  5, 6. 


as  Latin  scholar,  and  translated  the  most  neces- 
sary prayers  into  the  dialect  of  his  people,  in  or- 
der to  assist  those  priests  who  were  not  acquainted 
with  it.  For  these  reasons,  and  because  he  was 
our  own,  we  should  be  glad  to  see  his  homilies  in 
our  English  tongue.  They  have  not  the  grandeur, 
nor  beauty,  of  the  Homilies  of  St.  Ambrose  or  of 
St.  Augustine,  nor  the  eloquenec  of  St.  Chrysos- 
tom's;  but  we  still  linger  over  his  Latin  text,  to 
catch  the  words  fresh  from  the  heart  of  the  sim- 
ple-minded Anglo-Saxon  monk  and  scholar,  who 
had  neither  gold  nor  silver  to  leave  behind  him, 
but  was  still  humble  enough  not  to  be  ashamed 
to  give  of  his  little  valuables — such  as  pepper  and 
incense — to  his  friends;  and  who  died  repeating 
the  Gloria  Patri. 

The  versicles  and  responses  following  the  homily, 
and  even  the  antiphons  for  Lauds,  ring  their  melo- 
dious changes  on  the  story  of  the  Winding  Sheet, 
as  told  in  the  Gospel ;  and  then  the  Capitulum  re- 
peats the  opening  sentence  bylsaias:  "Who  is 
this  that  cometh  from  Edom,  with  dyed  garments 
from  Bosra,  this  beautiful  one  in  his  robe,  walking 
in  the  greatness  of  his  strength  ?  I  that  speak  jus- 
tice and  am  a  defender  to  save."  To  which  suc- 
ceed the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  hymns  belonging 
to  this  Office : 

«Tes»,  dulcls  amor  meus, 

which  we  quote  entire,  without  any  fear  of  fatigu- 
ing our  readers ;  for,  even  when  not  a  close  trans- 
lation, it  has  the  charm  of  an  original  composition. 

"  Jesu  !  as  though  Thyself  wert  here, 
I  draw  in  trembling  sorrow  near; 
And  hanging  o'er  Thy  Form  Divine 
Kneel  down  to  kiss  these  Wounds  of  Thine. 

Ah  me,  how  naked  art  Thou  laid  I 
Blood-stain'd,  distended,  cold  and  dead ! 
Joy  of  my  soul — my  Saviour  sweet, 
Upon  this  sacred  Winding  Sheet ! 

Hail,  awful  brow  !  hail,  thorny  wreath  I 
Hail,  countenance  now  pale  in  death! 
Whose  glance  but  late  so  brightly  blazed, 
That  Angels  trembled  as  they  gazed. 

And  hail  to  thee,  my  Saviour's  side; 
And  hail  to  thee,  thou  wound  so  wide; 
Thou  wound,  more  ruddy  than  the  rose, 
True  antidote  of  all  our  woes! 

Oh,  by  those  sacred  hands  and  feet, 
For  me  so  mangled!  I  entreat, 
My  Jesu,  turn  me  not  away, 
But  let  me  here  forever  stay."  * 

The  Collect  for  the  Feast  may  be  said  to  close 
the  Office  as  we  are  considering  it. 
Deus,  qui  nobiz  in  sancta  Sindone,  qua  corpu*. 


*  Caswall,  Lyra  Catholica,  pp.  128,  9. 
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tuum  sacratissimum  e  Cruce  depositum  a  Joseph  in~ 
volutumfuit,Passionis  tuce  vestigia  reliquisti:  con- 
cede propitius,  ut  per  mortem  et  sepulturam  tuam  ad 
resurrectionis  gloriam  perducamur.  "O  God,  who, 
in  the  holy  linen  in  which  Thy  most  Sacred  Body 
was  wrapped  by  Joseph,  when  it  was  taken  down 
from  the  Cross,  hast  left  us  a  memorial  of  Thy 
Passion,  mercifully  grant,  that,  by  Thy  death  and 
burial,  we  may  be  brought  to  the  glory  of  Thy 
resurrection."  * 


*  Missal  for  the  Laity. 


The  Precept  of  Fasting. 

It  is  now  the  season  when  every  true  Christian 
attentive  to  the  salutary  admonitions  which  the 
Church  addresses  to  us,  will  seek  a  closer  union 
with  God  by  contemplating  the  Passion  and  Death 
of  our  Blessed  Redeemer,  and  a  greater  detach- 
ment from  the  world,  by  means  of  meditation,  fast- 
ing, and  fervent  prayer.  There  is  no  time  when 
the  true  children  of  the  Church  may  be  better 
known,  or  when  nominal  Catholics  feel  more  sensi- 
bly that  they  have  not  her  spirit,  and,  consequently, 
are  not  of  her,  than  in  times  of  public  penance, 
Lent  especially.  It  is  a  time  when  God  seems  to 
call  upon  all  to  declare  for  or  against  Him,  to 
choose  between  the  world  with  its  allurements  and 
delights,  and  heaven  which  can  only  be  gained  by 
the  cross.  There  is  no  middle  course.  He  has 
said :  "  He  that  is  not  with  Me  is  against  Me,"  and, 
to  His  true  followers:  "  You  are  not  of  this  world." 
The  distinguishing  mark  of  a  faithful  soul  is 
fidelity  to  the  Commandments  of  God  and  the 
Church.  "  If  you  love  Me,  keep  My  Commandments^ 
Though  the  command  to  fast  may  seem  small  in 
itself,  nevertheless,  like  the  prohibition  given  to 
our  first  parents,  it  is  great  if  we  consider  whence 
it  comes;  and  the  saints  teach  us  that  the  faithful 
observance  of  the  smallest  precept  is  a  mark  of 
great  love. 

Fasting,  as  one  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church  has 
beautifully  said,  is  the  food  of  Angels;  it  was  be- 
gun in  Paradise,  and  we  have  only  to  open  the  Sa- 
cred Volume  to  find  that  its  practice  was  univer- 
sal with  the  saints  and  prophets  of  the  Old  Law. 
St.  John  the  Baptist,  who  announced  a  new  era  to 
the  world  in  the  coming  of  Christ,  likewise  fasted, 
and  called  upon  the  degenerate  Jews  to  do  pen- 
ance. Our  Blessed  Lord  fasted, — not  for  Himself, 
but  for  us  and  for  our  instruction;  and  to  com- 
memorate it  we  have  the  fast  of  Lent,  which  was 
instituted  by  the  Apostles,  and  most  strictly  ob- 
served by  the  early  Christians,  as  the  writings  of 
St.  Basil,  St.  Gregory,  St.  Augustin  and  Tertullian 
abundantly  prove. 


We  are  preparing  to  celebrate  worthily  the  great 
Feast  of  Easter,  when  we  hope  to  rise  with  Christ  to 
a  newer,  holier,  higher,  and  better  life.  The 
Church  bids  us  fast,  that  our  prayers  may*  be  more 
efficacious.  "  A  good  thing  is  prayer  with  fasting." 
(Tob.  xii,  8.,)  She  reminds  us,  too,  how  God  has 
blessed  it.  After  Moses  had  fasted,  the  Lord  God 
passed,  with  gracious  proclamation,  before  him; 
when  Elias  had  fasted,  God  chose  that  time  for 
coming  to  His  servant;  and,  finally,  when  Christ 
our  Lord  had  fasted,  then  angels  ministered  to  Him. 
Let  us  take  courage,  then,  and  persevere  in  the  prac- 
tice of  fasting,  so  essential  to  the  spiritual  life,  prov- 
ing ourselves  children  of  God  by  the  faithful  ob- 
servance of  the  precepts  of  His  Church. 


The  Manner  of  Receiving  Holy  Communion. 

It  is  often  remarked  by  priests,  that  many  per- 
sons are  so  ignorant,  or  forgetful,  of  the  way  in 
which  they  should  receive  Holy  Communion,  that 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  often  exposed  to  the 
danger  of  falling,  or  of  being  otherwise  treated 
irreverently.  Some  persons,  in  receiving  Holy 
Communion,  hardly  open  their  mouth;  others 
hold  their  head  so  low,  that  the  hand  of  the  priest 
cannot  reach  them ;  others,  again,  withdraw  their 
tongue  before  the  Sacred  Host  has  been  safely 
placed  upon  it.  It  is  plain  to  see  how  many  indig- 
nities the  Blessed  Sacrament  may  thus  receive,  and 
what  anxiety  and  pain  is  caused  to  those  who 
dispense  It!  What  has  been  said  is  not  to  be  re- 
stricted to  those  whoreceive  Holy  Communion  but 
seldom.  It  often  happens  that  those  who  commu- 
nicate most  frequently  are  most  negligent.  St. 
Francis  of  Sales  in  his  instructions  for  Holy 
Communion  gives  the  rule,  whose  observance  he 
strictly  enforced  and  which  many  persons  would 
do  well  to  remember:  "Cease  to  move  your  head 
or  your  lips,  to  pray  or  to  sigh,  but  open  your  mouth 
gently  and  moderately,  so  that  the  priest  can  see 
what  he  is  doing." 


Is  it  not  sad  to  hear  people  givjng  such  a  reason 
as  this  for  not  fasting  or  abstaining,— because 
they  fed  it?  Surely,  they  forget  that  the  very 
aim  of  fasting  and  abstinence  is  to  make  these 
bodies  of  sin  suffer.  And  what  will  they  answer 
on  the  Day  of  Judgment  when  our  Saviour  will 
show  them  how  the  very  Turks,  the  disciples  of  a 
gross  and  sensual  religion,  had  the  courage  to  ob- 
serve, every  year,  long  and  severe  fasts  ''.—Lit.  Tear. 


HOLY  COMMUNION  preserves  us  from  mortal  sin 
and  is  an  antidote  by  which  we  are  freed  from 
daily  faults. — Council  of  Trent. 


•Ave  Maria* 


137 


The   Journey   of  Mary  from   Nazareth   to 
Bethlehem  a  Way  of  the  Cross. 

BY  F.  L. 

The  words  of  holy  Job,  "  Man  born  of  woman  is 
of  few  days  and  full  of  sorrow,"  are  distasteful  to 
human  nature.  The  heart  of  man  naturally  craves 
after  joy  and  happiness.  Even  after  he  has  learned 
to  take  up  his  cross,  or  at  least  the  necesssity  of 
doing  so,  he  cannot  stifle  the  feelings  of  nature.  He 
may  read  of  a  St.  Francis  Xavier  crying  out  at  the 
vision  of  his  future  sufferings :  "  Yet  more,  O  Lord, 
yet  more,"  and  acknowledge  that  the  Saint  had 
the  spirit  of  the  Gospel.  But  nature  is  strong  within 
him,  and  he  longs  to  lose  sight  of  the  cross,  from 
time  to  time,  and  repose  a  little.  Especially  would 
he  do  so,  as  the  recurring  feasts  mark  the  special 
mercies  of  God  to  man,  and  seem  naturally  to  call 
forth  a  joyful  gratitude.  But  he  is  prone  to  mis- 
take the  spirit  of  the  Church,  and  forget  that  if  the 
sacred  writings  bid  him  "rejoice  in  the  Lord  al- 
ways," they  also  tell  him  that  "  anyone  who  will 
live  piously  in  Christ  Jesus  must  suffer  persecu- 
tion ; "  and  "  whom  the  Lord  loveth  He  chasteneth." 
The  feasts  of  the  Church  are,  indeed,  seasons  of  re- 
joicing,  but  not  according  to  the  spirit  of  the  world. 
Easter,  Pentecost,  the  Assumption,  All-Saints,  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  carry  the  mind  beyond 
the  scenes  of  earth,  and  invite  the  child  of  God  to 
taste  of  a  joy  more  than  earthly.  But  man  would 
fain  place  Christmas  above  all  the  rest,  not  because 
childhood's  recollections  of  it  are  more  pleasing,  I 
but  because  instruction  has  expanded  his  intellect 
and  taught  him  to  measure  its  dignity  by  other 
rules.  Christmas  is  a  season  of  purest  joy  to  us ;  it 
is  so  to  the  entire  Christian  family.  "Was  it  a  season 
of  joy  to  Mary,  who  was  the  principal  actor  in  its 
hallowed  scenes  ?  Undoubtedly  it  was.  Were  those 
joys  unalloyed  with  sorrow?  In  our  meditations 
before  the  Crib  of  Bethlehem -we  sometimes  think 
they  were.  We  indeed  acknowledge  that  a  degree 
of  suffering  must  have  been  caused  by  the  inclem- 
ency of  the  season  and  the  ingratitude  of  the  people. 
But  these  we  regard  as  accidental,  and  more  than 
compensated  for  by  the  joys  of  motherhood  and 
the  consciousness  of  the  dignity  of  the  new-born 
Babe. 

The  edict  of  the  Roman  Emperor,  commanding 
the  enrollment,  was  issued  at  a  time  when  the 
storms  of  winter  must  be  encountered  by  the  trav- 
eller; and  the  ingratitude  of  the  people  can  be  ex- 
cused on  the  ground  that  many  had  already  come 
on  the  same  errand  as  Joseph  and  Mary,  and  were 
lodged  with  their  friends  or  in  the  inn,  while  the 
holy  couple  were  strangers  in  the  city;  whose 
dignity  in  the  sight  of  angels  the  people  could  not 


have  the  means  of  knowing.  If  our  dying  Saviour 
could  ask  the  pardon  of  His  executioners  because 
they  knew  not  what  they  did,  much  more  could  the 
same  plea  be  urged  in  favor  of  the  people  of  Beth- 
lehem. These  considerations  show  the  sufferings 
of  the  holy  couple  to  have  been  purely  accidental 
in  the  sight  of  men,  although  in  the  designs  of  God 
they  were  a  part  of  what  made  our  Divine  Saviour 
the  Man  of  sorrows,  and  His  Blessed  Mother  the 
Queen  of  Martyrs. 

But  did  not  Mary  find  in  the  knowledge  of  the 
dignity  of  the  Child  to  whom  she  was  soon  to  give 
birth  a  source  of  joy  ?  She  did ;  for  she  shared  in 
all  the  joys  of  motherhood  in  an  eminent  degree. 
But  a  deeper  consideration  of  Mary  forces  upon 
us  the  conviction  that  for  her  Calvary  was  not 
only  looming  up  in  the  distance  but  was  actually 
present.  This  did  not,  however,  diminish  her  joys, 
but  purified  and  elevated  them.  Mary  rejoiced  in 
the  midst  of  her  sorrows.  Two  fountains  were 
always  open  to  her;  the  consciousness  that  all  was 
being  accomplished  for  the  honor  and  glory  of 
God  and  according  to  His  Holy  Will,  which  her 
seraphic  love  of  Him  turned  into  a  fountain  of 
purest  joy;  the  other  arose  from  the  reflection  that 
man  was  thereby  benefilted,  and  she  rejoiced 
thereat  because  she  loved  him,  and  was  willing  to 
suffer,  and  see  her  Jesus,  even  in  His  infancy,  suf. 
fer  in  the  accomplishment  of  a  work  she  knew  to 
be  so  dear  to  the  heart  of  God. 

Mary  suffered  most  acutely  during  her  journey ; 
and  the  least  part  of  her  sufferings  were  the  in- 
clemency of  the  season  and  the  ingratitude  of  the 
people,  The  source  of  her  true  sorrow  was  her 
supereminent  dignity.  She  could  not  be  the  Mother 
of  Christ  without  at  the  same  time  being  the  Mother 
of  sorrow.  Let  us  accompany  our  dear  Mother 
on  her  journey  from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem,  and 
reverently  try  to  read  the  workings  of  her  mind. 
We  shall  there  find  much  the  existence  of  which 
we  never  suspected.  Those  who  are  familiar  with 
Sacred  History  and  the  geography  of  the  Holy 
Land,  know  that  her  path  lay  through  a  country 
every  part  of  which  was  replete  with  historic  re- 
collections, and  had  at  some  period  heen  the  scene 
of  the  prevarications  and  idolatry  of  the  Jewish 
people.  Her  knowledge  of  the  Scriptures  enabled 
her  to  recall  the  sins  committed  in  the  different 
places  through  which  she  passed,  and  the  misery 
they  brought  upon  the  unfaithful  people.  Here 
an  idol  had  been  erected,  and  sacrifices  were  of- 
fered to  the  gods  of  the  surrounding  nations, 
There,  an  idolatrous  king  had  heen  the  first  to  lead 
the  people  away  from  the  worship  of  God.  Even 
Solomon,  who  built  a  magnificent  temple  to  the 
true  God,  afterwards  erected  others  to  gods  of 
wood  and  stone.  At  one  place  priests  had  been 
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put  to  death  for  their  fidelity  to  God,  and  at  another 
ruins  appeared  of  a  city  laid  waste  by  an  invading 
army,  which  God  had  sent  to  punish  the  sinsof  His 
rebellious  people.  Every  spot,  in  a  word,  that 
met  the  eye  of  Mary  was  marked  in  some  way  by 
the  effects  of  sin.  The  Holy  City  itself,  the  spot 
chosen  by  God  as  His  dwelling  place  upon  earth, 
was  also  the  place  where  He  was  most  insulted  by 
His  chosen  people. 

Its  distant  towers  at  length  broke  upon  the  view 
of  Mary,  and  the  memory  of  her  childhood  spent 
within  its  sanctuarjr  filled  the  heart  of  Our  Lady. 
The  many  special  graces  that  marked  the  years 
spent  under  the  roof  of  the  Temple  started  up  in 
her  mind;  why  God  had  thus  early  drawn  her  to 
Himself,  the  reason  of  which  was  then  unknown, 
but  had  since  been  disclosed  to  her,  and  many  other 
reflections  led  her  to  consider  the  dealings  of  God 
with  man  and  man's  continued  ingratitude.  The 
magnitude  of  man's  indebtedness  to  the  Creator  ap- 
pear to  her  as  it  had  never  before  appeared  to 
created  intelligence.  Was  this  immense  debt  to 
remain  forever  unpaid?  Was  it  never  to  be  re- 
mitted? She  knew  full  well  that  it  was  not 
in  the  power  of  man  to  cancel  it.  Was  man  to 
remain  forever  the  enemy  of  God?  The  jus- 
tice, and  the  mercy  of  God  alike  forbid  that  atone- 
ment should  not  be  made  to  Him.  She  knew  it 
must  be  paid  even  to  the  last  farthing;  and  if  earth 
cannot  supply  the  victim  it  must  come  from 
heaven.  If  a  finite  creature  is  incapable  of  dis- 
charging the  heavy  debt,  an  infinite,  increated  Be- 
ing must  supply  his  place;  and  is  not  that  Victim 
of  infinite  value  now  reposing  in  the  womb  of 
Mary  ?  humbled  to  the  lowest  depths  to  cure  the 
pride  of  man;  the  Creator  subject  to  the  creature 
to  atone  for  the  creature's  rebellions  against 
the  Creator?  Yes,  dearest  Mother;  and  in  this 
thou  dost  behold,  without  the  prophetic  words  of 
Simeon,  the  sword  of  sorrow  that  even  now  pierces 
thy  inmost  soul. 

Do  you  wonder  longer,  kind  reader,  that  we  have 
said  that  what  we  usually  regard  as  the  sufferings 
of  Mary  during  her  journey  from  Nazareth  to 
Bethlehem  were  the  least  of  her  trials,  and  served 
rather  to  distract  her  from  a  deeper  grief  than  in- 
crease  its  poignancy?  From  the  moment  of  the 
Annunciation,  Mary  was  the  Mother  of  sorrows. 
When  she  laid  her  new-born  Infant  on  the  straw 
in  the  crib,  she  might  well  imagine  it  the  Cross  of 
Calvary;  for  to  Him  whom  she  laid  there  the 
past  and  the  future  are  alike  present. 

Reflections  such  as  these  are  not  unsuited  to  the 
Feast  of  Christmas.  Our  joy  at  the  birth  of  Christ 
arises  from  the  consoling  truth  that  He  is  our  Re- 
deemer; and  our  love  for  Mary  is  based  upon  the 
fact  that  she  is  His  Mother.  Our  Love  for  both 


feeds  on  the  immense  gift  that  we  have  received 
from  them,  and  our  adoration  and  veneration  are 
enhanced  by  feelings  of  gratitude.  But  the  mo- 
meut  we  picture  Mary  to  our  imagination  divested 
of  sorrow,  that  moment  we  do  violence  to  her  true 
character  and  sever  one  of  the  strongest  ties  that 
unite  our  hearts  to  hers. 


Approbation  of  Right  Rev.  Thomas  F.  Hen 
dricken,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Providence. 

The  "AvE  MARIA"  deserves  the  kindest  recep- 
tion from  the  Clergy  and  laity.    No  more  choice 
reading  can  be  found  in  any  Catholic  periodical. 
•f.  THOMAS  F.   HEXDRICKEN, 

BISHOP  OF  PROVIDENCE. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— We  are  glad  to  hear  that  Father  Toner  will  pay 
Indiana  a  visit  this  coming  spring. 

— According  to  the  Liberia,  the  next  Consistory  will 
be  held  in  March,  at  which  nine  new  Cardinals  will  be 
created. 

— It  is  with  regret  that  we  learn  the  death  of  the 
famous  Dom  Queranger,  Abbot  of  Solesmes.  A  notice 
of  his  life  will  appear  in  our  next  issue. 

— There  are  now  twenty-six  vacant  Episcopal  Sees 
in  Spain.  The  accession  of  Alfonso  will  be  followed 
by  appointments  to  these  vacant  plaees. 

— The  German  Catholics  have  determined  to  run  the 
Bishop  of  Paderborn  for  Parliament,  from  Brilon,  West- 
phalia.  The  Bishop  was  still  in  prison  at  last  accounts. 

— The  Reverend  Alford  Newdegate,  Rector  of  Kirck- 
Hallam  (England),  has  declared  publicly  his  abandon- 
ment of  his  benefice  in  order  to  enter  the  Catholic 
Church. 

— The  German  poet,  George  Dyhorrn,  member  of  an 
ancient  and  illustrious  family  of  the  Duchy  of  Gueldre, 
has  entered  the  Catholic  Church.  He  abjured  Protes- 
tantism on  the  Feast  of  the  Epiphany. 

— The  Boston  Pilot  states  that  the  Pope  has  raised 
the  Dioceses  of  Boston,  Philadelphia,  Milwaukee,  and 
Santa  Fe"  to  the  dignity  of  Archdioceses,  and  their  re- 
spective Bishops  to  that  of  Archbishops. 

— The  Bishop  of  Strasburg,  Germany,  having  issued 
a  pastoral  to  his  clergy,  in  which  he  alleges  that  the 
Church  is  persecuted,  the  German  authorities  have 
seized  the  copies  and  forbidden  the  promulgation  of 
the  document. 

—The  Bishop  of  Salford,  Right  Rev.  Herbert 
Vnughan,  has  ordered  his  clergy  to  refuse  absolution 
to  Mr.  Henry  Petre,  unless  he  makes  a  formal  declara- 
tion that  he  accepts  ex  corde  the  dogmas  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception  and  Papal  Infallibility. 

— Bishop  Reinkens  (Old  Catholic)  has  succeeded 
in  driving  two  hundred  faithful  Catholic  students  from 
the  University  of  Bonn.  He  entered  and  they  left,  as 
St.  John,  the  Apostle  of  Charity,  left  the  baths  at 
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Ephesus  when  a  teacher  of  heresy  was  known  to  be 
under  the  same  roof. 

— A  deputation  of  French  priests  have  presented  to 
our  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  IX,  addresses  from  190mis- 
sionary  Bishops  and  three  million  (3,000,000)  Catholics, 
begging  him  to  consecrate  the  Universal  Church  to 
the  Most  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  The  petitions  are  in- 
closed in  thirty  magnificently  bound  volumes. 

— According  to  a  current  rumor,  the  Golden  Rose, 
blessed  by  the  Pope  on  Lcetare  Sunday,  will  be  pre- 
sented this  year  to  the  Queen-Mother  of  Bavaria,  lately 
converted  to  Catholicity.  This  report  has  produced  a 
very  lively  sensation  in  Berlin,  where  all  minds  follow, 
with  marked  attention,  the  contest  between  Prince 
Bismark  and  the  Vatican. 

— The  priest  Schnieder,  whose  arrest  caused  the  first 
blood  to  flow,  has  just  been  sentenced  to  exile  from 
the  whole  of  the  German  territory.  His  paternal  Gov- 
ernment, however,  gives  him  permission  to  remain  in 
his  Fatherland  until  his  term  of  imprisonment  has  ex- 
pired. He  will  have  the  delight  of  inhabiting  a  tiny 
spot  of  German  soil  for  five  months  longer,  but  com- 
panionship in  this  pleasure  in  denied  him,  and  he  is 
kept  in  rigorous  solitary  confinement. 

— We  cannot  pass  over  in  silence  the  audience 
granted  on  the  6th  of  January  to  the  representatives 
of  the  hundred  cities  of  Italy.  They  presented,  with 
the  homages  of  the  Italian  Catholics,  an  offering  of 
one  hundred  thousand  francs.  This  sum  appears  very 
considerable  when  we  reflect  on  the  great  misery  into 
which  the  Revolution  has  plunged  the  Italian  people; 
it  bears  witness  to  the  affection  and  devotion  of  Italy 
towards  the  Sovereign  Pontiff. — Semaine  Reliqieuse. 

— The  Holy  Father,  on  the  3rd  of  January,  gave  au- 
dience to  the  pupils  of  the  Tata  Giovanni  Hospital,  ac- 
companied by  their  superiors.  The  Pope,  on  the  6th 
of  January,  received,  in  the  Hall  of  Consistory,  a  depu- 
tation of  over  400  representatives  of  the  youth  of  Italy, 
who  brought  an  offering  of  over  100,000  lire,  collected 
from  various  parts  of  the  kingdom.  Their  address  was 
read  by  Commendatore  Giovanni  Aquaderni.  A  depu- 
tation of  Irish  Catholics,  resident  in  Rome,  was  received 
in  audience  by  his  Holiness,  on  Sunday,  the  10th  of 
January. 

— All  eyes,  at  thepresent  time,  are  turned  towards 
Spain.  The  new  king  wrote  to  the  Holy  Father  a 
letter  animated  with  the  most  Christian  sentiments 
and  full  of  the  best  promises.  It  ended  by  asking  the 
Papal  Benediction.  Pius  IX,  as  is  well  known,  is  his 
God-father.  "I  cannot  refuse  to  bless  my  God-child," 
he  said,  "  but,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  it  is  a  political 
blessing  he  desires,  and  the  Pope  gives  but  Apostolic 
blessings."  Thus  showing  that  his  mission  is  to  care 
for  the  salvation  of  souls  and  not  to  interfere  in  the 
differences  which  divide  Sovereign  and  people;  and 
the  world  knows  how  faithfully  Pius  IX  has  fulfilled 
his  duty. 

— The  New  Tear  has  opened  with  new  persecution 
of  the  Catholics  in  Germany.  Bishop  Martin,  of  Pa- 
derborn,  has  shared  the  fate  of  Archbishop  Ledochow- 
ski,  and  has  been  deposed  from  his  See  by  the  Govern- 
ment, and,  in  consequence,  numberless  priests  in  the 


Westphalian  diocese  will  be  persecuted,  as  they  are  in 
Posen,  because  they  cannot  conscientiously  obey  the 
administrators  appointed  by  Government,  but  must 
remain  true  to  their  rightful  superior.  The  sentence 
in  force  against  the  Bishop  is  imprisonment  for  two 
years,  seven  months,  and  five  days.  The  rest  of  the 
sentence  was  annulled  on  account  of  the  sale  of  his 
furniture  and  other  effects,  and  on  account  of  his  being 
incarcerated  nearly  a  year. 

— Pius  IX  is  the  only  Pope  whom  God  has  permitted 
to  celebrate  two  Jubilees.  That  of  1850  he  celebrated 
in  the  midst  of  revolutionary  contradictions;  he  opens 
that  of  1875  in  the  midst  of  still  greater  trials  and  afflic- 
tions. But  who  knows  how  he  will  close  it:— that  he 
will  not  close  it  in  triumph  and  peace.  Pius  IX  is 
above  all  noise  and  agitation;  he  pities  those  political 
sectaries  who  occupy  themselves  about  the  future  Con- 
'clave.  Everythinglongsince  has  been  arranged,  in  the 
event,  which  may  God  keep  far  away,  of  such  a  loss  to 
the  Church,  and  the  projects  of  Bismark,  his  intrigues, 
his  foolish  pretensions,  will  fail.  Without  desiring  the 
death  of  so  great  a  sinner,  we  may  certainly  ask  of 
God  that  Pius  IX  survive  him,  and  the  Christian  world 
will  ask  it  with  us.—  Semaine  Belifjieuse. 

— On  Monday,  10th  ult.,  an  Irish  deputation  was  re- 
ceived by  his  Holiness  the  Pope.  The  Rector  of  the 
Irish  College  in  Rome,  Monsignor  Kirby,  read  the  ad- 
dress, which  conveyed  the  expression  of  Ireland's  de- 
votion to  the  Faith,  and  to  the  person  of  his  Holiness. 
His  Holiness,  we  are  told,  in  reply  highly  lauded  the 
fidelity  of  the  Irish  people,  and  gave  his  blessing  to  the 
deputation.  He,  moreover,  requested  the  deputation 
to  tell  those  whom  it  represented  that  if  they  enter- 
tained a  warm  affection  for  the  common  Father  of  the 
Faithful  he  loved  them  no  less  dearly  in  return.  Al- 
though the -sentiments  which  the  Catholics  of  Ireland 
and  the  Holy  Father  entertain  for  one  another  have 
always  been  quite  notorious  to  the  world,  it  is  well  to 
have  them  thus  solemnly  exchanged  at  times. 

— Bernard  Canon  Ives,  writing  to  the  London  Tablet, 
suggests  that  it  is  about  time  to  strip  the  so-called 
''Old-Catholics"  of  their  stolen  name: 

"I  have  long  hoped  to  see  some  name  suggested 
which  would  be  a  fit  appellation  for  von  Dollinger  and 
his  followers,  instead  of  the  venerable  name  of 
'Old-Catholics'  which  they  have  so  audaciously  as- 
sumed. I  think  the  remedy  Is,  to  some  extent,  in  our 
own  hands,  if  we  resolve  never  to  apply  the  word  '  Old- 
Catholics'  to  those  unfortunate  people.  But,  then, 
what  shall  we  call  them  ?  In  reply  to  this  I  submit 
the  following  suggestion:  As  the  primary  error  of 
Dollinger  and  his  followers,  is,  refusing  to  believe  that 
the  Pope  is  infallible;  as,  in  other  words,  they  say  that 
he  is  liable  to  err  even  in  matters  of  faith,  etc.,  and, 
therefore,  that  he  is  fallible,  why  not  brand  them  at 
once  with  their  own  heresy  and  call  them  '  The  Fal- 
libles!"' 

— The  following  communication  has  been  sent  from 
Rome  to  The  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart^ 
"  It  will  be  joyful  news  for  the  friends 
Heart,  to  learn  that  of  late  the  Holy  Fatl 
clares  himself  more  disposed  to  consecr 
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the  entire  world  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  To  our  own 
knowledge  he  has  already  been  pleased  to  receive  a 
dissertation  on  the  subject. 

"It  is  to  be  remarked  that  this  disposition  of  Pius 
IX,  manifested  itself  precisely  during  the  octave,  when 
the  Church  militant  was  pouring  forth  her  most  ar- 
dent supplication,  to  the  saints  triumphant  in  heaven, 
in  order  to  obtain,  from  the  Divine  mercy,  the  libera- 
tion of  the  members  of  the  Church  suffering. 

"Let  us  earnestly  recommend  to  them  the  special 
petition,  now  being  presented  by  the  Bishops  through- 
out the  world,  who,  by  the  precision  of  their  conclu- 
sions, and  the  influence  which  they  exert,  will  add  a 
decisive  weight  to  the  supplications  made  to  the  Holy 
See  by  the  simple  faithful  " 

— FATHER  TONBK'S  LECTURE.—  Father  Toner  lectured 
at  Horticultural  Hall,  as  announced,  on  Thursday 
even  ing  last,  February  4th,  on  "The  Poets  and  Poetry  of 
Ireland,  "for  the  benefit  of  the  Church  at  Media.  The 
lecturer,  who  was  introduced  by  Rev.  Francis  Sharkey, 
in  an  appropriate  address,  gave  many  well-known  se- 
lections from  the  Poets  of  Ireland,  accompanying  the 
recitations  by  explanations  both  historical  and  critical. 
Amongst  many  pieces,  Denis  Florence  McCarthy's 
poem  on  "  The  Dedication  of  Ireland  to  the  Sacred 
Heart,"  "O  Mary  Queen  of  Mercy,''  by  the  same  gifted 
author,  "My  Land,"  by  Thomas  Davis,  and  several 
poems,  both  patriotic  and  religious,  by  T.  D'Arcy 
McGee,  T.  F.  Meagher,  and  others,  as  well  as  some  of 
Moore's  gems.  The  description  of  the  massacre  at 
Wexford  Cross,  and  the  battle  of  Fontenoy,  seemed  to 
arouse  in  the  audience  their  everpresent  love  of  Ireland 
and  detestation  of  her  ruthless  oppressors.  Want  of 
space  prevents  us  from  giving  a  longer  account  of  this 
interesting  lecture,  which  was  listened  to  with  apparent 
attention,  and  was  often  interrupted  by  applause. — 
Catholic  Standard. 


Thanks  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes. 

EDITOR  OF  THE  "  AVE  MARIA  " : 

Ou  the  3Kh  of  January,  Father  Granger  sent  me, 
at  the  request  of  a  poor  man,  some  of  the  blessed 
water  of  Lourdes.  I,  at  the  same  time,  had  a  felon 
on  my  left  thumb,  tormenting  me  in  a  manner  that 
is  well  known  to  some  of  the  readers  of  the 
"  AVE  MARIA."  In  order  to  be  able  to  celebrate 
Mass  on  Sunday  for  my  flock,  I  put  off  having  it 
lanced.  Wednesday  morning,  the  thumb  was  in 
so  bad  a  condition  that  I  was  bound  to  have  it 
lanced.  I  went  to  the  doctor's  office,  but  I  did 
not  find  that  gentleman  in;  and  sol  went  home 
with  a  cold  sweat  on  my  brow.  On  coming  home, 
I  took  some  of  the  blessed  water  and  poured  it 
right  on  the  most  fiery  and  painful  place,  and 
promised  a  novena  and  a  Mass  in  honor  of  the 
Seven  Dolors;  and  behold,  forthwith  pain,  fever 
and  swelling  left  the  tlAimb,  and  allowed  me  to  go 
that  very  same  day  seven  miles  out  into  the  coun- 
iry  where  I  had  appointed  to  say  Mass  for  a  poor 


sick  man.  Whilst  I  write,  my  thumb  feels  per- 
fectly  well,  only  a  little  tender.  May  countless 
saints  and  angels  thank  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion in  the  name  of  the  unworthy  recipient  of  the 
favor. 

P.  S.  Some  time  ago,  Andrew  Connors,  a  poor  old 
man,  died  here;  he  had  a  cancer  in  his  face  for 
two  years:  the  first  year  he  suffered  unspeakable 
pain,  and  never  slept  one  hour  during  a  whole 
year,  being  consequently  very  impatient,  to  the 
great  detriment  of  his  soul.  I  got  some  of  the 
sacred  water  of  Lourdes,  and  advised  a  novena. 
When  the  novena  was  ended,  the  man  was  as  pa- 
tient as  Job.  His  pains  had  ceased,  and  he  could 
sleep  seven  hours  every  night,  during  the  remain- 
der of  his  life  and  died  ahappy  death, perfectly  re- 
signed to  the  holy  will  of  God. 

A.  KUHLS,  Pastor  of  St.  Mary's  Church, 
Wyandotte,  Ks. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  3RD  TO  THE  10TH  OF  FEBRUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  forty-two  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  the  names  of  fifty-one  new 
Associates  have  been  enrolled;  conversion  has 
been  asked  for  twenty-four  individuals  and  three 
families;  sixty-one  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  the  prayers  of  the  Association  ;  fifty -five 
special  favors  have  been  asked,  for  various  indi. 
viduals,  two  families,  one  college,  one  parish  and 
one  important  undertaking. 

FAVOUS   OBTAINED. 

Some  of  our  Rev.  friends  give  us  the  following 
communications: 

"  Please  have  the  thanks  of  fervent  and  grateful 
hearts  offered  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  for  many  and 
special  favors.".  .  .  "Please  send  me,  also,  some  water 
of  Lourdes,  as  numbers  are  asking  me  for  it,  and  it  has, 
indeed,  wrought  wonderful  cures."  ....  "By  an  oc- 
currence, which  seems  miraculous,  in  favor  of  a  child 
threatened  with  cancer  in  the  socket  of  the  eyes,  upon 
application  of  the  water  of  Lourdes,  many  sufferers 
have  requested  me  to  obtain  some  for  them.  We  are 
not  deserving  favors  from  Heaven  in  this  place,  but  if 
we  make  bold  to  show  a  willingness  to  receive  them, 
it  must  be  only  because  the  Blessed  Mother,  the  Im- 
maculate Conception,  seems  to  make  no  distinction  of 
places  in  dispensing  her  favors."  ...  .  "In  two  cases 
a  cure  was  brought  about,  particulars  of  which  we 
will  let  your  Reverence  know  by-and-by  for  publication 
in  the  'AVE  MARIA.'" 

The  following  communications  were  received 
from  some  of  our  friends  of  the  laity. 

"Our  child  is  recovering  from  a  very  severe  illness, 
and  we  have  no  doubt  that  this  convalescence  is  much 
assisted  by  the  miraculous  water  and  the  intercession 
of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes.  The  last  vial  you  sent  ar- 


Ave  Maria. 


141 


rived  safely  and  has  done  a  great  amount  of  good. 
My  sister  in-law  was  taken  sick  Thursday  morning, 
and  the  doctors  said  it  was  congestion  of  the  brain. 
She  was  unconscious  till  Friday  afternoon;  my  sister 
mixed  some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  with  her  medicine; 
she  fell  in  to  a  quiet  sleep,  and  when  she  a  woke  she  knew 
every  person  present  in  the  room,  to  the  surprise  of  the 
doctors,  who  had  given  up  all  hopes.  Saturday  morn- 
ing,  Father  —  heard  her  confession  and  anointed  her. 
Since  then  she  has  improved  rapidly.".  .  .  .  "The  last 
blessed  water  you  sent  me  has  done  me  more  good  than 
all  the  medicine  I  have  been  taking."  .  ..."  I  used 
the  contents  of  one  vial  on  the  bite  of  a  vicious  animal 
and  thanks  to  God  and  His  blessed  Mother  the  pain 
instantly  ceased."  ....  "The  last  water  you  sent  me 
has  cured  me  of  a  catarrh  and  of  a  taint  in  my  blood. 
Mr.  J.M.,  who  was  dying  with  consumption,  took  some 
of  the  blessed  water;  it  relieved  his  pain  and  he  died  in 
peace.  I  have  been  informed  by  a  friend  of  mine  that 
he  has  been  cured  of  tubercular  consumption  by  taking 

the  holy  water  you  have  sent  him.'' "  A  little 

girl  was  very  bad  with  sore  eyes,  and  she  had  been 
doctoring  for  a  long  time.  Her  mother  was  told  that 
one  of  her  daughter's  eyes  had  to  be  taken  out.  So 
she  told  me  to  commence  the  use  of  the  blessed  water 
for  her  eye,  and  I  offered  up  a  novena  myself,  and  on 
the  ninth  day  I  received  Holy  Communion  for  that  in- 
tention.  Glory,  honor  and  praise  to  God  and  His 
Blessed  Mother,  her  eyes  got  well.  I  have  also  given 
some  to  the  uncle  of  the  little  patient.  He  was  given 
up  with  bleeding  of  the  lungs;  even  some  of  the  doe- 
tors  despaired  of  his  recovery.  I  also  made  a  novena 
and  received  Holy  Communion  for  him,  and  he  recov- 
ered."  ''After  receiving  the  Sacraments  of  Pen- 

ance  and  Holy  Communion,  I  applied  the  water  be- 
fore I  left  the  church,  upon  which  I  found  great  relief." 
OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  iu  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MR.  MARK  HYNES,  of  St.  Marie,  111.,  who 
died  September  last;  MR.  JOHN  MAGUIRE,  of  New 
Haven,  Conn. ;  SISTER  MARY  OP  ST.  JOACHIM,  of  the 
Cpnvent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Philadelphia,  Pa., 
who  died  January  27th,  aged  31  years,  of  which  she 
passed  nine  in  religion ;  also  SISTER  MARY  OF  ST. 
AGNES  CRASSEN,  of  the  same  convent,  who  died 
January  the  29th,  aged  46  years,  22  of  which  she 
spent  in  religion,  SISTERS  PETER  BYRNES  and 
BALBINA  DYER,  of  Bethlehem  Academy,  St.  John's, 
Hardin  Co.,  Ky.,  both  of  whom  died  lately; 
STEPHEN  TRACY,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who  departed 
this  life  on  tho2Gth  of  December,  1874. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Death  of  a  Life  Subscriber. 

MRS.  THOMAS  BURKE,  of  Wheeling,  W.Va.,  died  in 
that  city  on  Friday,  29th  ult.,  aged  41  years,  after  a 
severe  illness  which  she  bore  with  uufailing  patience. 


That  "  as  our  lives  are,  so  shall  our  deaths  be,"  was  ex- 
emplified in  the  last  hours  of  this  truly  good  woman, 
to  the  edification  of  all  who  had  the  good  fortune  to 
witness  them.  Calmly  confiding  her  ten  living  chil- 
dren—one a  babe— into  the  hands  of  God,  when  the 
gravity  of  her  situation  was  made  known  to  her,  she 
made  what  arrangements  she  deemed  requisite,  and 
then  turned  all  her  thoughts  and  attention  to  prepara- 
tion for  her  approaching  end.  Her  Director  bore  testi- 
mony that  he  had  never  witnessed  more  perfect  dis- 
positions in  a  departing  soul,  though  few  have  more 
ties  than  she  had,  to  bind  her  to  earth.  The  same  was 
said  by  the  Religious  who  visited  her  daily.  From  her 
childhood  a  devout  Catholic,— a  good  daughter,  a 
good  wife,  a  good  mother,- unfailing  in  her  aid  to  the 
Church,  the  charities  and  the  poor — she  will  be  long 
missed  in  every  relation  of  life.  The  crowded  Cathe- 
dral, at  the  Requiem  Mass  on  Monday,  February  1st, 
testified  to  the  place  she  held  in  public  estimation. 
Her  a^ed  father,  bereaved  husband,  and  motherless 
children,  with  several  brothers  and  sisters,  followed  her 
remains  to  the  cemetery.  They  have  the  sympathy 
of  all  who  knew  her.  May  she  rest  iu  peace.  Amen. 


Religious  News. 

DEA  THS. 

PRIESTS. 

Jan.  29,  1875.— At  Schaghticoke,  N.  Y.,  REV.  O'DoNO- 

VAN,  0.  S.  A. 
Feb.  11. — At  New  Orleans,  REV.  JOHN  BAPTIST  GOEI/D- 

LIN,  S.  J. 

RELIGIOUS. 

Jan. — At  New  Orleans,  La.,  SISTER  M.  THERESA  (Susan 

Durst),  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 
Feb.  12. — At  Cincinnati,  O.,  SISTER  M.  EUSEBIA  (Anna 

Levy),  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 
Feb. — At  Detroit,  Mich.,  SISTER  M.  GENEVIEVE  ( 

Kelly),  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Heart  of 

Mary. 
Feb.  14. — At  Mobile,  Ala.,  SISTER  M.  CALLAGHAN,  of  the 

Daughters  of  Charity. 

ORDINATIONS. 

PRIESTHOOD. 

Feb.  7.— At  Buffalo,  N.  Y.,  Rev.  Anthony  Giesenhoff, 
Priest. 

PROFESSIONS. 

Feb.  9,  1875 — At  New  Oilcans,  Sister  Mary  Clare, 
(Julia  Fitzpatrick);  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 

Feb.  1875— At  St.  Louis,  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Paul  of  the 
Cross  (Miss  Ryan,  of  Tipperary,  Ireland);  Sister 
Mary  of  the  Immaculate  Heart  (Miss  Lahey,of  St. 
Louis);  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Matilda  (Miss  Connolly, 
of  Whitewater,  Wis.);  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Rose  (Miss 
Cashen,  of  Canada);  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Catherine 
of  Bologna,  and  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Stanislaus 
(Misses  McCullough,  of  Dewitt, Iowa);  Sister  Mary 
of  St.  Andrew  Corsini  (Miss  Fitzgerald,  of  Chi- 
\L  cago);  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Clemence  (Miss  Ellis,  of 
Chicago);  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Isidore  (M its  Gaffney, 
of  New  Orleans);  Sibter  Mary  of  St.  Columba  (Miss 
Kavanagh,  of  Chicago); — of  the  Order  of  the  Good 
Shepherd. 


A.V&  Maria. 


At  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation,  Mt.  de  Sales,  W.  Va., 
on  the  Feast  of  the  Purification  of  the  B.  V.  M., 
Sister  Mary  Hilda  Sands  made  the  vows  of  relig- 
ion. Rev.  W.  D  Parsons,  assisted  by  Rev.  J.  B. 
Mullaly,  S.  J.,  officiated  on  the,occasion. 

RECEPTIONS. 

Feb.  1875— At  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Miss  Annie  Carroll,  of  St. 
Louis  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Lydia),  Agnes  Hanley, 
of  St.  Louis  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Flavia),  Mary  Ann 
Deasy,  of  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  (Sister  Mary  of  St. 
Ursula),  Bridget  M.  Larkin,  of  Milwaukee,  Wis., 
(Sister  Mary  of  St.  Petronilla),  Mary  Crinnion,  of 
Cincinnati,  O.  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Elizabeth),  Ellen 
Kendrick,  of  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  (Sister  Mary  of  St. 
Irene),  Honora  Houlihan,  of  Chicago,  111.,  (Sister 
Mary  of  St.  Florence),  Margaret  Fitzsimmons,  of 
New  Orleans,  La.,  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Julia),  Jo- 
hanna Mulhill,  of  Chicago,  (Sister  Mary  of  St. 
Blandine); — of  the  Order  of  the  Good  Shepherd. 

Feb.  9,  1875 — At  New  Orleans,  Madame  Demony,  nee 
Coulon,(in  religion  Sister  Maryde  Chantal);  Miss 
Mary  Kearney,  (in  religion  Sister  Mary  Evangel- 
ist); Miss  Amelie  Generalli,  (in  religion  Sister  Mary 
Dolores);  Miss  Lucy  Bourke,  (in  religion,  Sister 
Mary  Augustine);— of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy. 

Feb.  1875— At  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  Miss  Mary  Zwiebel, 
from  Pottsville,  (in  religion  Sister  Mary  Hilde- 
gard);  Miss  Mary  Lyons,  from  St.  Vincent's,  (in 
religion  Sister  Mary  Benedicta);  Miss  Lizzie  Flat- 
tery, from  Johnstown,  (in  religion  Sister  Mary 
Scholastica);  Miss  Bridget  Murphy,  from  Johns- 
town, (in  religion  Sister  Mary  Stanislaus);  and 
Miss  Rosa  Behe,  from  Carroltown,  (in  religion 
Sister  Mary  Agnes);— of  the  Order  of  St.  Benedict. 

On  the  4th  inst  ,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation, 
Baltimore,  Md.,  Miss  Mary  Agnes  Wallace  (Sister 
Mary  Placide)  and  Miss  Kate  Frederick  (Sister 
Mary  Louise)  received  the  habit  and  veil  of  relig- 
ion". Rev.  Placidus  L.  Chapelle.  D.  D.,  Ecclesias- 
tical Superior  of  the  institution,  preached  and  offi- 
ciated. The  Rev.  Father  Noonan,  of  St.  Xavier's; 
Rev.  Father  Curtis,  of  the  Cathedral,  and  Rev.  Fa- 
ther Frederick,  of  St.  Martin's,  were  present  in  the 
Sanctuary  and  assisted  during  the  ceremony. 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 
A  Friend,  McVille,  Pa $10,00 


A  Spanish  youth  who  had  entered  the  Cistercian 
Order,  dedicated  himself  entirely  to  the  love  and 
terrice  of  Mary,  so  that  he  had  her  ever  in  his 
thoughts,  in  his  heart,  and  on  his  lips.  It  hap- 
pened that  he  became  seriously  ill,  so  that  his  re- 
covery was  beyond  all  hope,  and  in  this  state  the 
Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  him  and  assured  him 
that  in  seven  daye  she  would  return  and  receive 
his  soul.  When  the  seven  days  were  passed,  Uie 
prior  of  the  monastery  saw  during  the  night  a 
company  of  most  beautiful  young  men,  all  clothed 
in  white,  who  with  the  Blessed  Virgin  bore  away 
to  heaven  the  soul  of  her  faithful  child. 


Of  Good  Will. 

BY  MRS  M.  M.  WARDE. 

[CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  47.] 

He  went  straight  to  a  mansion  like  a  palace,  if 
grandeur  of  building  and  costliness  of  furniture 
and  beauty  of  wall  or  ceiling  could  make  it  so. 

This  mansion — not  bright  with  Christmas  lights, 
nor  fair  with  Christmas  decorations,  nor  yet  pleas- 
ant with  Christmas  cheer — but  dark,  and  closed, 
and  lowering  in  general  aspect,  stood  on  an  ex- 
clusive avenue,  not  far  from  the  tiny  home  he  had 
just  left.  This  aspect  must  have  struck  him  pecu- 
liarly, as  he  furtively  let  himself  in  with  a  latch- 
key, for  he  muttered :  "  No  peace  here ;  for  good 
will  fled  long  ago !  Fool ! " 

He  went  through  wide  halls,  and  up  grand  flights 
of  stairs — the  place,  as  I  have  said,  a  very  palace. 
At  the  end  of  all,  he  stood  before  an  open  door — 
the  room,  of  which  it  gave  a  glimpse,  a  climax  of 
splendid  desolation :  furniture,walls,  floor,  gorgeous 
with  the  "garniture  of  wealth,"  but  not  one  of  the 
"lights  of  home"  shining  there.  Its  fireside  was 
an  unswept  hearth,  from  which  the  flowery  velvet 
rug  could  not  take  the  poverty  of  cheer ;  and  a  fire, 
low  and  black  in  the  grate,  with  white  leaves  of 
ashes  in  cleft  and  cranny,  like  ghosts  of  the  glow 
that  should  have  lived  there.  The  gas  was  burn- 
ing at  that  half-light  which  just  serves  to  blight 
all  color  and  all  brightness  in  a  room ;  and  in  its 
shadow,  and  at  this  gloomy  fireside,  a  figure  was 
seated,  drooping  •  and  motionless — alone, — alone, 
stamped  on  its  aspect  from  head  to  foot!  It  was 
a  figure  of  an  old  lady,  with  silver  hair,  and  face 
so  like  his  own  that  it  needed  not  his  stricken 
whisper  of  "  Mother,"  as  he  wrung  his  hands  bit- 
terly at  the  sight,  to  tell  who  sat  desolate  there. 

A  servant  entered  by  another  door;  the  head 
was  raised  listlessly,  to  see  who  might  be  the  in- 
truder. 

"No,  Betty,"  was  said  in  a  weary  way;  "I  need 
nothing!  You  may  go." 

"  In  throth,  poor  lady,"  was  the  girl's  remark, 
aside,  as  she  proceeded  towards  the  door,  where  the 
remorseful  watcher  stood,  "it's  everything  ye  need! 
God  help  ye  this  night!  but  goold  can't  get  that 
same !" 

"  A'  thin,  glory  be  to  God ! " — this  at  sight  of  him — 
"  Misther  Howard,  himself!  Och !  no,  it's  dhrarnin' 
I  am,  to  be  sure!" 

She  was  a  ludicrous  picture  of  astonishment, 
and  fear  and  joy,  as  he  walked  past  her,  and  stood 
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before  the  figure  at  the  hearth.     She  closed  the 
door  and  left  them. 

"Mother,  I  beg  your  pardon!"   he  said  in  a 
husky  tone. 

She  raised  her  head  once  more;  joy  leaped  to 
her  eyes,  but  she  hid  it;  a  smile  struggled  over 
her  lips,  but  she  killed  it.  The  droop  left  her  fig- 
ure, and  she  sat  erect,  stern,  dignified. 
"  What  account  have  you  to  give  of  yourself,  sir  ?" 
"That  I  have  been  a  fool,  mother;  a  brute,  a 
monster!  That  I  have  sought  peace  in  wickedness, 
and  found  hell  itself!  That,  to-night,  God  sent  an 
angel  to  save  me,  and  I  have  come  back  to  beg 
your  pardon,  and,  with  it,  for  a  good  omen,  begin 
a  new  life." 

"You  have  not  darkened  my  door  for  long 
months.1  You  are  all  I  have,  and  you  left  me  alone, 
not  caring  how  great  my  desolation  was.  My 
heart  might  have  broken,  and  you  did  not  care. 
Go !  "  This,  with  a  queenly  gesture  of  command, 
He  turned  sadly  away.  "  Then  I  am  lost  indeed !" 
But  a  sob  arrested  him:  he  looked  towards  her 
once  more.  Ah!  the  queen  had  vanished,  and  the 
mother  was  weeping.  He  knelt  at  her  feet,  and  she 
silently  opened  her  arms  and  gathered  him  hun- 
grily to  her  breast,  crying:  "My  son!  my  son!" 
Then  silence  ensued  for  a  while;  the  silence  of 
peace,  the  silence  of  new-found  happiness,  God's 
angels  looking  on.  When  at  last  they  broke  it,  he 
said :  "  Mother,  I  have  no  excuse  to  offer  you  for  the 
past;  I  have  only,  instead,  to  give  you  earnest 
promises  for  the  future.  I  left  you  for  compan- 
ions who  only  led  me  into  false  pleasure,  covering 
up  misery  with  its  lying  smile.  Yes,  I  have  been 
a  wretched  man — I  have  found  no  happiness  in 
the  life  for  which  I  left  you  desolate  here.  A  little 
child's  voice,  a  little  child's  sweet  thought  of 
making  Christmas  happiness  for  a  poor,  hard- 
worked  mother  recalled  me  to  you — and,  with  you, 
to  the  right.  Listen." 

Then  he  told,  with  many  touching  comments, 
the  simple  story  of  Tine  and  Susie.  The  mother's 
tears  fell  fast  as  she  listened,  and,  at  the  end,  she 
said: 

"You  must  take  me  there,  Howard — now,  to- 
night! I  must  do  something  more  to  make  their 
Christmas  happy." 

So  they  went.  As  they  came  near  to  the  door: 
"Let  us  peep  in  through  the  blind,  mother,"  he 
said;  "I  have  an  irresistible  desire  to  see  the  pic- 
ture inside,  before  it  is  displaced  by  our  knock." 
What  was  the  picture?  Susie,  sitting  with  a 
face  of  consternation,  looking  at  the  clasp  without 
a  flaw,  and  Tine  kneeling,  her  whole  soul  in  her 
eyes,  a  perfect  embodiment  of  prayer. 

"Oh!  oh!  what  are  we  to  do?  I  cannot  go 
back  to-night,  and  I  would  not  keep  it!" 


Still  Tine  prayed. 

"Poor  mamma!     My  little  plan  is  all — gone!" 
That  word  was  tragedy  itself  in  tone,  but  from 
the  brave  eyes  no  tear  was  allowed  to  fall.     And 
still  Tine  prayed. 

"  Dear,  little  love !    If  I  could  only  be  like  you ! 
But  see  how  impatient  I  am ! " 

Then  Tine,  the  little,  little  creature,  rose,  and 
with  perfect  certainty  written  on  her  beaming 
face,  said,  kissing  her  sister: 
"God  is  going  to  bring  it  right,  I  know." 
Now  Howard  Stanley,  with  his  eyes  too  dim  to 
see  any  more  of  the  picture,  knocked.  When  the 
door  opened,  there  stood  fairy  Tine,  expectant. 
She  flew  to  him,  and  he  caught  her  up  in  his 
arms,  and  she — she  cried  on  his  shoulder  for  a 
minute;  and  Susie,  like  a  little  old  lady  as  she 
was,  brought  his  mother  to  the  fire  and  gave  her 
a  chair. 

"Oh!"  cried  Tine,  "I  knew  God  would  do  it; 
and  He  made  you  come." 

"What  is  it,  dear?"  then  asked  this  arch  dis- 
sembler, though  he  knew  all  about  it.  But,  you 
see,  he  was  overpowered  with  his  desire  to  hear 
Tine's  account. 

"  Wiiy,  you  know,"  she  said,  almost  out  of 
breath,"  Susie  wants  to  surprise  mamma,  and  she 
hadn't  quite  money  enough  for  the  clasp  of  the 
purse  she's  going  to  give  her;  and  the  man  sold 
her  one  a  little  spoiled,  for  five  cents  less;  and 
what  do  you  think?  when  she  opened  it  out  it's  a 
real  good  one ;  and  it  would  be  a  sin  to  keep  it,  you 
know!  And  we  can't  go  out  to-night:  but  I  know 
you'}}  take  it  back,  for  you're  of  good  will." 
He  sat  down. 

"Won't  you  go?"  and  Tine's  countenance  fell. 

"  Teli  me,  Susie,"  he  asked,  having,  all  the  time, 

a  deep  feeling  of  his  own  falsehood,  "wouldn" 

you  rather  have  the  good  clasp;  or  have  you  any 

particular  affection  for  the  one  with  the  flaw?" 

Her  face  flushed.    "I  cannot  keep  this,  sir;  I 

cannot  pay  for  it." 

"  Let  us  be  happy,  Tine,  then,"  said  he ;  "I  have 
five  cents  idle,  and  I'll  pay  for  it ;  put  it  on  the 
purse  forthwith,  Susie." 
Tine  jumped  down. 

"  Yes,  and  she's  got  to  hurry  too,  and  so  have  I, 
or  mamma  will  be  back,  and  find  us  out !  O  Susie, 
let  us  hurry!" 

Then  she  put  on  a  mite  of  a  thimble,  and  sat  clown 
on  a  tiny  stool,  and  all  rose.oolor  with  her  work, 
she  made  a  rare  picture  out  of  herself— golden  head 
to  one  side,  sweet  lips  apart,  dimpled  ha^nds,  very, 
evidently  very  new  to  their  task.  They  tangled  the 
thread,  they  folded  the  ribbon  wrong,  they  thread 
ened  ruin  forthwith  to  the  neatly-worked  needle- 
book.  Once  the  puzzled  grey  eyes  cast  a  beseech- 
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ing  look  at  Susie,  too  deeply  absorbed  in  her  own 
task  to  notice,  and  then  Mrs.  Stanley  said : 

"Come  here,  little  needlewoman:  Susie  is  too 
busy.  I  will  put  you  through  this  terrible  piece 
of  work." 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.]  . 
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We,  Minims  of  Notre  Dame,  more  than  a  month  ago 
eagerly  asked  the  learned  writers  of  the  country  to 
tell  us  what  our  Blessed  Mother  was  doing  there  on 
the  dome  of  the  University,  by  day  and  by  ni»ht 
Every  day  since  we  have  been  anxiously  looking  for 
an  answer  in  the  AVE  MARIA,  until  we  have  lost  all 
patience.  This  morning  we  went  in  a  body  to  Father 
General's  room,  to  ascertain  if  anybody  had  at  length 
given  a  reply.  Oh  yes,  said  lie,  several  fine  pieces  of 
poetry  have  been  sent  in,  and  a  beautiful  one,  in  parti- 
cular, this  morning;  I  am  only  waiting  for  some  more. 
But  why,  said  Father,  do  you  not  take  the  matter  in 
your  own  hands,  and  say  your  own  sayings,  before 
learned  people  come  out  and  tell  us  what  3-ou  have 
inquired  into?  Is  it  not  written  that  from  the  lips  of 
the  sucklings  and  babes, God  has  perfected  His  praise? 
Then  he  showed  us  the  splendid  statue  he  would 
give  for  the  best  pi^ce;  upon  which  all  of  us  at  once 
resolved  to  get  the  prize,  or,  at  least,  to  try  our  best 
for  it.  We  send  two  pieces  to  commence  with,  and 
siirn  our  own  names  to  our  compositions.  Our  dear 
mothers,  at  home,  will  be  so  glad  when  they  see  our  fine 
poetical  effusions  for  our  Blessed  Mother  in  heaven; 
and  then  the  statue  will  surely  be  won  by  one  of  us; 
and  will  be  nobody's  else  but  the  Minims. 

{ANSWER  OF  THE  MINIMS 

TO  THE  QUESTION,  WHY  THE  STATUE  OF  MAKY  CROWXS 
THB  DOME  OF  NOTHE  DAME  UNIVERSITY. 

WATCHING. 

EDDIE   RAYMOND. 
I. 

Watching,  watching  all  the  while. 

O'er  thy  little  boys  below, 
With  a  kind  and  queenly  smile, 

Glowing  on  thy  brow  of  snow. 

II. 
Watching,  watching  all  the  day; 

Watching  through  the  starry  uight, 
Chasing  every  ill  away 

Which  might  lead  us  from  the  right. 

THE  BLESSING. 

COLLY  CLARKE. 
I. 

I  think  that  sweet  Mary  is  up  on  the  dome, 
Standing  beneath  the  blue,  blue  sky, 

To  bless  us  and  our  parents  both  here  and  at  home 
Shielding  us  when  bad  spirits  draw  nigh, 
ii. 

I  often  look  up  when  the  sun  goes  down 


And  I  pause  in  the  midst  of  my  mirth, 
For  I  see  that  the  raj"  is  on  Mary's  Crown, 

When  its  beauty  has  died  on  earth. 

'in. 
So  I  think  it  is  jnst  like  Mary  dcnr, 

With  her  beautiful,  beaming  face; 
When  the  earth  with  sin  w;is  dark  and  drear, 

She  shone  o'er  the  world,  full  of  grace. 


BLESSED  JOHN  BERCHMANS  called  his  rosary  a 
golden  chain  by  which  he  was  bound  to  the  Queen, 
of  Heaven. 

HE  that  stealeth  anything  from  his  father  or  from 
his  mother,  and  saitli,  "This  is  no  sin,"  is  the  part- 
ner of  a  murderer. — Scriptures. 

Calendar  of  the  Week. 

FEBRUARY. 

Saturday,  27.— Feria.    (Cons.  Bp.  Foley,  Chicago,  1870.) 
Sunday,  28.— Third  Sunday  of  Lent. 

MARCH. 

Monday,  1.— Feria. 
Tuesday.  2— Feria. 
Wednesday,  3. — Feria. 

Thursday,  4.— St.  Casimir,  C.    St.  Lucius,  P.  M. 
Friday,  5. — Holy  Winding  Sheet  of  Our  Lord. 
Saturday,  27.— Feria.    (Bp.  Reynolds,  Charleston,  died 
1855.) 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XXII. 

The  preceding  details  show  the  great  respect  in 
which  the  Church  has  always  wished  the  bell  to 
be  held.  We  shall  now  see  it  still  more  strikingly 
manifested  in.  the  prayers  and  ceremonies  of  the 
baptism. 

The  people  being  assembled  around  the  bell, 
which  is  slightly  elevated,  the  Bishop,  in  pontifical 
dress,  approaches,  accompanied  by  the  clergy  and 
followed  by  the  sponsors  of  the  bell.  Near  him 
are  placed  water,  salt,  the  holy  oils,  incense,  myrrh, 
and  the  thurible.  After  singing  seven  magnificent 
psalms,  in  which  the  power  and  goodness  of  the 
Creator  are  extolled,  and  by  touching  contrast  the 
weakness  of  man,  his  dangers  and  wants  acknowl- 
edged, the  Bishop  blesses  the  water.  In  the  name 
of  God,  whose  minister  he  is,  he  invokes  upon  this 
wonderful  creature  the  virtue  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
which  rendered  it  fecund  on  the  first  day  of  its 
creation.  Certain  of  being  heard  in  his  prayer, 
the  Bishop  sprinkles  the  bell,  on  which  he  confers 
the  power  of  banishing  from  all  places,  where  it 
shall  be  heard,  the  power  inimical  to  man  and  his 


Such  is  the  negative  mission  of  the  bell.  Its 
positive  mission  is  to  proclaim  by  its  voice  the 
grand  mysteries  of  Christianity;  to  increase  the 
devotion  of  Christians,  and  excite  them  to  hasten 
into  the  bosom  of  their  good  mother  the  Church, 
there,  in  the  assembly  of  the  Saints,  to  sing  new 
canticles.  And  its  voice,  taking  in  turn  the  loud- 
ness  of  the  trumpet,  the  softness  of  the  lyre,  the 
harmony  of  the  psaltery,  the  majesty  of  the  organ, 
invites  the  angels  to  take  part  in  the  concert.  The 
bell  does  all  this;  for  it  is  in  the  name  of  Him 
who  possesses  all  power  in  heaven  and  on  earth 
that  this  mission  is  confided  to  it. 

The  deacons  finish  the  sprinkling  of  the  bell 


with  holy  water,  and  then  recite,  with  the  Bishop, 
six  psalms,  in  which  all  creatures  are  invited  to 
praise  the  Lord  and  thank  Him  for  His  benefits. 
This  ceremony  of  the  washing  of  the  bell  teachls 
us  with  what  purity  we  should  assist  at  the  Sacri- 
fice of  the  Lamb  without  spot,  lo  which  the  bell 
will  henceforth  call  us. 

Then  follows  the  anointing  of  the  bell  with  the 
holy  oils.  The  Bishop  traces  the  form  of  a  cross; 
seven  times  on  the  exterior  of  the  bell,  with  the  Oil 
of  the  8ick\  and  four  interiorly,  with  the  Holy 
Chrism.  "What  mystery  is  contained  in  this  cere- 
mony  ?  The  bell  is  the  great  preacher  of  the  Incar- 
nate Word,  the  Redeemer  of  the  world.  The  seven 
crosses  formed  on  the  outside  of  the  bell,  with  the 
oil  of  the  sick,  mark  the  sufferings  and  death  of 
the  Humanity  of  the  Saviour,  the  mysterious  veil 
which  concealed  the  Divinity.  They  are  a  figure, 
also,  of  the  death  of  the  faithful.  The  crosses 
formed  interiorly,  with  the  chrism,  denote  His  res- 
urrection and  ours.  They  are  four  in  number,  to 
dedicate  the  four  qualities  of  resuscitated  bodies: 
agility,  splendor,  subtility,  impassibility. 

All  these  unctions  and  ceremonies  of  the  bap- 
tism are  accompanied  by  prayers  of  certain  effi- 
cacy and  incomparable  poetry.  The  numerous 
wonders  accomplished  by  the  All-Powerful ;  the 
prescriptions  given  to  Moses  and  the  sons  of 
Aaron  concerning  the  sacred  trumpets;  the  holo- 
caust of  Samuel,  and  the  harp  of  David,  are  re- 
counted  in  the  language  of  heaven. 

The  Bishop  next  puts  incense  and  perfumes 
in  the  thurible,  and  places  it  under  the  ^bell, 
"not  content  with  representing  on  the  bell  the  re- 
surrection of  our  bodies  and  the  glorious  privi- 
leges reserved  for  them  by  the  Divine  bounty,  the 
Church  crowns  her  work,  by  representing  the  eter- 
nal happiness  of  our  souls.  What  other  meaning 
can  be  attached  to  the  incense  and  perfumes 
which  fill  the  interior  of  the  bell  with  a  sweet  and 
odoriferous  vapor?  Is  it  not  an  image  of  the  ine- 
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briating  delights  of  the  elect,  that  the  triumphant 
Jerusalem  will  be  tansported  with  joy,  and  that 
its  people  will  live  in  eternal  rapture"  ?  * 

We  need  not  be  astonished,  then,  that  the  Bishop 
should  address  the  bell  and  dedicate  it  to  a  saint  of 

heaven,  saying :  "  In  honor  of  Saint  N ,  peace 

be  to  thee :  In  Jwnorem  sancti  2V.  .  .  ,  pax  tibi.  The 
bell  has  sponsors.  Why?  When  a  child  is  brought 
to  the  sacred  font  it  is  the  sponsors  who  name  it.  As 
the  bell  should  have  a  name,  there  should  also  be 
sponsors  to  name  it.  This  name,  chosen  in  advance, 
iscast  upon  the  bell,  below  the  cross,  in  relief.  It  is 
well  understood  that  this  name  is  always  that  of  a 
saint  Why,  it  may  be  asked,  is  a  name  given?  It  is 
given  to  distinguish  it  from  other  bells  in  the  same 
belfry.  The  name  of  a  saint  is  given,  because  it  is 
a  sacred  thing.  But  there  is  another  reason  more 
exact.  With  that  delicate  sense  of  piety  and  faith 
which  can  never  be  sufficiently  admired,  our  an- 
cestors  identified  the  bell  with  the  saint  whose 
name  it  bore.  When  it  sounded,  it  was  not  the 
bell,  but  Mary,  Elizabeth,  Genevieve,  John  the 
Baptist,  who  called  to  church.  On  solemn  festivals 
it  was  all  these  voices  united;  and  their  joy  and 
devotion  were  augmented,  f  Of  how  much  joy  is 
not  the  man  deprived  who  understands  not  Di- 
vine things! 

The  bell  is  named :  it  remains  but  to  give  it  its 
mission.  For  this  purpose,  the  sponsors  approach 
their  godchild,  take  the  clapper  and  cause  it  to 
speak.  But  it  is  the  voice  of  an  infant.  But  soon, 
when  suspended  from  on  high,  it  will  fill  the  air 
with  its  majestic  sounds. 

The  ceremony  concludes  with  the  singing  of  the 
Gospel,  which  relates  the  entrance  of  Our  Lord 
into  the  house  of  Martha  and  Mary.  What  an  ex- 
pressive manner  of  saying  that  the  mission  of  the 
bell  is  to  instruct  Christians  in  the  active  life  of 
Martha  and  the  contemplative  life  of  Mary! 

*  Card.  Giraud,  Mandement  sur  les  Cloches. 

t  Ad  pietatem  magis  conducere  arbitrati  sunt  primi 
hujus  ritus  institutores,  si  voce  alicujus  sancti  plebs  ad 
ecclesiam  convocari  diceretur.  (Bona) 


In  all  the  violent  spiritual  institutions  and  fran- 
tic sects  of  the  Middle,  indeed  of  all  ages,  one  prin- 
ciple is  ever  prominent, — pride.  Spiritual  pride 
appears  to  be  a  devil  of  fire:  burning  the  imagina- 
tion* and  acting  on  the  whole  mental  system  with 
corroding  violence;  eating  out  of  the  mind  every 
element  of  calm  judgment,  and  producing  pictures 
which  terrify  and  scare.  Spiritual  "passion"  in 
so  far,  it  would  seem,  as  the  soul  transcends  the 
body,  so  far  is  more  enslaving,  and  holds  a  more 
despotic  sway  than  carnal  passion.  Generally, 
one  is  the  product,  or  the  occasion,  of  the  other. 
— Bishop  Vaughan. 


Look  Down  on  niy  Soul. 

BT  J.  M.  I.  O. 


The  wild  storm  is  raging,  the  night's  coming  on, 

The  waves  hide  the  light  that  shines  out  from  the 

goal, 
My  frail  bark  is  sinking;  all  hope  is  near  gone, 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul! 

ii. 
The  fierce  winds  are  howling  across  the  mad  sea, 

Snow-white  rage  the  waters  upon  the  dread  shoal; 
The  ocean's  deep  voice  cries  destruction  on  me, 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul! 

in. 
The  black  clouds  rise  up  from  th'  horizon's  weird  edge, 

Red  flashes  the  lightning;  the  deep  thunders  roll; 
Loud  shrieks  the  white  sea-gull  upon  rocky  ledge, 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul ! 

IV. 

O  merciful  Mother,  look  pitying  down 

Upon  the  frail  bark  that  is  lost  to  control ; 
By  the  splendor  that  blazons  Thy  virginal  crown, 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul! 

v. 
0  tenderest  Mother,  at  Heaven's  gate  kneeling, 

A  beggar  awaits  Thy  compassionate  dole ; 
0  hear  him! — pure  Virgin! — O  hear  his  appealing; 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul! 

VI. 

0  Jesus !  give  ear  to  Thy  Mother's  good  voice, 
Erase  Thy  just  judgment  of  wrath  from  the  Scroll, 

Let  Thy  pardon  delight  me;  Her  prayers  rejoice; 
Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul ! 

VII. 

Immaculate  dawn  of  that  Truth  whose  fair  morn 
Filled  the  earth  with  its  glory  from  pole  to  far  pole ; 

Hear  my  cry  in  the  night,  thou  dear  Rose  without 

thorn, 
Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul ! 

VIII. 

When  the  shadows  of  death  are  fast  gathering  o'er  me, 
When  Eternity's  mysteries  darkly  unroll, 

1  will  cry,  0  Immaculate  Mother,  to  Thee: 

Sweet  Refuge  of  Sinners,  look  down  on  my  soul! 


Mother  of  God. 

There  are  many  titles  which  the  love  and  devo- 
tion of  loyal  hearts  have  bestowed  on  Our  Blessed 
Lady,  but  the  most  glorious  of  all,  and  the  one 
which  includes  all  others,  is  that  of  Mother  of  God, 
and  there  is  none  more  sweet  to  her  maternal  ears 
or  dearer  to  her  Immaculate  Heart.  The  greatest 
honor,  the  highest  praise  we  can  give  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  is  to  call  her,  as  the  Gospel  does, 
the  Mother  of  Jesus;  and  if  sometimes  we  are 
surprised  that  the  sacred  writers  have  said  so  lit- 
tle concerning  her,  it  is  because  we  do  not  and 
cannot  comprehend  the  singular  dignity  of  this 
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exalted  name.  It  is  enough  that  whenever  the 
Blessed  Virgin  is  spoken  of  she  is  called  the 
Mother  of  Jesus,  and  what  can  be  more  sublime 
than  the  very  simplicity  of  the  Gospel  narrative? 
St.  John,  the  Beloved  Disciple,  to  whose  loving  care 
Our  Blessed  Lord  committed  His  Holy  Mother, — 
who  lived  so  long  in  her  presence,  and  learned 
from  her  the  secrets  of  Our  Lord's  mysterious 
hidden  life,  seems  to  delight  in  calling  her  sim- 
ply the  Mother  of  Jesus.  And  the  third  day  there 
wax  a  marriage  in  Gana  of  Galilee,  and  the  Mother 
of  Jesus  was  there.  * 

And  again,  when  describing  that  awful  scene, 
from  which  the  sun  veiled  his  face  and  nature 
refused  to  look  upon,  says:  Now  there  stood  by  the 
Cross  of  Jems  His  Mother,  f 

All  the  objections  which  are  made  against  the 
Church  for  honoring,  as  she  does,  the  Holy  Virgin, 
are  more  than  refuted  by  the  simple  declaration: 
She  is  the  Mother  of  God.  Non-Catholics  are 
strangely  inconsistent  when  they  condemn  as  de- 
rogatory to  the  supreme  worship  we  owe  to  God 
the  relative  honor  we  bestow  on  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin. They  believe,  as  we  do,  that  Jesus  Christ 
our  Saviour  is  really  God  made  Man  for  our  re- 
demption, and  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  His 
Mother,  and  yet  they  refuse  her  the  honor  which 
would  readily  be  paid  to  the  mother  of  any  great 
and  good  man.  The  name  of  Washington  is  ven- 
erated in  every  part  of  the  civilized  world,  and 
his  memory  is  dear  to  every  American.  His 
mother  shares,  as  she  deserves  to,  in  the  fame  of 
her  son,  and  if  anyone  were  found  so  base  as  to 
decry  her  virtue,  or  so  ungrateful  as  to  refuse 
her  honor,  how  quickly  would  not  a  thousand 
pens  be  seized  to  refute  the  calumny  and  assert 
her  right  to  a  nation's  gratitude.  But  what  earthly 
mother,  however  great,  can  be  compared  to  her 
who,  in  the  eternal  decrees,  was  chosen  to  be  the 
Mother  of  the  world's  Redeemer,  who  was  saluted 
by  the  highest  prince  of  the  Heavenly  Court,  "full 
of  grace,"  to  whom  the  Creator  and  Lord  of  heaven 
and  earth  "was  subject,"  and  whom  all  genera- 
tions shall  call  Blessed! 

The  spirit  of  darkness,  whose  power  was  crushed 
by  the  Virgin  Mother,  has  never  ceased  to  assail 
with  the  weapons  of  heresy  and  unbelief  her  pre- 
rogatives ;  and,  from  the  days  of  the  Apostles  down 
to  our  own  time,  the  champions  of  religion  and 
truth  have  nobly  defended  her  claims  to  every 
Christian's  love. 

And  in  this  age,  Heaven  has  abundantly  blessed 
their  devotion,  and  the  mists  of  ignorance  and 
prejudice  are  fast  being  dispelled,  especially  in 
our  own  country.  To  mention  the  name  of  the 


*  St.  John,  ii,  1. 


t  Ib.,  six,  25. 


Blessed  Virgin  twenty-five  years  ago,  in  any  but 
a  Catholic  assembly,  would  have  been  to  expose  it 
to  scoffing  and  contempt;  and  now  the  miraculous 
cures  performed  through  her  intercession  are  pub- 
lished by  the  secular  press,  and  infidels  go  to 
Lourdes  to  witness  the  wonderful  miracles  which 
are  there  wrought  in  the  face  of  a  wicked  and 
adulterous  generation.  Can  it  be,  we  sometimes 
ask  ourselves,  that  this  is  the  country  where  the 
Church  has  suffered  so  much,  where  her  priests 
have  been  outraged,  churches  and  convents  burned, 
where  even  the  very  symbol  of  a  Redeemer's  love, 
which  now  no  longer  distinguishes  a  Catholic 
church,  has  been  insulted  by  fanatical  mobs  in 
our  largest  cities  ?  Truly  this  is  a  change  which 
only  Providence  could  have  effected.  We  thank 
God  for  it  and  for  the  ever  increasing  devotion  to 
His  Holy  Mother  throughout  the  world,  which  to 
every  Catholic  heart  is  a  harbinger  of  peace  and  a 
sweet  assurance  that  the  Church's  triumph  is  not 
far  distant. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 
CHAPTER  III.— (CONTINUED.) 

Do  not  grow  weary,  dear  reader ;  I  promised  you 
to  explain  how  Natalie  happened  to  be  living  at 
Mrs.  Waite's,  and  I  am  coming  slowly,  by  a  nat- 
ural process,  to  the  events  that  led  to  her  coming. 

One  night,  after  a  more  than  usually  fatiguing 
day,  into  which  a  new  case  had  been  introduced 
in  the  shape  of  a  threatened  lawsuit  against  the 
estate,  about  some  city  lots  now  become  highly 
valuable,  which  the  original  owner  now  claimed, — 
the  man  from  whom  her  husband  bought  them,  he 
averred,  not  having  a  valid  title  to  the  property; 
upon  inquiry,  it  was  discovered  that  the  man  had 
been  dead  four  or  five  years;  proofs  were  wanting, 
and  the  claimant  seemed  likely  to  have  things 
his  own  way,  which  would  be,  in  case  he  had, 
a  serious  loss  to  Mrs.  Waite  and  her  children. 
It  was  far  in  the  night,  but  Mrs.  Waite  had  not 
yet  retired.  She  was  reposing  on  a  sofa  near  the 
fire,  where,  after  the  children  said  "good-night,"  she 
had  thrown  herself  in  utter  weariness,  not  noting 
how  the  hours  passed,  as  she  revolved  her  per- 
plexities in  her  mind  without  being  in  the  least 
able  to  get  hold  of  a  clue  that  would  bring  her 
safely  out  of  their  difficult  windings.  "  How  vain 
are  anxieties  which  lead  to  nothing!"  she  at  length 
said,  pressing  her  hands  upon  her  throbbing  tem- 
ples, and  rising  up  as  if  she  had  suddenly  awoke 
from  an  uneasy  dream ;  "  am  I  not  in  the  hands  of 
my  Father  in  Heaven  ? "  She  sank  on  her  kne.es, 
and  with  clasped  hands  and  bowed  head  fervently 
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•whispered :  "  I  cast  my  cares  upon  Thee,  my  God, 
humbly  claiming  Thy  promise  made  to  the  widow 
and  the  orphan.  I  covet  no  man's  goods,  Thou 
knowest,  nor  would  I  see  my  little  ones  unjustly 
despoiled  ;  but  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done.  If  I 
work  blindly,  dear  Lord,  save  me  from  anger,  and 
malice,  and  all  desire  of  revenge,  that  I  may  not 
sin.  Thy  will  be  mine,  obscured  though  it  be  by 
earthly  interests;  but  whatever  it  may  be,  my  trust 
•is  in  Thee,  forever." 

Calmed  by  this  act  of  faith,  she  put  the  matter 
out  of  her  thoughts,  only  however  to  remember 
with  pain  that  John  had  been  sullen  and  idle  all 
day, — her  John,  who  of  all  her  children  lay  nearest 
the  core  of  her  heart,  and  engrossed  its  deepest 
tenderness ;  who  had  never  before  shown — towards 
her  at  least — the  least  insubordination  or  anger! 
Clara  too,  her  bright-tempered,  summer-child,  had 
shown  signs  of  fretfulnes,  and  been  both  diso- 
bedient and  unruly.  It  was  clear  that  something 
must  be  clone  at  once,  and  she  almos*. decided  to 
engage  a  tutor  to  come  two  or  three  hours  a  day 
to  John,  and  send  Clara  to  school,  as  she  had  been 
advised.  But  not  until  she  made  one  more  effort; 
for  all  at  once  she  bethought  herself  of  two  old 
and  dear  friends  who  had  been  living  abroad  some 
years,  and  were  now  spending  the  winter  in  Paris, 
to  whom  she  would  write  immediately,  explain  to 
them  the  why  and  wherefore  of  her  difficulties,  and 
beg  the  favor  of  them  to  interest  themselves  in  secur- 
ing a  governess  for  her,  knowing  that  she  could 
place  the  most  implicit  confidence  in  their  judg- 
ment. Mrs.  Waite  remembered  having  read  that 
many  women  abroad,  who  chose  the  vocation  of 
teachers,  received  the  education  of  men,  the  same 
facilities  for  the  profounder  studies  being,  also, 
open  to  them,  free  of  cost,  as  were  the  schools  of 
painting  and  music;  the  professors  in  all  being 
masters  in  science  and  art,  appointed  by  Govern- 
ment on  their  superior  merits,  and  not  because, 
owing  to  their  necessities,  .their  services  could  be 
got  at  a  beggarly  price. 

Mrs.  Waite  turned  up  the  gas,  touched  the  heap 
of  soft  coals  in  the  grate,  which  crumbled  into  a 
thousand  glowing  and  blazing  fragments,  then 
opened  her  desk  and  wrote  her  letter.  While  she 
•was  sealing  it,  the  old  clock  on  the  stairs  struck 
three.  She  had  done  all  she  could,  and  must 
await  the  event.  Her  letter  would  go  out  by  the 
next  Havre  steamer,  then  she  allowed  a  margin  to 
give  her  friends  time  to  inquire  into  the  probabil- 
ities of  their  finding  the  sort  of  person  she  re- 
quired; and  hoped  to  have  it  all  finally  settled  in 
about  six  weeks.  She  knew  that  John  missed  Con 
and  Baste,  and  she  would  tell  them,  the  first  thing 
in  the  morning,  that  they  must  spend  all  the  spare 
time  they  had  after  school-hours  with  him,  instead 


of  playing  out  with  their  schoolmates,  until  they 
just  had  time,  after  they  came  in,  to  eat  their  sup- 
per, study  their  lessons  and  go  to  bed.  And  she 
would  let  Clara  invite  one  or  two  of  her  little 
friends  to  spend  the  day  with  her:  it  was  not  in 
the  nature  of  children  to  understand  grief,  or  its 
seclusion;  like  April  storms,  all  sorrow  is  transi- 
tory to  them,  and  it  is  one  of  the  sweetest  prerog- 
atives of  their  innocence  to  have  no  knowledge  or 
fear  of  death.  The  strange  and  disagreeable  traits 
exhibited  by  John  and  Clara  was  only  a  revolt  of 
nature  against  their  loneliness,  and  the  silence 
and  sadness  of  their  home,  which  before  their 
father's  death  had  been  so  bright  and  cheerful. 
No!  no!  they  must  not  grow  into  a  habit  of  asso- 
ciating his  memory  with  gloomy  and  forbidding 
thoughts;  it  must  live  and  be  cherished  in  their 
daily  existence,  even  as  his  influence  when  he  was 
with  them  had  always  infused  sunshine  into  their 
hearts.  She  would  do  her  best."  And  thus  wisely 
arguing,  the  good  Christian  mother  fell  asleep, 
quite  worn  out  with  the  exciting  trials,  both  mental 
and  physical,  which  she  had  experienced  that  day; 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bradford,  to  whom  Mrs.  Waite 
had  so  confidingly  written,  had  known  her  ever 
since  she  was  born,  and  she  had  not  in  the  least 
miscalculated  their  zeal  to  serve  her.  It  is  about 
fourteen  days  since  she  mailed  her  letter  to  them 
— for  she  keeps  count — and  the  excellent  couple  are 
sitting  over  their  breakfast  in  their  cosy  drawing- 
room  in  Paris,  the  blocks  blazing  merrily  in  the  pol- 
ished grate;  and  the  sunshine,  bursting  in  irrepres- 
sible golden  flecks  through  the  flowers  in  the  bow- 
window,  besprinkle  every  object  within  their 
reach.  There  are  mirrors,  vases,  statuettes,  pomp- 
adour sofas  and  chairs,  and  all  the  other  furnish- 
ing common  to  first-class  drawing-rooms.  The 
Bradfords  were  as  happy  a  couple  as  we  would  meet 
with  in  a  century:  they  have  a  superabundance  of 
wealth — honestly  come  by,  I  am  glad  to  say — but 
they  had  no  children,  a  grief  to  them,  which  coun- 
teracted a  too  close  devotion  to  money.  Mrs.  Brad- 
ford had  dreamed  of  a  bee;  she  was  telling  her 
husband  about  it,  and  wound  up  by  saying  that 
"  she  knew  she  was  going  to  get  a  letter  "  ;  but  he, 
who  had  dreamed  nothing,  was  uneasy  about  his 
Erie  railroad  stock,  and,  feeling  a  little  grumpy, 
asked  her  "  how  she  could  be  so  silly  as  to  believe  in 
such  nonsense?"  just  as  Susette  opened  the  door 
and  came  in,  with  a  letter  on  a  salver. 

"For  Madam,"  she  said,  pleasantly,  with  a  nice 
little  curtesy. 

"Thanks,  Susette.  I  knew  it  was  coming!  It 
is  from  home  too!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bradford, 
tearing  open  the  envelope.  And  it's  from  our 
poor  dear  Louise  Waite." 

"  Bless  my  soul !  you  don't  say  so!   Come,  let  us 
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go  to  the  fire  there  and  read  it  comfortably,"  said 
Mr.  Bradford,  pushing  back  his  plate,  and  possess- 
ing himself  of  his  wide,  softly-cushioned  arm- 
chair. Erie  stock  might  go  up  or  down  now:  he 
didn't  care  for  their  value,  and  would  have  felt 
rather  relieved  if  he  had  heard  the  whole  concern 
was  sunk;  for  the  constant  expectation  of  being 
defrauded  acted  like  a  moral  fly-blister  on  his 
mind  when  he  allowed  himself  to  go  into  the 
matter.  Mrs.  Bradford  wheeled  her  low  sewing- 
chair  close  up  alongside,  wiped  her  spectacles, 
and  began,  only  stopping  occasionally  to  wipe  her 
eyes,  and  say :  "  Poor  dear  child !"  Mr.  Bradford 
blew  his  nose  at  the  same  time,  nobody  knows  for 
what,  as  he  had  not  the  least  bit  of  a  cold.  When 
the  letter  was  finished,  they  talked  it  over,  then 
rang  and  ordered  the  carriage,  determined  in  their 
reckless  warmheartedness  to  rush  around  and 
capture  a  governess,  who  knew  all  the  dead  lan- 
guages and  everything  else,  for  their  friend.  There 
were  numbers  of  such  in  Paris  who  would  jump 
at  the  situation.  It  was  not  in  either  of  them  to 
imagine  or  suggest  a  difficulty,  and  I  think  that 
the  reason  why  those  sanguine  sort  of  people 
sometimes  meet  with  extraordinary  success  in 
their  undertakings  is  because  they  yield  them- 
selves— without  intending  it — with  such  blind 
simplicity  to  the  guidance  of  Providence.  The 
Bradfords  had  vague  ideas  of  making  inquiries 
of  their  friend,  Madame  R S ,  and  Mad- 
ame le  Baronne  de  F ,  and  even  at  the  cele- 
brated Penstonnyt  of  Madame  B ,  but  beyond 

that  they  had  no  fixed  plan  for  the  day.  But  they 
met  with  no  success  in  their  inquiries;  it  is  true, 
their  friends,  with  a  show  of  interest,  assured  them 
they  would  think  of  the  matter,  and  speak  of  it  to 
persons  who  might  be  able  to  assist  them  in  their 
object,  and  only  regretted  their  own  inability  to  do 
so.  They  were  not  at  all  disheartened,  as  they 
drove  away  from  each  place ;  and  Mr.  Bradford, 
who  could  not  get  rid  of  his  American  ideas,  nor 
wished  to  do  so,  made  light  of  their  disappoint- 
ments, and  informed  his  wife  that  'Rome  was  not 
built  in  a  day,'  then  announced  his  determination 
to  advertise  in  the  daily  papers  of  Paris  and  Ber- 
lin for  "Mrs.  Waite's  governess," — as  if  she  had 
already  had  her  and  she  had  eloped.  The  idea 
was  as  sensible  and  practicable  as  his  way  of 
speaking  of  it  was  funny.  Then,  as  they  had  two 
hours  to  get  rid  of  before  dinner,  he  proposed 
going  to  the  Louvre  to  look  at  a  Titian  bought 
for  a  fabulous  sum  from  a  beggared  Italian  prince, 
by  the  Government,  and  just  hung.  Mrs.  Brad- 
ford was  no  connoisseur,  and  preferred  new  pic- 
tures, in  which  she  could  see  with  distinctness 
every  beauty,  to  those  time-stained  old  remains, 
which  had  no  more  charm  or  attraction  to  her  than 


smoked  glass.  She  had  the  tact,  however,  to  keep 
her  art-heresy  to  herself.  There  were  plenty  of 
bright  pictures  of  the  modern  schools  even  at 
the  Louvre,  most  of  them  very  allegorical,  very 
Frenchy,  very  rude,  and  very  heroic,  to  interest 
her  attention,  and  she  offered  no  objection.  They 
loitered  around  the  gallery,  after  looking  at  the 
Titian,  pleased  according  to  their  individual 
tastes,  until  it  was  time  to  go;  but  just  as  they 
turned  to  do  so  they  observed  a  young  lady,  mounted 
on  one  of  those  high  portable  steps,  by  which  ar- 
tists get  near  access  to  pictures  hung  high,  sketch- 
ing.  Her  beautiful  figure,  graceful  in  every  line, 
excited  Mrs.  Bradford's  admiration,  and  she  pro- 
posed waiting  a  few  minutes,  hoping  she  would 
turn  her  head  and  they  might  get  a  glimpse  of 
her  face. 

"  What  in  the  world  do  you  want  to  see  her  for  ? 
I  expect  she's  hideous !  If  I  was  an  old  fool  now, 
like  some  others — " 

"Be  thankful  that  you're  not,  Joshua.  I  am. 
Be  quiet:  she's  coming  down.  Oh — oh — oh — " 
ended  Mrs.  Bradford,  with  a  prolonged  shriek,  as 
the  young  lady,  in  attempting  to  descend,  tangled 
her  skirt  somehow  around  her  feet  and  fell,  fell  with 
a  heavy  thud  to  the  floor,  where  she  lay  motionless. 
In  the  next  moment  Mrs.  Bradford  was  kneeling 
by  her,  her  arm  supporting  the  girl's  head,  and 
her  vinaigrette  held  under  her  nostril,  while  Mr. 
Bradford,  who  never  went  out  without  a  small 
flask  of  brandy  in  his  pocket  for  emergencies, — 
which, — fortunately,  he  had  never  experienced  un- 
til now, — dropped  a  small  quantity  of  it  between 
her  white  lips.  Some  one  else  opened  a  window, 
and  in  a  little  while  she  revived,  whispered  a  few 
broken  words  of  thanks,  which,  with  the  tears  that 
she  could  not  restrain,  expressed  more  gratitude, 
her  new  friends  thought,  than  their  simple  and 
spontaneous  act  of  humanity  called  for.  They  as- 
sisted her  to  rise ;  but  her  ankle  was  sprained,  she 
could  not  stand,  and  there,  was  a  great  agony  of 
pain  in  her  chest,  and  a  frightened  woe  in  her 
face  as  she  looked  appealingly  into  their  kind, 
sympathetic  faces. 

"  Lean  on  me,  my  dear :  and  here's  my  husband, 
who  wishes  to  assist  you.  He's  old  enough,  you 
see,  to  be  your  father :  come,  try  now  to  think  that 
he  is.  Don't  mind,  my  dear ;  he  must  put  his  arm 
around  you  so,  to  help  lift  you  a  little,  for  I'm 
sure  you  are  not  able  to  move  a  step  by  yourself; — 
there  now.  We  are  going  to  take  you  home  in  our 
carriage,  if  you  will  tell  us  where  you  live,"  said 
Mrs.  Bradford,  in  her  kind,  motherly  way,  as  she 
gave  the  stranger  the  support  of  her  own  arm,  and 
in  her  sympathetic  furore  speaking  in  English 
without  reflecting  for  an  instant  whether  or  no  she 
would  be  understood. 


150 


Ave  Maria. 


A  spasm  of  pain  had  wrung  the  girl's  pallid 
features,  and  her  lips  were  tightly  compressed  as 
if  she  would  keep  down  a  cry  when  Mrs.  Bradford 
alluded  to  her  father ;  but  that  good  lady,  thinking 
that  the  hurt  of  the  sprain  caused  it,  only  redoubled 
her  assiduous  care. 

"Where  "shall  we  take  you,  my  child?"  asked 
Mrs.  Bradford.  "  But  wait :  our  driver  knows  every 
part  of  Paris,  and  you  can  tell  him.  Lean  against 
me ;  I'm  very  strong." 

Almost  borne  along  in  the  arms  of  these  strange 
friends,  the  girl  was  at  last  placed,  almost  fainting 
with  agony,  in  their  satin-padded  carriage,  which 
had  spring  seats,  cushions,  and  all  the  other  lux- 
urious appointments  of  modern  invention.  She 
directed  the  coachman,  in  a  few  words  spoken  in 
French,  where  to  go;  then  leaned  back  without 
noticing  the  man's  expression  of  mingled  surprise 
and  impertinence  as  he  closed  the  door.  He  knew 
the  place  she  named,  and  drove  through  many 
windings  and  turnings,  until  he  reached  the  heart 
of  the  old  cite,  and  finally  stopped  in  a  narrow, 
gloomy  court,  where  the  stories  of  the  houses  pro- 
jected one  beyond  the  other  until  those  of  the  in- 
mates who  inhabited  the  highest  flats  could  have 
shaken  hands  with  their  opposite  neighbors  from 
the  windows.  They  were  old,  dilapidated  tumble- 
down looking  dwellings,  whose  walls  bulged  here 
and  there,  and  whose  quaintly-carved  cornices  and 
other  ornamentations  of  fantastic  architecture  had 
dropped  off  in  scraps  or  mouldered  away,  leaving 
great  gaps;  whose  windows  were  boarded  up,  or 
the  broken  panes  stuffed  with  rags,  crownless  hats, 
and  things  too  worthless  to  go  to  the  Mont  de  Piete. 
No  wonder  the  old  houses  were  being  despoiled  of 
their  bravery  and  gnawed  away  by  the  pitiless  tooth 
of  time;  cast-off  splendors  of  the  days  of  Henri  of 
Navarre,  inhabited  in  their  prime  by  noblesse  who 
made  them  ring  with  high  carousals,  and  through 
whose  stately  halls  royal  beauties  had  deigned  to 
tread  gay  measures,  the  wonder  is  that  there  was 
a  vestige  left  of  them  in  all  the  changes  that  had 
swept  like  whirlwinds  of  blood  and  flame  around 
them  through  the  solemn  centuries.  But  there  they 
ttood,  tottering,  sheltering  only  poverty  and  misery, 
their  story  telling,  as  no  preacher  could,  how  surely 
the  glory  of  this  earth  perishes. 

There  were  no  sidewalks;  the  narrow  cobble- 
stone court  sloped  down  from  the  very  houses  to  a 
noisome  gutter  in  the- centre,  through  which  the 
refuse  of  the  neighborhood  flowed  to  the  sewers. 
This  disreputable-looking  spot  was  a  new  feature 
of  Paris  to  our  Americans,  but  it  would  have  re- 
quired something  even  worse  than  this  to  deter 
them  from  their  benevolent  purpose.  It  was  grow- 
ing towards  dusk,  and  Mr.  Bradford  made  haste  to 
.go  to  the  door  indicated  by  the  girl,  who  was  by 


this  time  almost  too  much  exhausted  to  speak,  and 
inquire  of  the  concierge  the  number  of  the  room  oc- 
cupied by  Natalie — the  only  name  she  had  given — 
then,  to  Mrs.  Bradford's  horror,  which  she  kept  to 
herself,  her  husband  disappeared  with  the  yellow 
old  man,  whose  head  was  tied  up  with  a  red  hand- 
kerchief, and  who  had  ear-rings  in  his  ears,  like  an 
Italian  bandit,  into  the  dark,  dreary  depths  of  the 
hall,  or  whatever  it  was,  beyond  the  vestibule.  The 
moments  stretched  into  minutes,  the  minutes  into 
a  quarter  of  an  hour;  and  Mrs.  Bradford  began 
to  be  miserable  with  the  fear  that  her  husband 
might  have  fallen  into  a  den  of  thieves  and  been 
murdered.  His  costly  watch,  and  chain  with  all 
those  glittering  bngatelles  that  he  had  picked  up 
here  and  there,  and  would  wear  dangling  from  it 
— his  diamond  studs,  his  ring,  his  money! — how 
could  he  escape  from  their  clutches,  with  his  life, 
with  all  that  to  tempt  them  ?  And  now  to  add  to 
her  distress,  Natalie  fainted,  and  would  have 
fallen  to  the  floor  of  the  carriage  had  she  not 
thrown  her  arms  around  her  in  time  and  held  her 
against  her  bosom.  Turning  her  head  anxiously  to- 
wards the  houpe,  she  saw  a  light  glimmer  in  the 
doorway;  it  was  the  red-turbaned  old  concierge, 
holding  a  miserable  lantern  over  his  head,  as  he 
conveyed  Mr.  Bradford  to  his  carriage. 

"Oh  Joshua,  I  thought  you  were  murdered!" 
exclaimed  his  wife,  as  he  came  to  the  carriage 
window.  "  Do  get  in,  and  let  us  go  away  from  this 
miserable  place." 

"  Absurd !    I " 

"And  oh !  she's  fainted ! " 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  I  have  been  up  to  her  room, 
'way  under  the  eaves, — a  starved,  miserable-looking 
place,  with  such  evidences  of  hard,  bare  poverty, 
that  I  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  leaving  her 
there  in  her  helpless  condition.  This  old  fellow 
tells  me  that  she  paints  pictures  for  the  print- 
shops,  and  says,  in  his  extravagant,  French  way, 
that  she's  an  angel.  She  may  be:  all  I  know  is, 
that  a  woman  who  works  and  starves,  must  be  re- 
spectable ;  no  matter  how  it  is  though,  don't  let  us 
leave  her  here." 

"Of  course  she  must  not  be  left  here,"  answered 
Mrs.  Bradford ;  "  give  the  man  some  money,  and  let 
us  take  her  home.  Poor  child — she's  coming  to ; 
where'syour  flask  ?"  A  few  drops  of  liquor  restored 
the  unfortunate  girl  to  consciousness.  "Now," 
she  whispered,  "  let  me  go.  I  live  here,  and  Jean 
will  help  me.  The  thanks  I  would  say,  I  cannot; 
the  English  is  not  yet  easy  for  me;  but  I  shall 
never,  never  forget  how  kind  you  have  treat  a  poor 
stranger." 

"I  hear,  my  child,  that  you  live  very  high  up, 
near  the  roof,  and  that  you  have  no  one  who  is 
bound  to  look  after  you,  in  the  house ;  so  what  with 
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that  and  the  trouble  you  would  find  in  getting  up 
those  long  steep  staircases,  my  wife  and  I  want  to 
take  you  home  with  us  and  nurse  you." 

"  Ah,  Monsieur,  it  is  too  much :  I  am  a  stranger 

to  you ;  I -no pardon  me,  but  I  must  not  take 

the  advantage  of  your  goodness ; "  she  replied,  in 
low,  broken  tones,  her  pale  face  growing  whiter  as 
she  spoke,  with  pain  and  suppressed  emotion. 

"We  will  soon  get  acquainted,  after  we  get 
home, "  said  Mrs.  Bradford. 

"  But,  Madame,  I  am  a  stranger ;  my  history  I 
cannot  tell ;  how  will  you  know  then  that  I  am  not 
an  evil  character  ?  how  can  you  not  suspect  me 
when  there  is  something  I  conceal  ? "  she  answered, 
with  a  wild,  woeful  look  in  her  eyes. 

"  We  will  take  you  on  trust,  my  wife  and  I.  Pov- 
erty is  no  disgrace,  and  a  noble  effort  against  fate 
keeps  crime  aloof.  I  saw  all  that,  my  child,  in 
your  room,  and  heard  enough  from  the  poor  lame 
creature,  up  there,  whom  you  help,  to  convince  me 
that  I  am  not  deceived  in  you." 

"Jean,"  she  called,  to  the  old  concierge,  who  still 
stood,  his  lamp  flaming  in  the  night  wind,  by  the 
carriage,  his  ears  strained  to  hear  all  that  passed, 
but  understanding  not  a  word.  A  few  words  in 
French  passed  rapidly  between  them;  he  waved 
his  lamp  with  a  flourish  as  he  bowed  his  red- 
handkerchiefed  head  to  his  knees :  the  girl  leaned 
back  in  the  corner  of  the  carriage,  and  sobbed :  "  I 
will  come ;  thank  you." 

Mr.  Bradford  got  in  and  settled  himself  on  the 
front  seat  with  an  ejaculation  of  relief,  the  door 
closed  with  a  snap,  and  the  coachman,  infinitely 
disgusted  at  having  his  elegant  equipage  and 
himself  detained  so  long  in  the  disreputable-look- 
ing old  court,  gathered  up  the  reins  with  alacrity, 
and  whirled  them  homewards. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


THE  FRIDAYS  IN  LENT. 
IV.— Feast  of  the  Five  Wounds. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARK. 

Of  all  the  devotions  springing  from  the  univer- 
sal devotion  to  the  Passion  of  Our  Lord,  as  stems 
from  a  single  root,  the  one  most  familiar  to  all  of 
us  is  that  to  the  Five  Sacred  Wounds.  Before  the 
Catholic  child  can  speak,  it  has  learned  to  kiss 
the  Five  Wounds  of  Jesus,  on  his  mother's  cruci. 
fix.  He  has  learned  to  touch  them,  with  his  small 
forefinger,  with  a  veneration  that  is  awe.  He 
has  learned  to  compassionate  those  Wounds,  to 
hang  over  them  with  the  pitying  tenderness  pecu- 
iar  to  childhood  and — to  sanctity!  Of  all  who 
draw  near,  on  Good  Friday,  to  kiss  the  crucifix, 


as  it  lies  on  its  cushion  before  the  sanctuary  rail, 
ing,  none  enter  into  the  spirit  of  that  act  of  loving 
reparation  like  the  little  children  who  come  with 
their  mothers  and  nurses  and  bend  their  infant 
knees  to  honor  Jesus  on  His  Cross — none,  unless 
we  except  those  ripe  saints  who  have  become  like 
little  children  in  the  simplicity  of  their  faith  and 
the  simplicity  of  their  devotion.  Uhe  prayers  in 
honor  of  the  Five  Wounds  are  in  every  prayer- 
book  ;  and  the  devotion  to  them,  in  one  form  or 
another,  enters  into  so  many  of  our  pious  prac- 
tices, is  the  condition  upon  which  so  many  indul- 
gences are  gained,  that  we  can  never  lose  sight  of 
them  until  we  have  lost  sight  of  Christ  Himself 
and  of  that  spirit  of  penance  which  takes  us  to 
His  Feet.  The  shortest  prayer  to  which  a  plenary 
indulgence  has  been  attached  is  an  epitome  of 
this  Christian  devotion  to  the  Five  Wounds.  It 
is  the  Prayer  before  a  Crucifix:  En  ego,  0  bone  et 
dulcissime  Jesu,  which  is  thus  translated  in  the 
Raccolta:  "Look  down  upon  me,  good  and  gen- 
tle Jesus,  while  before  Thy  face  I  humbly  kneel> 
and  with  burning  soul  pray  and  beseech  Thee  to 
fix  deep  in  my  heart  lively  sentiments  of  faitht 
hope,  charity,  true  contrition  for  my  sins,  and 
a  firm  purpose  of  amendment;  the  while  I  con- 
template with  great  love  and  tender  pity  Thy  Five 
Wounds,  pondering  over  them  within  me,  whilst 
I  call  to  mind  the  words  which  David,  Thy 
prophet,  said  to  Thee,  my  Jesus :  They  pierced  My 
hands  and  My  feet;  they  numbered  all  My  bones." 

That  a  special  Office  should  have  been  composed 
to  honor  these  Five  Sacred  Wounds  will  not  there- 
fore appear  strange  to  us.  Neither  will  an  atten- 
tive study  of  this  Office  fail  to  stimulate  our  devo- 
tion to  the  Wounds  which  have  been  sung  in  the 
verses  of  saints  for  eighteen  hundred  years,  and 
which  have  even  been  chosen  to  adorn  the  national 
banner  of  an  ancient  Catholic  people — the  pious 
Portuguese.  A  promise  sealed  by  a  solemn  invo- 
cation of  the  Five  Wounds  was  binding,  in  the 
Ages  of  Faith,  upon  every  Catholic  conscience; 
and  many  a  pious  heart  will  ache  when  it  is  told 
that  an  exclamation  only  too  familiar  to  English 
ears  is  really  a  profane  taking  in  vain  of  the  an- 
cient oath  in  honor  of  the  Five  Wounds,*  But 
reparation,  and  the  sad  necessity  for  it,  crowds 
upon  us. 

When  the  Roman  centurion,  Longinus,  drew  his 
lance  from  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  Water  and  the 
Blood  which  followed  the  lance  are  said  to  have 
touched  the  eyes  of  the  centurion,  and,  by  their 
miraculous  virtue,  both  restored  his  defective  bod- 
ily vision  and  enlightened  his  spiritual  eyes;  so 
that  he  left  Mount  Calvary,  saying :  "  Indeed  this 


*  The  word  "Zounds!"  is  admitted  by  scholars  to 
have  this  derivation. 
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was  a  Just  Man."  The  nails,  too,  have  been  drawn 
from  the  Sacred  hands  and  feet,  and  the  Body  of 
Him  who  was  "  beautiful  above  all  the  children  of 
men  "  has  been  detached  from  the  Cross  and  laid 
on  Its  winding-sheet  in  the  arms  of  His  Virgin 
Mother.  In  this  Office,  we  no  longer  consider  the 
instruments  of  Our  Lord's  Passion,  but  we  look 
upon  His  Wounds  as  Mary  herself  looked  upon 
them  as  He  lay  once  more  on  her  maternal  knees. 
Thus  the  Antiphons  and  Capitulum  with  which 
the  Office  opens  give  the  very  words  which  must 
have  come  to  this  Hebrew  daughter  of  kings  and  of 
prophets,  to  whom  every  word  of  the  prophesies 
were  as  familiar  as  if  she  had  received  them  from 
the  lips  that  spoke  them ;  for  had  not  their  hidden 
sense  been  revealed  to  her  by  Him  who  was  the 
sum  and  the  end  of  all  prophecy  ? 

Let  us  kneel  on  Mount  Calvary,  while  the  chill 
air  of  the  coming  March  evening  pierces  to  our 
very  souls,  and  while  the  declining  sun  throws  the 
shadows  of  three  crosses  far  over  the  hill-top.  Let 
us  kneel  there,  and  listen  to  Mary,  as  she  bends 
over  these  Five  Wounds,  exclaiming:  Vere  lan- 
guores  nostros  ipse  tulit,  et  dolores  nostros  ipsepor- 
tavit.  "Surely  He  hath  borne  our  infirmities  and 
carried  our  sorrows."  Ipse  autem  milneratus  est 
propter  iniquitntes  nostras,  attritus  est  propter  sce- 
lera  nostra.  "  He  was  wounded  for  our  iniquities, 
he  was  bruised  for  our  sins."  *  0  vos  omnes,  qui 
tramitis  per  mam,  attendite,  et  videte  si  eat  dolor 
ticut  dolor  meus!  "  O  all  you  that  pass  by  the  way, 
attend  and  see  if  there  be  sorrow  like  to  my  sor- 
row !f" 

The  Psalms  that  follow  the  Capitulum  \  are  full 
of  the  sorrow  which  pressed  upon  the  heart  of 
Mary,  and  which  still  presses  upon  every  heart 
that  sets  itself  to  the  part  of  Mary  while  binding 
up  the  Wounds  of  Jesus ;  and  should  be  faithfully 
perused  by  all  who  wish  to  keep  this  Festival 
according  to  the  mind  of  the  Church  in  its  insti- 
tutions. The  hymn 

Pange,  lingua,  gloriosi, 

is  the  same  which  is  found  translated  in  the  Mis- 
sal for  the  Laity  for  Good  Friday.  Only  the  first 
five  verses  are  said  at  Vespers;  and  the  versicle 
and  response  is  one  of  those  with  which  we  are 
already  familiar,  but  which  grows  more  beautiful 
with  frequent  use.  V.  Videbunt  in  quern  trans 
ftxerunt.  It.  Et  ddebunt  super  eum  ut  in  morte 
primogeniti.  "They  shall  look  on  Him  whom 
they  have  pierced.g  And  they  shall  mourn  for 
Him  as  for  an  only  son."  | 

Again,  too,  we  have  the  scene  from  Isaiah  thrown 


*  liii,  4,  5.  t  Lamentations,  i,  12. 

%  Ps.,  cxv,  cxix,  cxxxix.  cxl,  cxli. 

§  St.  John,  xix,  37.  |  Zach.,  xii,  10. 
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into  the  form  of  antiphons  as  on  the  Feast  of  the 
Holy  Winding  Sheet:  Q>ns  est  qui  venit  de  Edom, 
tinctis  vestibus  de  Basra  ?  "  Who  is  this  that  com- 
eth  fromEdorn,  with  dyed  garments  from  Bosra?" 
Quare  rubrum  est  indumentum  tuum,  et  vestimenta 
tua  sicut  calcantium  in  torculari  ?  "  Why  is  Thy 
apparel  red,  and  Thy  garments  like  theirs  that 
tread  in  the  wine-press?"  Torcular  calcavi solus, 
et  de  gentibus  nonfuit  vir  mecum.  "  I  have  trodden 
the  wine-press  alone,  and  of  the  Gentiles  there  is 
not  a  man  with  Me."  These  antiphons  are  used 
as  introductions,  or  prefaces,  to  the  psalms  so  dear 
to  every  lover  of  the  Psalter :  "  In  Domino  confido. 
In  the  Lord  I  put  my  trust:  how  then  do  you  say 
to  my  soul :  "  Get  thee  away  from  hence  to  the 
mountain  like  a  sparrow?  For  lo,  the  wicked 
have  bent  their  bow;  they  have  prepared  their 
arrows  in  the  quiver,  to  shoot  in  the  dark  the  up- 
right of  heart."*  Domini  est  terra.  "The  earth 
is  the  Lord's,  and  the  fulness  thereof;  that  jubilant 
psalm:  Attollite  portas,  principes,  vestras,  et  eleva- 
mini,  portal  ceternales:  et  in  introibit  Sex  gloriae- 
Quis  est  iste  Rex  gloria  f  Dominus  virtutum  ipse  es 
Hex  gloria.  "Lift  up  your  gates,  O  ye  princes, 
and  be  ye  lifted  up,  0  eternal  gates:  and  the  King 
of  glory  shall  enter  in.  Who  is  this  King  of  glory  ? 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  He  is  the  King  of  glory. "f 
This  psalm  is  believed  to  have  been  composed  on 
occasion  of  the  translation  of  the  ark  from  the 
house  of  Obededom  to  Mount  Sion,  and  is  one  of 
the  two  very  remarkable  instances  in  which  is 
shown  forth  the  dramatic  character  of  the  true  wor- 
ship ordained  by  God ;  first  under  the  Old  Law,  and 
then  under  the  New.  \  Then,  by  a  transition  pecu- 
liar to  the  Passion,  we  hear  breaking  in  upon  this 
chorus  of  exultation  a  low  voice  in  the  minor  key 
of  the  versicles  and  responses :  V.  Foderunt  manus 
meas  et  pedes  meos.  R.  Dinumeraverunt  omnia  ossa 
mea.  "They  have  pierced  My  hands  and  My  feet. 
They  have  numbered  all  My  bones."  §  The  Les- 
sons from  the  fifty-third  chapter  of  Isaiah  are  di- 
vided by  versicles  and  responses  from  the  New 
Testament. 

R.  O-ratificavit  nos  Deus  in  dilecto  Filio  suo:  in 
quo  habemus  redemptionem  per  sanguinem  eju*,  in 
remissionem  peccatorum.  V.  Ecce  tenit  ple>,itudo 
temporis  in  quo  mixit  Deus  Filium  suum  in  terra. 
God  hath  graced  us  in  His  Beloved  Son  :  in  whom 
we  have  redemption  through  His  Blood,  the  re- 
mission of  sins."  |  Behold  when  the  fulness  of 
time  was  come,  God  sent  His  Son  into  the  world.  If 


*  Ps.  x.  t  Ps.  xxiii. 

J  See  Archbishop  Kenrick's  translation  of  the  Psalm, 
and  notes  upon  this  one.  Also,  Card.  Wiseman's  Lec- 
tures on  Holy  Week,  p.  66. 

§  Ps.  xxi,  17, 18.         I  Eph.,  i,6, 7.         U  Gal.,  iv,  4. 
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R.  Nos  qni  aliqunndo  eramus  longe,  facti  sumus 
prope  per  sangut'nem  Jesu  Chrinti :  Ip*e  est  pax 
noxtra,quifec.tutraqueunum.  V.  A  Domino  factum 
est  istud  et  e^t  mirabile  in  ocul;s  nostris.  "  We  who 
sometimes  were  afar  off.  are  in  ail  e  near  by  the  Blood 
of  Jesus  Christ :  For  He  is  our  peace  who  hath 
made  both  one."*  "By  the  Lord  hath  this  been 
done;  and  it  is  wonderful  in  our  eyes."  f  R.  In 
primogenito  ex  mortuis  complacuit  omnem plenitudi- 
nem  dimniiatis  inhabitare,  et  per  eum  reconciliare 
omniain  ipsum,pacificansper  sanguinem  crucis  ejus 
sive  quoR  in  ccdis,  sive  quce  in  terris  sunt.  V.  Tpse  est 
caput  corporis  Ewlesice,  in  omnibus primatum  tenens. 
"  The  First-born  from  the  dead  ;  in  Him  it  hath  well 
pleased  that  all  fulness  should  dwell :  and  through 
Him  to  reconcile  all  things  unto  Himself,  making 
peace  through  the  Blood  of  His  Cross,  both  as  to 
the  things  that  are  on  earth,  and  the  things  that 
are  in  heaven.  He  is  the  head  of  the  body,  the 
Church,  that  in  all  things  He  may  hold  pri- 
macy. "\ 

The  antiphons  for  the  psalms  of  the  second  noc- 
turn,  at  Matins,  cannot  be  passed  over.  Again  we 
have  the  cry  from  the  twenty-first  Psalm:  "They 
have  pierced  My  hands  and  My  feet,  they  have 
numbered  all.  My  bones";  and  followed  by  the 
complaint  in  the  first  chapter  of  Isaiah's  prophecy. 
A  plantd  ped  s  usque  ad  veiticem  non  eat  in  eo 
sanitas:  "From  the  sole  of  the  foot  unto  the  top 
of  the  head,  there  is  no  soundness  therein."  The 
Psalm  Jubilate  Deo%  breaks  in  upon  this  anti- 
phon,  with  its  shout  of  triumph;  but  again  the 
wail  is  heard  in  the  antiphon  Vulnus,  et  livor,  et 
plaga  tumens  non  est  circumligata,  nee  curata  medi- 
camine,  nee  fota  oleo:  "Wounds  and  bruises  and 
swelling  sores:  they  are  not  bound  up,  nor  dressed, 
nor  fomented  with  oil."  ||  After  the  Psalm  Notus 
in  Judace,  *f[  we  hear  the  versicle  repeated  : 
"  Surely  He  hath  borne  our  infirmities  and  car- 
ried our  sorrows. 

The  sermon  of  St.  Bernard  on  the  Five  Wounds 
is  a  veritable  poem,  from  which  one  is  tempted  to 
draw  sentence  after  sentence;  but  this  must  be 
left  for  another  time.  It  reminds  one  of  the  ec- 
static exclamations  of  St.  Gertrude  to  her  Divine 
Spouse.  The  versicles  and  responses,  however, 
must  not  be  omitted.  R.  Per  mortem  destruxit 
Jesus  eum  qui  mortis  habcbat  imperium.  Ut  libe- 
raret  eos,  qui  timore  mortis  obnoxii  erant  servituti. 
Unde  dtbuit  per  omnia  fratribus  assimilari,  ut 
misericors  fieret.  "By  death  Jesus  destroyed  him 
who  had  the  empire  of  death :  and  delivered  them, 
•who,  through  the  fear  of  death  were  all  their  life- 


*  Eph.,  ii,  13, 14.        f  Math.,  xxi,  43. 
J  Col.,  i,  18,  19,  20.  §  Ps.  Ixv. 

If  Psalm  Ixxv. 


1  Isaias,  i,  6. 


time  subject  to  slavery.  For  it  behooved  Him 
to  become,  mercifully,  like  to  His  brethren  in  all 
things."  *  R.  Per  hominem  mors,  et  per  Jiominem 
resurrectio  mortuorum :  Et  sicut  in  Adam  omnes 
peccaverunt,  ita  in  Christo  omnesvivificabuntur.  V. 
Novifisime  autem  inimica  destructur  mors.  "For 
by  a  man  came  death,  and  by  a  man  the  resurrec- 
tion of  the  dead.  And  as  in  Adam  all  die,  so  in 
Christ  all  shall  be  made  alive.  The  enemy  death, 
shall  be  destroyed  last.*'  f  R.  Videmus  Jesumprop- 
terpassionem  mortis,  gloria  et  honore  coronatum.  Ut 
pro  omnibus  gustaret  mortem.  V.  Deeebat  eum, 
qui  multosfilios  in  gloriam  adduxerat,  auctorem  salu- 
tis  eorumper  passionem  consummari.  "  But  we  see 
Jesus,  for  the  suffering  of  death,  crowned  with 
glory  and  honor;  that  He  might  taste  death  for  all. 
For  it  became  him  who  had  brought  many  chil- 
dren into  glory,  to  make  the  Author  of  their  salva- 
tion perfect  by  suffering." 

The  Homily  of  St.  Cyprian  is  divided  by  two  ver- 
sicles, the  first  of  which  we  shall  leave  our  readers 
to  look  out  for  themselves,  as  the  Office  proves 
too  rich  for  our  space  ;|  but  the  second,  from 
St.  John's  Revelation,  is  too  beautiful  to  be  omitted. 
R.  Dignus  es,  D^mine,  dccipere  librum,  et  aperire 
signacula  ejux,  quoniam  occisus  es,  et  redcmisti  nos 
Deo,  in  .sanguine  tuo.  V.  Fecixti  enim  nos  Deo 
nostro  regrium  et  sacerdotes.  "Thou  art  worthy,  O 
Lord,  to  take  the  book,  and  to  open  the  seals 
thereof:  because  Thou  wast  slain  and  hast  re- 
deemed  us  to  God,  in  Thy  Blood.  And  hast  made 
us  to  our  God  a  kingdom  and  priests."  § 

The  Hymn  for  Lauds  is  a  continuation  of  the 
Pange,  lingua,  of  Vespers,  and  begins  with  the  verse : 
Lustra  sex  qui  jam  peregit. 

When  the  whole  of  this  hymn  is  sung  on  Good 
Friday,  the  eighth  verse  is  sung  as  a  refrain  ;  and 
insensible  must  be  the  heart  which  can  resist  this 
exquisite  apostrophe  to  the  very  wood  of  the 

Cross. 

Crux  fldelis,  inter  omnes 
Arbor  una  nobilis: 
Nulla  silva  talem  profert, 
Fronde,  flore,  genuine. 
Dulce  lignum,  dulces  clavos, 
Dulce  pondus  sustinet. 

"  Faithful  Cross,  0  tree  all  beauteous ! 

Tree  all  peerless  and  divine ! 
Not  a  grove  on  earth  can  show  us 
Such  a  flower  and  leaf  as  thine, 
Sweet  the  nails,  and  sweet  the  wood, 
Laden  with  so  sweet  a  load!" 

The  next  verse  carries  out  the  same  poetic  im- 

ages. 

Flecte  ramos,  arbor  alta, 


*  Hab.,  ii,  14,15,17. 
J  2  Tim.,  i,  9, 10. 


t  1  Cor.,  xv,  21,  22,  26. 
§  Apoc.,  v,  9, 10. 
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Tensa  laxa  viscera, 
Et  vigor  lentescat  ille, 
Quern  dedit  nativitas : 
Et  superni  membra  Regis 
Tende  miti  stipite. 

"  Lofty  tree,  bend  down  thy  branches, 

To  embrace  thy  sacred  load; 
Oh,  relax  the  native  tension 
Of  that  all  too  rigid  wood; 
Gently,  gently  bear  the  members 
Of  thy  dying  King  and  God."  * 

If  we  repeat  the  refrain  after  this  verse : 

"  Faithful  Cross,  O  Tree  all  beauteous! " 
we  can  imagine  the  charm  which  this  Office  must 
have  had  when  chanted  by  a  choir  of  earnest  monks, 
under  the  arches  of  hundreds  of  abbey  churches,  in 
those  grand  days  when  the  human  voice  gave  its 
most  inspired  notes,  and  its  most  cultivated  skill  to 
the  service  of  God.  The  echoes  of  this  holy  psal- 
mody  still  lingers  in  the  ear  and  in  the  heart  of 
Christendom  ;  and  still,  in  spite  of  confiscations  by 
princes)  these  Offices  are  sung  in  monastic  retreats 
that  can  boast  of  drawing  to  themselves  some  of 
the  choicest  spirits  of  our  own,  or  of  any  other  age. 

The  Capitulum  for  the  Jiour  of  Sexte  has  not  yet 
been  heard  in  the  Friday  Offices,  and  must  not  be 
passed  over. 

Faciem  meam  non  aterti  ab  increpantibug,  et 
convpuentibus  in  me.  Dominus  Deus  auxiliator 
meus,  et  idea  non  sum  confusus.  "  I  have  not  turned 
My  face  from  them  that  rebuked  Me  and  spit  upon 
Me.  The  Lord  God  is  my  helper,  therefore  am  I 
not  confoUnded."f 

The  Gapitulum  for  the  hour  of  Hone  also  gives 
us  another  verse  from  Isaiah,  with  a  new  versicle 
and  response: 

Tradidit  Christus  in  mortem  animam  suam,  et 
cum  scderatis  reputatus  est;  et  ipse  peccata  mul- 
torum  tulit,  et  pro  transgressoribits  rogatit. 

V.   Oblatus  est,  quia  ipse  volwit> 

M.  $t  non  aperuit  os  suum. 

"  Christ  hath  delivered  His  soul  to  death,  and  He 
was  reputed  with  the  wicked ;  and  He  hath  borne 
the  sins  of  many,  and  hath  prayed  for  the  trans- 
gressors." \  "  He  was  offered  because  it  was  His 
own  will ;  and  He  opened  not  His  mouth."  § 

The  Collect  for  the  Feast  of  the  Five  Sacred 
Wounds  is  only  another  instance,  among  many, 
of  the  manner  in  which  the  Church  first  scatters 
her  jewels  over  an  Office,  as  a  skilful  embroiderer 
disposes  them  over  the  surface  of  a  rich  chasuble 
or  cope ;  and  then,  when  their  significance  has  been 
fully  set  forth,  clusters  them  into  one  short  sen- 
tence:  just  as  the  symbol  of  our  Redemption  is 
seen  on  the  same  chasuble  or  cope> 

*  See  Missal  for  the  Laity;  also  Lyra  Catholica, 
t  Is.,  1,  6,  7.          J  liii,  12.  §  liii,  7. 


Deus,  qui  unigeniti  Filii  tui  passtone,  et  per  quin- 
que  vulnera  ejus  sanguinis  effusione  Jiumanam  no- 
turam  peceato  perditam  reparasti:  tribue  nobis, 
qucesumus,  ut  qui  ab  eo  suscepta  vulnera  veneramur 
in  terris,  ejusdem  pretiosiasimi  sanguinis  fructum 
consequi  mereamur  in  coeli-s. 

"  O  God,  who,  by  the  passion  of  Thine  only-be- 
gotten Son,  and  the  shedding  of  His  Blood  through 
His  Five  Wounds,  hast  renewed  the  nature  of  man 
that  was  ruined  by  sin;  grant  to  us,  we  beseech 
Thee,  that  as  we  venerate  on  earth  the  Wounds 
He  received,  so  we  may  deserve  to  obtain  the  fruit 
of  His  Most  Precious  Blood  in  heaven." 


Freemasonry* 
A  LETTEB  FROM  KT.  REV.  BISHOP  MARTIN. 

NATCHITOCHES,  Feb.  7, 1875. 

VENERATED  AJTD  EVER  BELOVED  FATHER: — 
Your  letter  of  the  25th  of  January,  which  I  received 
three  days  ago,  was  for  me  a  regular  treat.  You 
say  that  I  must  have  forgotten  you,  whilst  at  the 
same  time  you  forget  that  every  week  that  excellent 
journal,  the  AVE  MARIA,  which  you  founded  and 
which  I  welcomed  with  my  whole  heart  from  the 
first,  comes  to  renew  my  remembrances  of  you  and 
my  gratitude  as  a  Catholic  and  a  Bishop  for  that 
work  which,  for  so  many  years,  has  so  powerfully 
contributed  to  awaken,  or  to  strengthen,  amongst 
the  faithful,  their  devotion  to  the  Immaculate  Vir- 
gin, as  well  as  their  confidence  in  the  all-powerful 
intercession  of  the  Divine  Mother  of  our  Lord  and 
Saviour  Jesus  Christ ;  and  which  has  not  the  less 
helped  to  bind  the  people  to  their  first  and  Sover- 
eign Pastor,  Peter,  ever-living,  and  to-day  living  so 
gloriously  in  our  venerable  and  most  afflicted  Pon- 
tiff, Pius  IX 

As  to  the  request  you  make,  it  is  out  of  my  power. 
You  ask  an  account  of  a  conversation  which  took 
place  five  years  ago,  and  that  from  an  old  man  whose 
memory,  in  regard  to  many  things,  is  much  like 
the  cracked  cisterns  of  the  prophet,  which  could 
not  hold  water.  The  events,  persons  and  things 
which  made  their  impressions  on  my  memory 
from  infancy  up  to  about  ten  years  ago  are  always 
at  hand;  but  since  the  chill  acd  numbness  of  old 
age  have  set  in,  only  the  very  strongest  impressions 
leave  their  mark  behind  them.  The  fact  of  which 
you  spoke  is  not  of  that  kind.  It  has  occurred  a 
thousand  times  in  the  grand  lodges,  and  will  be  re- 
peated more  and  more  often  as  the  expected  reign 
of  Antichrist  approaches.  I  could  only  give  you 
uncertain  and  vague  details ;  and  in  such  serious 
matters  we  should  be  positive,  and  sure  of  our  af- 
firmations. 

Whilst  I  was  in  Rome  I  wrote  out  a  memorandum 
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of  those  things  that  interested  me  most  as  a  Bishop, 
in  the  hope  that  later  on  it  might  be  of  use  to  others. 
I  have  the  manuscript,  which  I  have  withheld  from 
publication  in  spite  of  most  urgent  requests  to  do 
so.  Too  many  illustrious  personages  figure  in  it 
in  too  unfavorable  a  light.  If  you  were  nearer  to 
me  I  would  willingly  trust  it  with  you. 

In  these  notes,  conscientiously  made  out,  there 
are  but  a  few  pages  about  Freemasonry.  Several 
of  these  pages  expose  the  truly  diabolical  plan  of 
this  detestable  Sect,  adopted  in  the  grand  lodges  in 
1869,  to  cause  the  miscarriage  of  the  Council.  This 
plan  was  told  me,  the  same  day  that  I  committed  it 
to  writing,  by  a  Roman  Chevalier,  a  beloved  son  of 
the  Holy  Father,  who  had  it  himself  from  the  Count 

B ,  to  whom  it  was  revealed  by  an  agent  of  the 

Grand  Lodge  of  London.  This  plan  was  the  subject 
of  an  article  without  signature,  published  in  several 
French  papers,  and  afterwards  copied  in  the  Jour- 
nal Official  de  Rome.  You  must  have  read  it  at  that 
time,  without  knowing  the  author.  The  republica- 
tion  of  this  article  to-day  would  be  of  no  use.  In 
the  same  memorandum  I  committed  to  writing  the 
diabolical  resolutions  of  the  Anti-Council,  which 
was  so  ingloriously  broken  up  by  the  cudgels  of  the 
Italians  on  the  llth  of  December,  1869.  These  reso- 
lutions had  been  adopted  the  preceding  evening, 
and  they  are  now  strictly  followed  by  all  Masons 
in  power,  in  regard  to  questions  of  education  of 
youth. 

I  have  also  copied  the  text  of  an  abominable 
piece  called  "A  Hymn  to  Satan,"  published  in 
January  or  February,  1870,  by  the  Masonic  organ 
in  Florence,  and  which,  I  have  since  been  told 
was  performed  in  Bologna  with  grand  orchestral 
accompaniment. 

Finally  a  compendium  of  the  belief  and  the  moral 
code  of  the  Masons,  brought  to  Rome  in  1869,  and 
signed  by  about  two  hundred  adepts.  This  last,  in 
Latin,  was  given  me  by  a  religious  who  had  it  from 
one  of  his  own  Community,  to  whom  it  was  given 
up  by  the  unhappy  agent  of  Mazzini,  who  died  in 
Rome  in  great  sorrow  for  his  deeds,  struck  by  God 
in  the  midst  of  his  mission.  But  these  pieces  are  so 
fearfully  immoral  and  blasphemous  that  their  pub- 
lication is  not  justifiable 

I  share  in  your  fears,  dear  Father,  in  regard  to 
the  fancied  security  in  which  many  of  the  senti- 
nels set  to  watch  the  towers  of  the  Royal  City  of 
David  seem  to  sleep.  I  am  of  your  opinion  that 
Freemasonry  in  these  times  is  the  most  danger- 
ous enemy  of  the  Church.  They  are  making 
ready  for  the  advent  of  Antichrist. 

The  strength  of  this  hell-born  Sect  is  truly 
formidable.  It  is  sovereign  in  Berlin,  Vienna 
Madrid,  Petersburg,  Varsovia,  Geneva,  London, 
Edinburg,  at  the  White  House,  in  Brazil  and 


Mexico,  Constantinople,  in  Persia,  in  China  and 
the  Indies.  It  is  everywhere ;  and  in  my  last  visit 
to  Paris,  a  Mason  of  my  acquaintance,  who  was 
evidently  not  in  the  secret,  told  me  ingenuously 
that  there  was  not  a  prince,  president,  king  or 
emperor,  who  could  remain  in  power  for  two  days 
if  he  was  not  a  Mason.  Until  within  a  few  years, 
in  this  unfortunate  country,  the  Jewa  and  Episco- 
palians withheld  from  this  sect.  Now  they  are 
members.  The  Catholic  Hierarchy  alone  adheres 
to  the  banner  of  the  King  of  kings  to  fight  this 
enemy  of  God  and  Society. 

I  believe, dear  Father,  that  a  great  and  important 
work  devolves  on  the  Catholic  Press.  That  is,  to 
show  and  make  clear,  in  every  way  possible,  this 
mystery  of  iniquity,  and  to  sound  the  depths  of 
Satan.  Already  great  and  open  crimes  have  been 
committed.  The  same  sect  which  is  responsible 
for  the  massacre  of  Tien-Tsin,  the  still  more  nu- 
merous massacres  of  our  Asiatic  Catholics,  the 
persecution  and  spoliation  of  Catholics  in  Turkey, 
the  same  sect  which  persecutes  the  Bishops  and 
priests  of  Germany,  Switzerland,  Italy  and  Brazil, 
has  very  recently  torn  from  the  care  of  their  pas- 
tors, by  an  unheard  of  act  of  tyranny,  8,000  In- 
dians. It  is  this  Sect  which  in  our  midst  is  mak- 
ing such  a  war  against  Christian  education,  and 
flatters  itself  that  its  public  schools  will  prove  to 
be  the  weapon  of  sure  destruction  for  the  Catholic 
Church. 

I  very  much  fear  that  it  is  also  the  secret  organ- 
izer of  those  Granges,  which  have  so  rapidly  passed 
from  the  West  to  the  South.  If  agitation  ever  were 
opportune,  I  think  the  time  has  come  for  the  Cath- 
olic Press  to  stir  up  and  organize  a  public  and 
powerful  movement  against  Freemasonry  and  its 
aims.  From  this  you  can  see  that  I  am  not  one 
of  those  who  sleep  in  the  storm  and  on  the  brink 
of  an  abyss. 

My  dear  Father,  here  now  is  a  letter  already  too 
long,  especially  for  a  poor  cripple,  who  must  use 
another's  hand  to  write.  For  I  must  tell  you  that 
it  was  in  your  dear  house  of  St.  Brigit's,  in  Rome, 
and  in  the  damp  cell,  without  light  or  fire,  in 
which  I  slept  from  the  beginning  of  December 
till  the  end  of  April,  that  I  came  by  a  souvenir 
which  I  cannot  lose — that  is,  a  palsy  of  the  right 
hand,  which  prevents  me  from  writing  except 
briefly  and  at  long  intervals;  God  has  His  design 
in  this,  and  no  doubt  He  chose  in  this  way  to  put 
an  end  to  my  perpetual  scribbling. 

However,  dear  Father,  I  will  not  say  good-bye. 
I  owe  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  a  debt  of  gratitude 
and  love,  and  this  old  debt  I  intend  to  pay  through 
the  "  AVE  MAUIA."  And  that  soon :  for  towards  the 
end  of  April  I  must  go  again  to  France  to  recruit 
subjects  for  my  Diocese.  I  will  be  away  no  longer 
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than  is  absolutely  necessary,  and  I  hope  to  be 
back  in  July  for  the  Confirmation,  the  Retreat  of 
the  Clergy  of  the  Diocese,  and  for  the  celebration 
of  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  my  ordination.  Pray 
for  ine,  dear  Father,  that  by  the  intercession  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph  my  journey  may 
j  be  a  success;  and  if  I  can  yet  be  of  any  use  to  my 
flock,  that  God  may  keep  me,  as  He  has  so  far, 
from  all  dangers. 

Accept,  dear  Father,  the  sincere  homage  of  old 
friendship  and  profound  esteem. 
Your  humble  servant, 

•J.  AUG.  MARIE, 
BISHOP  OF  HATCHITOCSES. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— In  the  Kingdom  of  Belgium  there  are  at  present 
4,000  monks  and  17,100  nuns,  178  monasteries,  and  1,144 
nunneries. 

— REV.  FATHER  J.  NOOXAN,  of  St.  Francis  XavSer's 
Church,  Baltimore,  has  been  chosen  Provincial  of  the 
Mission  to  the  colored  people  in  this  country. 

— An  Encyclical  Letter  from  the  Pope  to  the  Prussian 
Bishops,  is  published.  It  denounces  the  Falk  Ecclesi- 
astical laws,  and  excommunicates  members  of  the 
clergy  who  accept  benefices  from  the  State. 

— The  Queen  Dowager  of  Bavaria,  who  recently 
joined  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  has  ordered  the 
construction,  at  her  own  expense,  of  a  new  Catholic 
church,  at  Munich,  which  will  cost  340.000  marks. 

The  Municipal  of  Munich  had  refused  previously  to 
construct  the  Church,  alleging  that  the  town  had  al- 
ready quite  sufficient  church  accommodation. 

— ''The  Brotherhood  of  the  Presentation,"  a  new 
Order,  has  been  formed  in  Ireland,  under  the  direct 
sanction  of  the  Pope.  They  state  that  their  object  is  to 
visit  the  sick  and  to  teach  the  poorest  class  of  children. 
The  Brotherhood  has  already  established  itself  near 
Cork. 

— THE  monks  of  Lerins  are  about  to  publish  a  little 
weekly  paper,  which  will  be  of  great  interest  and 
value.  It  is  to  contain  the  inedited  annals  of  that 
famous  Benedictine  monastery,  and  will,  of  course,  be 
of  the  greatest  historical  importance,  as  the  history 
of  Lerins  is  connected  with  that  of  the  French  nation 
from  a  very  early  date. 

— THE  Catholics  of  Ireland  and  England  will  cele- 
brate this  year  three  notable  Jubilees.  First,  there 
is  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  episcopal  consecra- 
tion of  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam;  secondly,  Cardinal 
Cullen  is  twenty-five  years  Archbishop;  lastly,  Arch- 
bishop Manning  has  been  for  ten  years  adding  lustre 
to  the  See  which  Cardinal  Wiseman  had  so  long 
adorned. 

— ON  the  Feast  of  St.  Agnes,  the  Pope  was  visited 
by  over  two  thousand  little  Roman  boys  and  girls. 
As  soon  as  the  Holy  Father  appeared  before  them, 
these  little  ones  "made  a  rush  for  him,"  and  it  was 
with  some  difficulty  that  His  Holiness  restored  order 
amongst  his  excited  visitors.  When  at  last  their  en- 


thusiasm was  somewhat  abated,  they  recited  a  number 
of  little  poems  in  honor  of  the  day,  which  greatly 
pleased  the  Pope,  who  gave  them  his  benediction,  and 
addressed  them  in  a  kindly  little  speech.  The  parents 
of  these  children  brought  his  Holiness  a  gift  of  two 
fine  altars,  to  be  sent  to  poor  churches  in  the  vicinity 
of  Rome,  which  have  been  despoiled  by  the  Italian 
Government. 

—The  Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor  in  St.  Paul,  Minn., 
have  just  refused  to  receive  an  old  lady  who  wished  to 
be  received.  The  old  lady  has  an  income  of  $85  per 
month,  and  proposed  to  give  it  to  them  during  life  and 
at  death.  The  Little  Sisters  give  as  a  reason  for  re- 
fusal that  they  do  not  keep  a  hotel,  but  a  poorhouse 
and  can  receive  nobody  who  is  not  destitute.  What 
an  inversion  of  "  worldly  "  wisdom !— St.  Paul  Chronicle. 

— The  funeral  of  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Cashel 
took  place  on  Wednesday,  aud  was  attended  with 
great  ceremony.  Nearly,  if  not  all,  the  Irish  Prelates 
were  there,  with  the  nobility  and  gentry  of  the  sur- 
rounding counties.  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  was 
prevented  through  a  severe  attack  of  illness  from 
being  present.  He  is  in  anything  but  good  health  for 
the  past  few  weeks,  but  I  trust  the  coming  sprinjwill 
restore  him  to  his  devoted  people.  On  Friday  last,  the 
Very  Rev.  Dr.  Cantwell,  P.  P.,  Fethard,  was  elected 
Dean  and  Vicar-General  of  Cashel,  and  in  a  month's 
time  the  election  of  a  successor  to  the  late  lamented 
Dr.  Leahy  will  take  place.  No  opinion  can  yet  be 
formed  as  to  who  will  be  chosen  to  fill  the  high  and 
sacred  office.  Indeed,  speculation  on  the  subject 
would  be  out  of  place  at  present. 

— A  special  despatch  from  the  Roman  correspondent 
of  the  2f.  Y.  Freeman's  Journal  contains  the  following 
very  interesting  information: — 

Our  Holy  Father  the  Pope  has  approved  the  follow- 
ing appointment  of  Bishops,  proposed  to  his  Holiness 
by  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  Propaganda  : 

1.  To  the  vacant  Cathedral  Church  of   Wheeling, 
West  Virginia,  the  Rev.  J.  J.  Kain,  now  pastor  of  Har- 
per's Ferry,  in  the  Diocese  of  Richmond,  Va. 

2.  To  the  vacant  Cathedral  Church  of  Hartford, 
Conn.,  the  Very  Rev.  Thomas  Galberry,  0.  S.  A.,  now 
President  of  Villanova  College,  and  Commissary  Gen- 
eral of  the  Augustinians  in  the  United  States. 

3.  To  the  vacant  Cathedral  Church  of  Portland, 
Maine,  the  Rev.  James  A.  Healy,  now  pastor  of   St. 
fames'  church,  Boston. 

4.  To  the  vacant  Cathedral  Church  of  Green  Bay, 
Wis.,  the  Very  Rev.  F.  II.  Krautbauer,  now  Chaplain  of 
St.  Mary's  of  the  Holy  Angels,  Milwaukee,  and  Supe- 
rior General  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  in  the 
United  States. 

5.  Peoria,  111.,  hitherto  belonging  to  the  Diocese  of 
Chicago,  has  been  erected  into  a  Cathedral  Church. 
The  Rev.  M.  Hurley,  now  Pastor  of  St.  Patrick's  church, 
Peoria,  is  named  by  the  Holy  Father  as  first  Bishop  of 
Peoria. 

6.  The  Rev.  John  Ireland,  now  Rector  of  the  Cathe- 
dral parish  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  and  secretary  of  that 
diocese,  has  been  named  Bishop  of  a  See  in  partibus 
infiddium,  and  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Nebraska  (including 
also  the  Territories  of  Wyoming,  Montana,  and  part  of 
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Dakota),  to  succeed  the  Right  Rev.  Dr.  O'Gorraan, 
deceased. 

7.  The  Right  Rev.  Abbot  Rupert  Seidenbush,O.S.B., 
of  the  Abbey  of  St.  Louis  on  the  Lake,  Stearns  County, 
Minnesota,  has  been  named  Bishop  of  a  See  inpartibus, 
and  appointed  to  be  Vicar  Apostolic  of  a  part  of  the 
State  of  Minnesota,  separated  now  from  the  Diocese  of 
St.  Paul,  at  the  advice  and  wish  of  its  apostolic  Bishop, 
Dr.  Grace. 

8.  The  recommendation  of  the  Sacred  Congregation, 
has  been  approved  by  the  Holy  Father,  and  the  respec- 
tive diocetes  of  Boston,  Philadelphia,  Milwaukee,  and 
Santa  Fe,  iu  New  Mexico,  are  raised  to  the  Metropol- 
itan Rank.    Boston  will  have  as  suffragans  Hartford, 
Burlington,  Vt ,  Portland,  Springfield,  Mass  ,  and  Provi- 
dence. •  Philadelphia  will  have  as  suffragans  Pittsburgh, 
Erie,  Harrisburgh,  and  Scranton,  in  the  State  of  Penn- 
sylvania.    Milwaukee   will    have   as  suffragans   La 
Crosse  and  Green  Bay,  in  Wisconsin,  St.  Paul  and  the 
new  Vicariate  Apostolic  in  Minnesota. — Boston  Pilot. 

— With  profound  sorrow,  says  the  Irish  Canadian, 
February  17,  we  record  the  death  of  the  Right  Rev. 
Bishop  Horan,  of  Kingston.  Though  long  ailing,  his 
death  comes  suddenly  upon  his  diocese.  The  venera- 
ble prelate  expired  on  Monday  morning  at  half-past 
seven  o'clock.  He  was  at  the  time  the  senior  Bishop 
of  the  province  by  consecration.  Born  at  Quebec,  Oc- 
tober 26, 1817,  he  made  his  studies  in  that  city  and 
was  ordained  priest  September  22,  1842.  He  Lad  up 
to  this  time  attended  the  seminary  of  Quebec  as  stu- 
dent, and  than  became  a  member  of  the  faculty,  filling 
successively  the  offices  of  professor  and  director. 

On  the  inauguration  of  Laval  University  the  late 
Bishop  attached  himself  to  that  institution.  For  some 
years  he  filled  the  office  of  secretary,  and  was,  in  1856, 
appointed  principal  of  the  institute.  Whilst  filling 
this  office  he  was  called,  in  the  consistory  of  January 
8, 1858.  to  succeed  Bishop  Phelan,  of  Kingston,  who 
had  died  the  year  before.  He  was  consecrated  in  the 
parish  church  of  St.  Patrick,  in  Quebec,  on  the  1st  of 
May  of  tue  same  year.  In  the  discharge  of  his  pas- 
toral duties  he  made  several  journeys  to  Rome,  in  the 
second  of  which  (in  1862)  he  was  named  assistant  at 
the  pontifical  throne. 

On  account  of  ill  health  Bishop  Horan  resigned  his 
pastoral  charge  in  April,  1874,  and  his  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto  was  appointed  administrator  of  the 
diocese.  From  that  time  his  Lordship  resided  at 
Kingston  as  Bishop  of  Crisopolis  in  partibus,  the  title 
conferred  upon  him  at  his  resignation.  The  obsequies 
will  be  performed  in  the  cathedral  at  Kingston,  on 
Friday  next.  His  Grace  the  Archbishop  will  officiate. 
Yesterday  (Tuesday)  morning  at  8.30,  his  Grace  cele- 
brated Pontificiul  High  Mass  for  the  repose  of  the  soul 
of  the  deceased  prelate,  Dean  Proulx  being  assistant- 
priest;  Vicar-Generrl  Rooney,  deacon;  and  Rev.  J.  J. 
Shea,  subdeacon.  The  cathedral  sanctuary  was  suit- 
ably draped  in  black  for  the  occasion.  After  the  Mass 
his  Grace  pronounced  the  solemn  absolution  of  the 
deceased.  Kind,  benevolent,  warm-hearted,  and  for- 
giving, Dr.  Horan  departs,  while  the  tears  of  every 
member  of  his  old  pastorate  fall  copiously  upon  his 
bier.  They  will  cherish  his  memory  as  that  of  a  father 


who  watched  carefully  their  every  spiritual  want,  and 
their  prayers  will  ascend  to  the  Most  High  for  his 
soul's  eternal  repose.  May  it  rest  in  peace.  Amen. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  lOTn  TO  THE  l^TII  OP  FEBRUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  thirty-four  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  fifty-nine  new  Associates 
have  been  enrolled ;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
twenty-six  individuals;  thirty-two  sick  persons 
have  requested  prayers  for  their  improvement  in 
health;  special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  fif- 
teen particular  intentions,  four  communities  and 
three  schools. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

"A  young  lady  desired  us  to  send  for  "some  more 
water  of  Lourdes.  Having  obtained  some  before,  she 
was  much  relieved  by  its  use."  ....  "My  friend  has 
received  so  much  benefit  from  the  blessed  water  that 
she  has  had  better  health  this  winter,  so  far,  than  she 

has  for  the  past  nine  years  that  I  have  known  her." 

"  I  wish  to  let  you  know  that  I  sent  for  a  bottle  of  your 
blessed  water  for  my  cousin.  He  was  nearly  blind,  and 
as  soon  as  he  applied  the  water  he  was  relieved,  and 
now  he  is  almost  well."  .  .  .  .  "  My  mother  has  been 
very  sick,  and  a  lady  friend  of  ours  gave  her  some  of 
the  blessed  water  and  it  cured  her.  I  have  written 
last  July,  for  two  neighbors,  in  application  for  some 
water  of  Lourdes ;  you  kindly  sent  it.  They  are  nearly 
cured."  .  ..."  A  member  of  the  Association  returns 
most  grateful  thanks  for  a  favor  obtained,  especially 
as  it  was  a  most  difficult  case.".  . .  "  A  year  ago  one  of 
our  Sisters,  who  lost  her  hearing  a  little,  used  the 
holy  water  and  received  her  full  hearing  again."  .... 
"  A  little  child  with  inflammation  of  the  stomach  was 
instantly  relieved  when  a  few  drops  were  applied.  A 
young  lady  (Protestant)  about  whom  I  wrote  you  lately, 
sent  me  word  that  she  felt  she  was  greatly  benefitted 
by  using  the  blessed  water.  I  trust  our  sweet  Mother 
will  open  the  eyes  of  her  soul  and  bring  her  to  the 
true  Church.  I  could  cite  many  examples,  had  I  leis- 
ure. I  am  very  glad  to  inform  you  that  the  water 
has  cured  my  wife." 

One  of  our  contributors  writes  thus: 

"  I  have  been  near  death  from  fever,  superinduced 
by  overwork,  and  I  consider  that  I  owe  my  preserva, 
tion  from  it,  and  other  wonderful  favors  accorded  to. 
me  by  God  at  the  same  time,  to  the  intercession  of  the 
Association  and  the  use  of  the  water  of  Lourdes." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons :  MR.  CHARI.CS  A.  DOHERTY,  of  Claysville, 
Pa.,  who  died  on  the  1st  of  February,  1875,  fortified 
by  the  Holy  Sacraments;  in  Jife  and  death  he  edi- 
fied all  about  him  by  his  lively  faith  and  great 
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patience  and  resignation.  Miss  ELLEN  CARNEY, 
of  New  Haven,  Conn.,  who  departed  this  life  the 
2nd  of  February.  MRS  CATHERNE  MTER,  of  Chil- 
licothe,  Ohio.,  a  member  of  the  Association,  who 
died  lately,  after  a  long  illness  borne  with  edifying 
patience  and  resignation  to  God's  holy  will.  Miss 
PAULINA  MATNESSKA,  a  native  of  Poland,  who 
became  a  member  of  the  Association  a  few  days 
before  her  death.  MR.  LAURENCE  KNECHT,  of 
Rysers  Ridge,  Md ;  Miss  ALICE  KELLY,  of  New 
York ;  MRS.  WINEFRED,  O'CONNOR,  a  devout  mem- 
ber of  the  Association,  who  died  a  most  edifying 
death.  SISTER  ANGELIQUE,  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre 
Dame,  who  passed  from  this  life  on  the  morning  of 
of  Feb.  23rd,  at  Lawrence,  Mass ;  Mr.  J.  W.  SPALD- 
ING,  of  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  who  died  on  the  21st  of- 
February. 
May  they  rest  in  peace.  Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Religions  News. 

DEATHS. 

PRIESTS. 

Feb.  21, 1875.— At  New  York  city,  N.  T.,  REV.  JOHN  J. 

CORK.  Reguiescant  in  pace. 

ORDINATIONS. 

PRIESTHOOD. 

Feb.  20.— At  Fort  Wayne,  Ind.,  Revs.  B.  Hartman  and 
J.  F.  Lang. 

DEACONSHIP. 

Feb.  19.— At  Cincinnati,  0.,  Revs.  M.  Walsh  and  F.  J, 
Kessing. 

Feb.  20.— At  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels,  near  Buffalo,  N. 
T.,  Revs.  Michael  J.  Malone,  Michael  A.  Dennison. 
Michael  J.  Murray,  Cornelius  J.  Curtin,  Michael 
S.  Boylan,  Thomas  A.  Cullen,  Michael  C.  Gavan, 
Jeremiah  McGrath,  George  J.  Dunbar,  John  C. 
O'Reilly,  Thomas  S.  Johnson,  Thomas  Carragher, 
Thomas  Murtagh,  and  Thomas  L.  McDermott. 

RECEPTION. 

Feb.  —At  Corning,  N.  Y.,  Miss  Stafford,  of  the  Order 

of  Mercy. 

PROFESSIONS. 
Feb.  11.— At  Corning,  N.  Y.,  Sister  M.  de  Sales  (Miss 

McCoffrey),  of  the  Order  of  Mercy. 
Feb. — At  New  York  city,  Misses  Emily  and  Rose  La. 

touche,    of   New    Orleans;    Mary  Hazzard,  Carrie 

O'Brien,  Margaret  Tully,  and  Cecilia  Branscomb,  of 

the  Order  of  Mercy. 


Obituary. 

We  specially  commend  to  the  prayers  of  the  devout 
readers  of  the"  AVE  MARIA"  the  repose  of  the  soul 
of  SISTER  ANGELIQCE,  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame, 
Lawrence,  Mass.,  who  departed  this  life,  at  the  latter 
place,  after  a  long  and  painful  illness  which  she  bore 
with  patient  resignation  to  the  holy  will  of  God,  on 
the  23rd  of  February. 

May  she  rest  in  peace. 


DEATH  OF   A   LIFE   SUBSCRIBER. 

We  also  commend  to  the  prayers  of  our  readers  the 
soul  of  MR.  J.  W.  SPALDING,  a  Life  Subscriber,  who 
died  very  suddenly,  at  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  on  the  21st  of 
February,  having  the  Sunday  previously  been  to  Holy 
Communion. 

May  he  rest  in  peace. 


A  Little  Mystery". 

Why  is  it  that  even  among  our  wealthy  Catholic 
families,  we  find  here  so  little  of  that  noble  and 
princely  liberality  towards  Catholic  interests 
which  we  so  much  and  so  often  admire  in  old 
Europe?  Is  there  not  something  in  the  atmos- 
phere that  urges  the  rich  man  rather  to  get  richer 
than  to  show  due  thanks  to  the  Author  of  all 
good  gifts? 

Our  churches,  our  institutions,  our  schools, 
hospitals,  etc.,  are  the  results  of  penny  collections, 
the  fruits  of  the  sweat  of  the  poor,  rather  than  the 
magnificent  evidence  of  Christian  souls  whose 
generous  impulse  ever  equals  their  abundance. 
Thus  rich  men,  and  rich  ladies  too,  leave  to  their 
heirs  broad  undivided  acres,  or  thousands  of  dol- 
lars, but  no  saintly  examples  to  strike  their  minds 
and  raise  them  heavenward. 

Only  a  few  years  since,  an  acquaintance  of  ours, 
not  a  thousand  miles  off,  whose  first  object  seemed 
ever  to  amass  and  never  to  give  away  anything,  fi- 
nally died,  and  left  to  a  smart  nephew  the  snug  little 
sum  of  a  hundred-thousand  dollars,  in  gold.  The 
next  year  all  was  invested  by  the  enterprising 
nephew  in  putting  up  a  splendid  block  of  build- 
ings, for  rent.  The  work  was  scarcely  ended, 
when,  on  a  sudden,  at  night,  a  fire  caught  in  the 
block  and  levelled  all  to  the  ground,  even  the  rich 
nephew  with  it.  We  never  heard  that  as  much  as  a 
Mass  had  been  secured  for  the  soul  of  either  uncle 
or  nephew.  We  were  not  alone  in  suspecting  the 
hand  of  God  in  that  fire ;  we  merely  touch  a  touchy 
point,  which  we  would  be  glad  to  see  treated  as  it 
deserves,  by  some  skilful  and  able  writers.  A 
few  lucid  and  well-digested  articles  on  this  sub- 
ject might  have  serious  results — well  worth,  in- 
deed the  trouble  they  would  cost. 


ALL  who  love  the  poor  during  life  will  see  death 
approach  without  fear. — St.  V.  de  Paul. 

If  MARY  prays  for  us,  we  are  safe;  for  every 
petition  of  Mary  is  heard,  and  she  can  never  meet 
with  a  repulse. — St.  Liguoii. 

ONLY  succeed  in  subduing  self,  and  you  will 
easily  triumph  in  every  other  combat.  Vince  teip- 
sum,  "Conquer  thyself,"  was  the  maxim  which  St. 
Francis  Xavier  inculcated  on  all. 
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The  Statue  of  Notre  Dame. 

A  DIALOGUE. 
THE  MINIMS  AT  NOTKE  DAME. 

JAMES.  The  Blessed  Virgin  is  there,  on  the 
Dome,  oh!  I  know  why:  it  is  to  receive  the  first 
rays  of  the  rising  sun,  or  the  first  smiles  of  Jesus 
her  Son,  the  Light  of  the  world.  Just  as  my  deal- 
mother  is  the  first  I  love  to  kiss  in  the  morning  at 
home.  From  our  play-ground  in  the  East,  we 
Minims  here  can  see  every  morning  the  head  of 
our  Blessed  Mother  bathed  in  glorious  light.  She 
smiles  upon  us  so  gladly. 

JOHNNY.  Not  for  the  day  alone,  but  even  for 
the  night  she  stays  there  for  the  Minims;  certainly 
more  especially  for  us  than  for  Juniors  or  Seniors, 
or  anyone  else  in  the  world.  Who  sleeps  nearer  to 
her  than  we  Minims?  Is  not  our  Dormitory  just 
immediately  at  her  feet,  next  to  the  Dome?  When 
I  was  a  very  little  boy,  my  mother  loved  me  best; 
she  folded  me  upon  her  heart,  oh !  the  sweet  pil- 
low! When  I  am  a  man,  what  I  will  remember 
most  joyfully,  after  my  first  resting-place  at  home, 
will  be  my  little  bed  under  the  Dome. 

EDDY.  Why  she  is  there,  I  will  tell  you.  She  is 
there  for  the  little  birds  of  Notre  Dame.  Do  you 
not  see  the  nest  which  little  sparrows  have  built 
under  her  left  arm,  just  near  her  heart!  How 
cunning  those  birdies  are!  But  not  more  than  I 
"was;  for  I,  too,  had  my  nestling  place  upon  my 
dear  mamma's  heart.  Oh  !  joy !  every  little  bird  I 
see  perching  on  the  statue  on  the  Dome  reminds 
me  of  my  mother.  Let  me  sing  to  her  a  birdie's 
song. 

THE  BIRD  SONG. 
I. 

Up  in  the  golden  air, 

When  morning's  light  is  come, 
Chirp, — chirp, — my  birdies  fair 

All '  round  the  holy  dome; 
Hail  Mother!  Holy  One, 

Hear  the  sweet  birdies  sing; 
Day  is  come;  night  is  gone; 

Joy  now  fills  everything! 

n. 
Up  in  the  rosy  air, 

When  evening's  hour  is  come, 
Chirp, — chirp, — my  birdies  fair; 

Eve  finds  ye  safe  at  home, 
Hail  Virgin !  when  Lifc's^done 

Take  all  thy  children  home 
Up  where  thy  Blessed  Son 

Lights  all  fair  Heaven's  dome! 


The  Minims  at  St.  Mary's 

ANSWER  TO   THE   NOTKE    DAME  MINIMS'  QUESTION. 

ROSA.— Boast  not  of  your  favors,  dear  brother, 

Tis  true,  the  first  rays  of  the  sun 
You  catch,  as  they  shine  on  our  Mother, 

But  still,  when  his  day's  course  is  run, 
We  see  his  soft  beams  crown  with  glory, 

Her  statue  that  stands  up  so  high, 
And  we  read  then  her  beautiful  story 

Of  what  she  is  doing1,  and  why. 
Then  we  go  to  bed,  dreaming,  and  dreaming, 

Of  dear  mamma,  her  kiss  of  good-night, 
While  the  face  of  the  statue  is  beaming, 

And  filling  our  souls  with  delight. 
O  Eddy,  while  resting  so  cozy, 

'Tis  sweet  to  be  dreaming  of  home, 
And  the  statue,  while  sunset  falls  rosy, 

Invites  those  bright  visions  to  come. 

ANNA. — Dear  Frankie,  rejoice  to  be  guided, 

By  Mary,  our  Mother;  yet  know, 
Her  heart  is  so  warm,  'tis  provided, 

With  love,  'round  all  Minims  to  throw. 
You  are  led  by  the  hand,  it  is  granted, — 

A  baby's  most  precious  of  rights, 
Yet  we  are  not  therefore  supplanted, 

For  your  claims,  to  our  own,  she  unites. 
True,  she  trusts  us,  because  we  are  older, 

Yet  loves  us  not  one  whit  the  less, 
She  grows  not  regardless,  nor  colder, 

Because  she  has  ceased  to  caress. 
We  never  lose  sight  of  her,  never, 

For  her  heart,  and  her  eyes,  all  the  while, 
Are  fixed  on  us,  guarding  us  ever, 

Lest  snares  shall  our  footsteps  beguile. 


We  know  what  you  are  doing,  sweet  Mother, 

Way  up  on  that  grand  College  Dome, 
One  duty  you  have,  and  no  other 

'  Tis  to  watch  o'er  the  Minims  who  roam 
On  the  banks  of  St.  Joseph's  bright  river, 

Where  happy  and  merry  we  play, 
As  the  sunbeams  so  joyfully  quiver 

On  snow  scenes,  or  meadows  so  gay. 

We  know  that  you  tenderly  love  us 

And  that's  why,  dear  Mother,  you'd  be 
Placed  ever  so  far,  far  above  us, 

That  we  Minims  might  easily  see 
From  St.  Mary's  east  windows  and  bowers 

The  Mother  we  Minims  so  love, 
And  that's  why  so  grandly  she  towers 

So  far,  far,  the  College  above 

We  know  that  her  love  never  varies, 

For  here,  at  our  own  lovely  home, 
Which,  in  truth,  is  called  "  Mother  Mary's," 

She's  not  placed  on  a  high  towering  dome, 
But  just  where  we  Minims  can  reach  her 

And  scatter  fresh  flowers  at  her  feet, 
And  then  kneel  down  and- beseech  her 

To  be  our  dear  Mother  most  sweet. 
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But  when  o'er  our  playgrounds  we're  roving 
We  can  cast  an  affectionate  eye 

At  our  Mother  so  gracious  and  loving, 
Way  up  in  the  blue  sunny  sky. 

Yes — ice  know  what  our  Mother  is  doing 

Way  up  on  that  grand  College  Dome, 
Why,  she  is  just  all  the  time  interviewing 

The  Minims  who  live  at  her  home, 
Near  Loreto.    Indeed,  little  brother?, 

Like  the  tones  of  your  very  grand  bell, 
The  voice  of  the  dearest  of  Mothers 

Comes  to  bless  all  the  Minims  who  dwell 
At  St.  Mary's,  in  tones  sweet  and  softest; 

And  though  we  are  far,  we  are  near, 
For  she  stands  on  your  dome  that  is  loftiest 

Just  to  watch  o'er  the  Minims  o'er  here. 

Now  we've  given  our  dear  Minim  brother 

An  answer  so  simple  and  plain 
That  we're  sure  this  poem,  no  other, 

The  beautiful  premium  will  gain. 
ST.  MARY'S  ACADEMY,  Feb.  16th,  1875. 


Christian  Heroes. 

A  Catholic  couple,  being  childless,  made  a  vow 
that  if  God  would  bless  them  with  a  son  they  would 
consecrate  him  to  the  service  of  Pius  IX.  A  son 
was  born,  and  they  christened  him  with  the  name  of 
Pius.  Sometime  after,  the  mother  seeming  to  be  in 
trouble,  and  her  husband  having  inquired  what 
was  the  cause  of  her  sorrow :  "  Our  child,"  she  said, 
"is  destined  to  be  a  soldier  of  Pius  IX;  but  when, 
he  will  be  of  age  to  bear  arms,  Pius  IX  will  not 
be  of  this  world.  But  the  thought  struck  me  of 
offering  the  life  of  this  little  innocent  to  God  for 
the  preservation  of  the  life  of  our  Holy  Father.  He 
will  be  his  zouave  in  heaven."  The  worthy  father 
replied,  "  What  you  say  is  most  sensible." 

They  went  to  the  church  and  offered  their  child 
to  Mary  Immaculate,  for  the  intention  just  stated- 
On  their  return,  they  found  the  child  ill.  And  soon 
after  the  little  angel  had  flown  to  heaven. 

The  saints  of  the  primitive  Church  could  envy 
this  poor  couple.  Can  the  annals  of  the  Church 
show  anything  more  heroic  t  Who  are  the  parents 
that  would  make  such  a  sacrifice  for  the  prolonga- 
tion of  the  earthly  career  of  Bismarck  or  Victor 
Emmanuel  ?  Who  has  heard  of  them  1 


Novel  Reading. 

A  girl  called  Anna  Missteens  finished  her  edu. 
cation  and  left  school.  She  heard  of  a  certain 
novel.  Everybody,  she  was  told,  read  it  and  talked 
about  it.  She  thought  that  she  also  must  read  it, 
.that  she  might  be  able  to  talk  about  it.  It  would 
give  her  also,  she  heard,  a  great  knowledge  of  the 
world.  She  met  with  this  novel,  and  began  to 


read  it.  She  read  it  with  great  delight,  and  when 
once  she  had  begun  it  she  scarcely  ever  left  off 
reading  it  day  or  night.  Her  prayers  and  other 
duties  were  forgotten.  When  she  had  finished  this 
novel,  she  got  hold  of  another  and  read  it,  and  then 
another.  So  she  went  on.  She  would  no  longer 
do  what  her  parents  bid  her;  she  cared  no  more 
for  her  religious  duties.  Her  .whole  employment 
was  to  sit  with  her  feet  on  the  fender,  and  poke 
the  fire  and  read  novels. 

There  was  a  young  person,  the  wife  of  a  police- 
man, who  had  lived  happily  for  several  years 
with  her  husband  and  her  young  children.  It 
happened  that  the  works  of  a  great  Scotch  novel 
writer  came  out  in  monthly  parts.  She  met  with 
them,  and  began  to  read  them.  She  took  such  a 
delight  in  reading  these  novels,  that  she  neglected 
everything  else,  and  spent  her  whole  time  in  read- 
ing them.  Her  husband,  seeing  that  she  paid  no 
attention  either  to  the  house  or  the  children,  began 
to  frequent  the  public-house,  and  soon  became  a 
drunkard.  As  the  wife  employed  herself  in  read- 
ing novels,  and  the  husband  spent  his  time  in 
the  public-house,  they  soon  got  into  debt  and  could 
not  pay.  The  end  of  this  novel-reading  was,  that 
the  husband  lost  his  situation,  the  family  was 
ruined,  everything  the}'  had  was  taken  for  debt, 
and  they  became  beggars  in  the  wide  world. 

Calendar  of  the  Week. 


Saturday,  6. — Feria.  (Bp.  Reynolds,  Charleston,  died. 
1855.) 

Sunday,  7. — Fourth  Sunday  of  Lent. 

Monday,  8.— St.  John  of  God,  C.  (Cons.  Bp.  Persico,  Sa- 
vannah, 1854.) 

Tuesday.  9. — St.  Frances  of  Rome,  W. 

Wednesday,  10.— The  Forty  Martyrs  of  Sebaste,  (Cons. 
Abp.  McClosky,  ,V.  }'.,  ISM.) 

Thursday,  11.— St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  C.  D.  (7th)  (Cons. 
Bp.  of  Boston,  and  of  Bp.  Amat,  Monterey,  1854.) 

Friday,  12. — Five  Wounds  of  Our  Lord.  * 

Saturday,  13.— St.  Gregory  I,  P.  C.D.  (12th.) 

*  Pro  Clero  Romano. 
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THE  FEIDAYS  IN  LENT. 
V.— Feast  of  The  Most  Precious  Blood. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STAKE. 

To  contemplate,  ever  so  piously,  the  instruments 
of  our  Lord's  Passion — to  meditate,  habitually, 
upon  His  Sacred  Wounds,  yet  to  forget  His  most 
Precious  Blood,  would  be  to  follow  the  shadow  and 
not  the  reality.  "  Without  the  shedding  of  blood 
there  is  no  remission,"  says  St.  Paul ;  and  the  in- 
struments used  in  the  Blood-shedding,  the  Wounds 
through  which  the  "Saving  Flood"  was  poured, 
only  lead  us  to  contemplate  the  "Saving  Flood" 
itself.  To  realize  what  this  shedding  of  the  most 
Precious  Blood  of  Christ  means,  even  according 
to  the  Scriptures,  is  to  note  the  number  and  the 
weight  of  the  passages  in  its  praise ;  it  is,  also,  to 
be  well  versed  in  the  types  of  the  Old  Law,  and 
the  passages  relating  to  the  shedding  of  blood  in 
the  sacrifices  under  Moses,  and  to  read  the  Old 
Testament  with  the  New. 

It  is  exactly  this  which  we  find  accomplished 
in  the  Breviary  Office  for  the  Feast  of  the  Most 
Precious  Blood.  The  rich  mine  of  the  Passion 
has  been  searched  with  lamps,  to  discover  the 
drops  of  the  Precious  Blood,  from  the  Circumcision 
to  the  Burial  of  the  Redeemer,  and  its  significance 
set  forth  by  the  types  and  symbols  of  the  Mosaic 
rite. 

The  first  antiphon  of  Vespers  sounds  the  QMS 
e*t  iste  of  Isaiah :  "  Who  is  this  that  cometh  from 
Edom,  with  dyed  garments  from  Bosra,  this  Beau- 
tiful One,  in  His  robe  ?  "  all  the  Psalms  being  pref- 
aced by  sentences  from  the  same  chapter,  as:  Ego 
qui  loquorjustitiam,  et  propugnator  sum  ad  salvan- 
dum.  "  I,  that  speak  justice  and  am  a  Defender  to 
save;"  excepting  one;  for  which  we  turn  to  the 
Apocalypse  of  St.  John,  who  thus  gives  the  full 
meaning  of  the  prophecy  of  Isaiah.  Vestitus  erat 


veste  aspersa  sanguine,  et  vocatur  nomen  ejus,  Verbum 
Dei.  "  He  was  clothed  with  a  garment  sprinkled 
with  blood:  and  his  name  is  called,  THE  WORD 
OF  GOD."  After  which  we  turn  again  to  Isaiah, 
and  read,  as  in  the  former  Offices:  "Why  then  is 
Thy  apparel  red,  and  Thy  garments  like  theirs  that 
tread  the  wine-press ?"  With  its  answer:  "I  have 
trodden  the  wine-press  alone,  and  of  the  Gentiles 
there  is  not  a  man  with  Me."  * 

The  Capitulum  carries  out  these  sublime  figures 
from  St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  written  to 
God's  people,  who  knew  the  significance  of  their 
own  rites.  "Brethren"  :  Christ  being  present,  a 
High  Priest  of  the  good  things  to  come,  by  a 
greater  and  more  perfect  tabernacle  not  made  with 
hands,  that  is,  not  of  this  creation :  neither  by  the 
blood  of  goats,  or  of  calves,  but  by  His  own  Blood, 
entered  once  into  the  sanctuary,  having  obtained 
eternal  redemption."  f 

The  Hymn,  Festivis  resonent,  might  well  have 
suggested  to  Father  Faber  his  magnificent  pages 
on  the  "Procession  of  the  Precious  Blood."  We 
give  a  part  of  this  hymn,  as  translated  by  Mr. 
Caswall : 
"  Forth  let  the  long  procession  stream, 

And  through  the  streets  in  order  wend; 
Let  the  bright  waving  line  of  torches  gleam, 

The  solemn  chant  ascend. 

While  we,  with  tears  and  sighs  profound, 

That  memorable  Blood  record, 

Which,  stretch'd  on  His  hard  Cross,  from  many  a 
wound 

The  dying  Jesus  poured. 

Henceforth,  whoso  in  that  dear  Blood 

Washetb,  shall  lose  his  every  stain; 
And  in  immortal  roseate  beaiity  robed, 

An  angel's  likeness  gain."  J 

The  versicle  and  response  are  taken  from  the 

*  Is.,  Ixiii,  1,  2,  3.  t  Heb.,  ix,  11, 12. 

\  Lyra  Catholica,  p.  129. ' 
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Apocalypse ;  for,  -while  St.  Paul  gives  us  the  theol- 
ogy of  the  Precious  Blood,  it  is  St.  John  who 
brings  forth,  from  his  mount  of  vision,  the  mysti- 
cal groups  which  have  lived  in  the  imagination 
of  Christendom,  and  have  been  projected,  by  the 
masters  of  sacred  art,  on  the  walls  and  apses  of 
her  basilicas.  These  versicles  are  taken  from  a 
chapter  which  for  ages  inspired  the  pious  work- 
ers in  mosaic,  and,  still  later,  in  fresco;  that  Fifth 
Chapter,  which  is  embodied  in  a  mosaic  of  the 
9th  century,  still  to  be  seen  in  the  Church  of  St. 
Prassede,  on  the  Esquiline  Hill,  Rome;  in  a  mo- 
saic, too,  of  the  13th  century,  in  the  Tribune  of  St." 
JohnLateran,  in  Rome,  by  Toriti ;  in  the  Triumph 
of  the  Church,  in  the  National  Museum,  Madrid ; 
and  in  the  Adoration  of  the  Lamb,  in  the  Church 
of  St.  Bavon,  at  Ghent.  The  whole  chapter  reads 
like  an  anthem;  but  the  precious  grain  taken  for 
our  versicle  is:  V.  Redemisti  nos  Domine  in  san- 
guine tuo.  R.  Et  fecisti  nos  Deo  nostro  regnum. 
"Thou  hast  redeemed  us,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  Blood, 
and  hast  made  us  to  our  God  a  kingdom."  *  We 
shall  hear  this  again;  therefore  let  us  keep  it  in 
memory. 

The  Antiphon  at  the  Magnificat,  from  St.  Paul, 
is  worthy  of  St.  John  in  its  imagery.  Accessistis 
ad  Sion  montem,  et  civitatem  Dei  viventis,  Jerusa- 
lem cozlestem,  et  testamenti  novi  mediatorem  Jesum, 
et  sanguinis  aspersionem  melius  loquentem  quam 
Abel.  "  We  are  come  to  mount  Sion,  and  to  the 
city  of  the  living  God,  the  heavenly  Jerusalem, 
and  to  Jesus,  the  Mediator  of  the  New  Testament, 
and  to  the  sprinkling  of  Blood,  which  speaketh 
better  than  Abel."f 

The  invitatory,  at  Matins,  is  in  the  same  tone  of 
exaltation :  Christum,  Dei  Filium,  qui  suo  nos  re- 
demit  sanguine,  Venite,  adoremu*.  "Christ,  the 
Son  of  God,  who  hath  redeemed  us  in  His  Blood ! 
Come,  let  us  adore! "  And  this  is  succeeded  by  a 
hymn  worthy  of  such  an  iuvitatory : 
Ira  justa  Conditoris 

We  quote  but  three  verses : 

He  who  once  in  righteous  vengeance, 

Whelm'd  the  M'orld  beneath  the  flood, 
Once  again  in  mercy  cleansed  it 

With  the  stream  of  His  own  Blood. 
Coming  from  His  throne  on  high, 
On  the  painful  Cross  to  die. 

Blest  with  this  all-saving  shower, 
Earth  her  beauty  straight  resumed; 

In  the  place  of  thorns  and  briers, 
Myrtles  sprang,  and  roses  bloomed. 

Flowers  surprised  the  desert  waste, 
Wormwood  lost  its  bitter  taste. 

When  before  the  Judge  we  tremble, 
*  Heb.,  xii,  22,  24.  f  Heb.,  xii,  22,  24. 


Conscious  of  His  broken  laws, 
May  this  Blood,  in  that  dread  hour, 

Cry  aloud,  and  plead  our  cause; 
Bid  our  guilty  terrors  cease, 

Be  our  pardon  and  our  peace."  * 

The  Antiphons  before  the  three  psalms f  for  the 
first  matutinal  nocturn  bring  another  series  of 
pictures  before  us,  of  which  the  first  is  the  Cir- 
cumcision, or  the  first  Blood-shedding  of  the  Re- 
deemer. Postquam  consummati  sunt  dies  octo,  ut 
circumcideretur  puer,  vocatum  est  nomen  ejus  Jesus. 
"After  eight  days  were  accomplished  that  the 
Child  should  be  circumcised,  His  name  was  called 
Jesus."  |  From  this  scene  in  Bethlehem,  and  from 
all  the  tender  pathos  of  infantine  suffering,  we  are 
taken  to  the  garden  of  Gethsemani ;  from  the  win- 
try twilight  of  the  cave,  to  midnight  among  the 
pale  olive  groves.  At  one  glance  we  see  the  Di- 
virie  Humanityprostrate  on  the  cold,  damp  ground. 
The  olive  leaves  do  not  dare  to  rustle,  nor  the 
wind  to  sigh;  for  how  can  nature  look  on  her  suf- 
fering Creator  excepting  to  adore!  On  one  side 
of  the  clump  of  olive  trees  lie  His  three  disciples, 
asleep;  they  sleep  unchided;  and  far  off,  among 
the  distant  groves,  are  seen  the  lights  of  a  coming 
multitude.  Factus  in  agonia  prolixius  orabat,  et 
factus  est  sudor  ejus,  sicut  guttce  sanguinis  decur. 
rentis  in  terram.  "And,  being  in  an  agony,  He 
prayed  the  longer,  and  His  sweat  became  as  drops 
of  blood  trickling  down  upon  the  ground."  We 
do  not  see  Judas  give  his  traitorous  kiss  to  his 
Divine  Master,  but  we  hear  him  in  his  despairing 
penitence."  Judas  qui,  eum  tradidit,  poenitentia 
ductu*,  retulit  triginta  argenteos  dicens :  Peccavi, 
tradens  sanguinem  Justum.  "  Judas,  who  betrayed 
him,  repenting  in  himself,  brought  back  the  thirty 
pieces  of  silver,  saying:  I  have  sinned  in  betray- 
ing innocent  blood."  §  But  the  versicle  restores 
to  the  Office  its  key-note.  V.  Redemiti  nog,  Do- 
mine.  R.  In  sanguine  tuo.  "  Thou  hast  redeemed 
us,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  Blood ! "  \ 

The  Lesson,  from  St.  Paul  to  the  Hebrews,  has 
already  given  us  the  Capitulum;  but  its  versicles 
are  necessary  to  the  continuation  of  the  sacred 
drama.  R.  Jesus,  ut  sanctificamt  per  suum  san. 
guinem  populum,  extra  portam  passus  est:  Exeamus 
igitur  ad  eum  extra  caslra  improperium  ejus  por- 
tantes.  V.  Nondum  enim  usque  ad  sanguinem  re- 
stitistis  adversus  peccatum  repugnantes.  "Jesus, 
that  He  might  sanctify  the  people  with  His  own 
Blood,  suffered  without  the  gate.  Let  us  go  forth, 
therefore,  to  Him,  without  the  camp,  bearing  His 
reproach.  |[  For  we  have  not  yet  resisted  unto 
blood,  striving  against  sin."**  Turning  back  to 

*  Lyra  Catholica,  p.  131.  t  Ps.  ii,  iii,  xv. 

J  Luke,  ii,  21.  §  Math.,  xxvii,  3,  4. 

|  Apoc.,  v,  9.    T  Heb.,  xiii,  12, 13.    **  Heb.,  xii,  4. 
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the  types  of  the  Old  Law,  we  have  them  fulfilled  by 
the  New  in  these  few  words :  R.  Moyses  sumptum 
sunguinem  respersit  in  populum.  Et  ait :  Hie  est 
sanc/uis  fceieris,  quod  pepigit  Dominus  wbiscum. 
V.  Fide  celebravit  Pascha  et  sanguinis  effiisionemy 
ne  qui,  vastabeet  primitiva,  tangeret  eos.  "  Moses 
took  blood  and  sprinkled  it  upon  the  people ;  and 
he  said :  "  This  is  the  blood  of  the  covenant  which 
the  Lord  hath  made  with  you."  *  "  By  faith  he 
celebrated  the  pasch,  and  the  shedding  of  blood : 
that  he  who  destroyed  the  first-born  might  not 
touch  them."f 

The  second  nocturn  of  Matins  takes  us  to  the 
judgment-hall  of  Pilate,  by  the  Antiphons  for  its 
three  psalms.  \  Pilatus  volms  populo  satisfacere, 
tradidit  illis  Jesumflagellis  cassum.  "  Pilate,  willing 
to  satisfy  the  people,  delivered  up  Jesus  when  he 
had  scourged  Him."  §  Videns  autem  quia  nihil 
proficeret,  accepta  aqua,  lavit  manus  coram  populo, 
dicens :  Innocens  ego  sum  a  sanguine  justi  hujus* 

"Pilate,  seeing  that  he  prevailed  nothing,  having 
taken  water,  washed  his  hands  before  the  people, 
saying:  I  am  innocent  of  the  blood  of  this  Just 
Man."  |  And  then  we  hear  the  hoarse  shout  of  the 
multitude,  in  that  self-invoked  curse  which  chills 
the  soul  on  Good  Friday :  Et  respondens  universus 
populus,  dixit:  Sanguis  ejus  super  nos,  et  super  fi- 
lios nostros.  "And  all  the  people  answering,  said : 
His  blood  be  upon  us  and  upon  our  children."^ 

We  can  pass  by,  to-day,  even  the  eloquent  ser- 
mon of  St.  John  Chrysostom — St.  John  of  the 
Golden-Mouth— and  the  versicles  for  the  second 
nocturn  of  Matins ;  for  the  Sacred  Face  draws  us 
by  its  pathetic  beauty,  and  we  take  our  stand  on  the 
portico  of  the  judgment-hall  to  see  Him  as  He  is 
presented  to  His  own  people:  Exivit  ergo  Jesus 
portans  coronam  spineam,  et  purpureum  vestimen- 
tum;  et  dicit  eis:  Ecce  Homo.  "So  Jesus  came 
forth,  bearing  the  crown  of  thorns  and  the  purple 
garment.  And  he  saith  to  them:  Behold  the 
man."  **  Et  bajulaus  sibi  crucem  exivit  in  eum  qui 
dicitur  Calvarim,  locum,  ubi  cruciflxerunt  eum. 
"  And,  bearing  His  own  Cross,  He  went  forth  to  that 
t|»lace  which  is  called  Calvary,  where  they  crucified 
Him."  ff  We  have  followed  Him  to  Calvary,  and 
we  must  remain  with  "  Mary,  His  Mother,"  and 
with  St.  John,  beneath  the  Cross,  until  the  last  drop 
of  this  most  Precious  Blood, — Pretiosissimi  San- 
guinis— has  been  shed  for  us  and  for.  the  whole  race 
of  man !  Ut  viderunt  eum  jam  mortuumy  non  fre- 
gerunt  ejus  crura;  sed  unus  militum  lancea  latus 
ejus  aperuit,  et  continuo  exivit  sanguis  et  aqua. 
"When  they  saw  that  He  was  already  dead,  they 


*  Ex.,  xxiv,  8.    f  Heb.,  xi,  28.    f  Ps.,  xxii,  xxix,  Ix. 

§  Mark,  xv,  15.    [  Math.,  xxvii,  24.    If  Math.,  xxvii,  25. 
**  John,  xix,  5.  ft  17 


did  not  break  His  legs.  But  one  of  the  soldiers 
opened  His  side  with  a  spear,  and  immediately 
there  came  out  blood  and  water."  *  But  St.  John 
is  not  satisfied  to  have  told  us  all  this  in  his  Gos- 
pel. In  his  Apocalypse  he  tells  us :  V.  Christus 
dilexit  nog.  B.  Et  lavit  nos  a  peccatis  nostris  in 
sanguinie  suo.  "Christ  loved  us  and  washed  us 
from  our  sins  in  His  own  Blood."  f 

We  have  in  this  Office  a  Homily,  by  St.  Augus- 
tine, and  versicles  from  St.  John  and  St.  Paul,  for 
the  third  nocturn  of  Matins.  But  in  the  Antiphons 
for  Lauds,  the  scene  of  our  sacred  drama  is  carried 
from  earth  to  heaven.  We  are  made  one  with  the 
inhabitants  of  the  celesial  Jerusalem,  borne  up- 
ward on  the  eagle  wings  of  the  saint  on  his  lonely 
isle  of  Patmos.  Hi  qui  amicti  sunt,  stolis  albis, 
qui  sunt,  et  unde  venerunt?  "Who  are  these  that 
are  clothed  in  white  robes?  and  whence  are  they 
come  ?  "  Hi  sunt  qui  venerunt  de  tribulatione  magna, 
et  laverunt  stolas  suas,  in  Sanguine  Agni.  "  These 
are  they  who  are  come  out  of  great  tribulation, 
and  they  have  washed  their  robes  in  the  Blood  of 
the  Lamb."  Idea  sunt  ante  thronum  Dei,  et  servi- 
unt  ei  die  ac  node.  "Therefore  they  are  before  the 
throne  of  God,  and  serve  Him  day  and  night."  \ 
Et  ipsi  vicerunt  draconem  propter  Sanguinem  Agni, 
et  propter  testamentwn  verbi  sui.  "  And  they  over- 
came the  dragon  by  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,  and 
by  the  word  of  their  testimony."  §  And  then 
comes  another  Antiphon  like  an  ejaculation  of 
rapture:  Beati  qui  lavant  stolas  suas  in  Sanguine 
Agni.  "  Blessed  are  thay  that  wash  their  robes  in 
the  Blood  of  the  Lamb."  | 

Had  not  the  Breviary  sustained  the  test  of  repe- 
tition for  ages,  we  might  almost  fear  to  bring  for- 
ward a  hymn  after  such  texts  from  the  inspired 
word  itself.  But  the 

Salvete  Christi  vulnera, 

is  one  which  never  palls  upon  the  ear  or  heart. 
Hail  wounds !  which,  through  eternal  years, 

The  love  of  Jesus  show, 
Hail  wounds !  from  whence  uncrimson'd  rills 

Of  Blood  forever  flow.  If 

At  Prime,  and  Terce,  and  Sexte,  the  echoes  of 
these  celestial  strains  of  triumph  are  still  heard. 
R.  Redemisti  nos  Domine,  in  Sanguine  tuo.  V.  Ex 
omni  tribu,  et  lingua,  et  populo,  et  natione.  "  Thou 
hast  redeemed  us,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  Blood,  out  of 
every  tribe,  and  tongue,  and  people,  and  nation."  ** 
R.  Sanguis  Jesu  Christi  Filii  Dei  emundat  nos  ab 
omni  peceato.  "  The  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son 
of  God,  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  ft 

When  we  remember  all  that  has  been  told  and 


*  33,  34.  f  Apoc.,  i,  5.    J  Apoc.,  vii,  13,  14, 15. 

§  Apoc.  xii,  11.  I  Apoc.,  xxii,  14. 

l33.    **Apoc.,v,  9.    ttlJohn,i,7. 
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•written  of  the  devout  manner  in  which  the  sacred 
Offices  were  chanted  through  the  12th,  13th,  14th4 
loth  centuries ;  when  we  remember  that  they  were 
chanted  in  a  tongue  not  yet  unfamiliar  to  the  peo- 
ple even,  and  really  the  mother-tongue  of  all  the 
monks  in  Christendom ;  when  we  remember  how 
such  chanted  sentences  linger  in  the  ear,  kindle 
the  imagination,  exalt  devotion;  is  it  strange  that 
this  very  Office  of  the  Pretiosissimi  Sanguinis — the 
Most  Precious  Blood — should  have  blossomed  out 
in  the  pious  imagination  of  some  monk  in  the 
cloisters  of  the  retired  convent  of  the  Dominicans 
at  Fiesole,  have  unfolded  still  more  beauteously 
among  the  more  stately  arches  of  the  abbey  clois- 
ters iii  St.  Mark's,  at  Florence;  and  that  a  Fra 
Angelico  should  have  painted  what  St.  John  saw ; 
delineating  it  as  tenderly  as  it  came  to  him  in  that 
pictured  vision  of  the  happiness  of  God's  elect, 
which  still  remains  an  unapproached  reflection 
of  celestial  beatitude? — never,  indeed,  to  be  ap- 
proached or  rivalled  in  any  degree,  unless  under  in- 
spirations as  exalted  as  those  of  the  angelical  monk 
in  his  cell,  within  hearing  of  the  choir,  as  they 
chanted :  Beati  qui  lavant  stolas  suas  in  Sanguine 

Agnil 

i  «> 

St.  Thomas  of  Aquin. 

One  figure  of  the  olden  age 

Stands  nobly,  grandly  forth  to  view, 
His  name  on  philosophic  page, 

The  seal  of  all  the  Church  holds  true. 
As  humble  as  a  child,  as  meek; 

Yet  midst  the  rulers,  first,  he  rules; 
And  proudest  names  oblivion  seek 

Before  the  "  Angel  of  the  Schools." 

How  pitiful,  and  puerile,  stand 

The  heroes  of  historic  fame, 
Before  this  figure  meekly  grand, 

Aquino's  sacred,  dearest  name! 
The  turbulence  of  mad  debate, 

The  quibbling  of  sophistic  art, 
Shrink,  in  the  presence  of  this  great 

Truth-lover  with  the  childlike  heart. 

Too  just  for  one  vainglorious  thought; 

Too  pure,  to  prize  earth's  proud  applause ; 
His  life,  more  than  his  works,  have  wrought, 

The  victory  in  Faith's  heavenly  cause. 
How  sad  the  view,  in  this,  our  clime, 

Of  egotistic  youth,  enchained 
To  Folly's  soft  career;  their  time, 

Given  to  the  senses  unrestrained. 

Would  that  this  giant  of  the  past, 

This  lily  pure  of  innocence, 
Would  win  our  nation's  youth,  and  cast 

Round  them  his  love  for  truth  intense! 
St.  Thomas,  Angel  of  the  Schools, 


Pray  for  our  poor,  misguided  youth; 
Till  Faith  dethrones,  and  over-rules, 
Usurpers,  on  the  throne  of  Truth. 
ST.  MART'S  CONTEXT,  March  2d. 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MRS.  AN3TA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  III. 

Natalie  was  very  silent,  suppressing  the  slight- 
est moan  when  the  carriage  wheels  jolted  over 
the  stones,  her  mind  and  heart  introverted  and 
wrestling  with  her  own  bitter  secret,  whatever  it 
might  be,  compared  to  the  tortures  of  which  her 
recent  hurt,  as  full  of  agony  as  it  was,  seemed  as 
nothing.  At  last  the  carriage  stopped  before  the 
door  of  the  Grande  Hotel,  where  the  Bradfords  had 
an  elegant  suite  of  apartments,  and,  assisted  by 
their  own  servants,  Natalie  was  borne  tenderly  up- 
stairs, under  Mrs.  Bradford's  direction,  and  laid 
upon  a  soft,  low  couch  in  the  most  beautiful  of 
them  all;  while  her  husband  sought  the  mditre 
de  hotel,  to  explain  that  his  guest,  for  whom  he 
wanted  a  physician  at  once,  had  no  contagious 
complaint,  but  had  fallen  at  the  Louvre  and  hurt 
herself;  and  that  they  had  brought  her  home  to 
be  nursed.  This  was  necessary  to  prevent  inqui- 
ries, which  would  have  been  instituted,  perhaps 
disagreeably,  had  any  mystery  been  made  of  the 
affair. 

"  "What  physician,  monsieur,  will  you  have  ?  " 

"The  best  in  Paris;  and  look  here,  monsieur, 
include  extra  charges  in  my  bill,  and  spare  no  ex- 
pense when  things  are  called  for,"  added  Mr. 
Bradford. 

The  man  hurried  away  to  send  a  message  for 
the  doctor ;  he  selected  the  most-  eminent  in  Paris ; 
proud  to  think  his  coupe  would  be  seen  standing 
at  the  door  of  his  hotel  every  day,  and  more  than 
ever  convinced  in  his  mind  that  America  was  a 
fools'  paradise.  The  doctor  came,  examined  the 
patient's  hurts,  and  discovered  that  she  had  frac- 
tured one  or  two  small  bones  in  her  ankle,  wrenched 
the  muscles  of  her  foot,  and  broken  her  collar-bone ; 
and  he  wondered  how  she  had  escaped  without 
dislocating  her  neck.  "  There  was  no  danger,"  he 
said;  ".but  the  case  would  require  time, and  the  pa- 
tient would  not  be  on  a  bed  of  roses  during  treat- 
ment. She  had  youth,  her  vitality  was  strong,  and, 
best- of  all,  she  had  courage."  All  this  in  voluble 
French,  of  which  the  Bradfords  caught  enough  to 
know  what  he  meant;  then  he  went  away,  and  re- 
turned before  midnight  with  an  assistant  surgeon, 
administered  ether,  set  the  fractured  bones,  and, 
when  Natalie  awoke,  or  revived,  she  was  so  com- 
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fortably  bandaged,  and  felt  so  comparatively  easy, 
that  she  swallowed  a  cup  of  tea,  and  promised  the 
doctor  not  to  move  until  he  gave  her  permission 
to  do  so.  A  sedative,  combined  with  exhaustion, 
gave  her  a  night  of  uninterrupted  sleep. 

And  so  weeks  passed  away,  and  at  last  Natalie's 
hurts  were  entirely  healed;  she  was  ready,  and 
wished,  she  told  her  friends,  to  go  back  to  her  life 
of  poverty  and  toil.  That  she  was  grateful  beyond 
words  they  never  doubted,  but  they  saw  that  she 
winced  under  the  obligations  heaped  upon,  her 
with  such  generous  profusion ;  and,  without  tak- 
ing advantage  of  the  situation  to  extort  a  promise 
from  her  to  live  with  them  altogether,  they  ad- 
vised and  persuaded  her  to  defer  going,  from  time 
to  time,  until  she  had  absolutely  become  necessary 
to  the  childish  pair.  She  told  them  that  her  name 
was  Natalie;  but  nothing  more.  There  was  a  mys- 
tery of  some  sort,  in  her  life,  they  felt  assured; 
some  deep,  corroding  grief  that  she  brooded  over 
in  silence;  for,  one  day,  they  surprised  her,  when 
she  thought  they  were  out,  walking  to  and  fro  the 
apartment,  wringing  her  hands  with  every  sign  of 
phrenzied  distress.  Was  it  remorse  ?  Was  it  re- 
pentance? or  was  it  grief  over  some  frightful  loss 
that  had  made  a  chasm  in  her  life,  too  wide  and 
deep  for  even  hope  to  span?  They  could  not  un- 
derstand ;  for  when  they  sought  to  comfort  her,  she 
only  cried  out  the  more :  "  Let  me  go  away ;  I  have 
no  right  to  be  here";  and  sank  fainting  at  their 
feet.  But  they  had  that  right  which  humanity 
and  a  Divine  sentiment  of  charity  gives,  to  shelter 
and  defend  one  so  friendless;  who,  if  innocent  of 
evil,  deserved  protection  from  the  pitiless  coldness 
of  the  world;  who,  if  having  erred,  must  be  soothed 
and  led  back  to  the  ways  of  virtue.  She  was  a 
mystery  to  these  good,  unworldly  people;  and 
when  at  last  she  told  them  in  one  of  her  irrepres- 
sible outbursts  of  grief  that  she  was  no  Magdalen, 
but  the  victim  of  bitter  misfortunes  which  she 
could  not  explain,  they  believed  and  trusted  her. 
Do  not  imagine  that  Natalie  was  given  to  heroics, 
or  outbursts  of  dramatic  passion ;  these  only  came 
when  nature  could  no  longer  bear  suppression; 
but  when  the  storm  of  emotion  passed,  she  was  to 
the  childish  pair  all  that  a  gentle,  loving  daughter 
would  have  been,  had  Heaven  so  blessed  them. 
Speaking  such  good  English,  and  other  languages 
as  perfectly,  they  could  not  fix  her  nationality, 
and  would  not  ask  it,  but  enjoyed  to  the  full  all 
the  efforts  she  made  to  repay  their  kindness, 
which  made  their  hours  at  home  the  pleasantest 
of  the  whole  day.  She  played  in  a  masterly  and 
expressive  style;  her  voice,  a  rich  soprano,  ex- 
celled not  only  in  foreign  opera  music,  but  was 
never  so  sweet  as  when  she  sang  the  old  ballads  of 
England  and  Scotland  for  them;  she  read  to  them 


and  told  them  of  countries  they  had  never  visited: 
Sweden,  Norway,  Denmark,  and  Iceland,  of  which 
they  never  wearied,  and  to  which  they  listened  as  if 
she  had  dropped  from  the  moon,  and  was  revealing 
to  them  the  secrets  of  its  weird  mystery.  But  she 
would  not  wear  colors;  she  put  aside  the  rich  ceil- 
blue  silk,  fine  laces,  and  superb  ribbons,  that  Mrs. 
Bradford  brought  in  and  spread  out  with  beaming 
countenance,  one  day,  before  her:  and  while  her 
lips  paled  and  trembled,  and  the  old  look  of  woe 
came  into  her  eyes,  she  said :  "  You  are  too  gener- 
ous, too  good,  madame!  I  wear  mourning  for 
something  I  lost,  very,  very  dear  to  me."  And  so 
they  let  her  black  robes  alone.  She  seldom  ac- 
companied them  in  their  drives;  two  or  three 
times  they  drove  into  the  country,  to  get  cream  and 
violets,  and  she  went, — but  never  afterwards;  al- 
ways excusing  herself,  not  by  giving  a  reason,  but 
by  simply  saying,  in  low  tones,  and  with  implor- 
ing eyes :  "  If  you  please,  I  will  stay  here ;  it  hurts 
me,  seeing  so  many  faces." 

There  was  one  thing,  however,  and  only  one,  that 
pained  them  about  their  protegee,  and  that  was,  she 
never  entered  a  church,  or  expressed  the  least  de- 
sire to  do  so.  They  thought  at  first  that  she  was  a 
Protestant,  and  offered  to  send  her  in  their  carriage 
to  the  English  chapel,  but  she  quietly  declined. 

"We  thought,  perhaps,  you  were  a  Protestant, 
Natalie." 

"No,  madame,"  she  answered,  with  a  wistful, 
sorrowful  look  in  her  countenance. 

"What  is  your  religious  belief,  my  child?" 

"I  have  not  words  to  tell  you,  madame;  perhaps 
I  should  speak  more  true,  to  say  I  have  none! 
none!" 

"  How  sad !  and  so  young.  Natalie,  what  com- 
forts you  in  your  sorrows?" 

"The  thought  of  death,  madame;  that  is  the 
end  of  all." 

Mrs.  Bradford  looked  at  the  young,  beautiful 
girl,  standing  there  so  pale  and  stern,  with  grave 
pity  and  distress  in  her  kind  eyes;  it  was  the 
first  time  she  had  ever  come  in  contact  with  a 
soul  entirely  separated  from  God,  standing  as  it 
were  outside  His  designs  in  its  creation;  alone 
in  the  universe,  where  all  else  obeyed  the  order  of 
His  laws. 

" Then  you  have  no  hope  beyond  death?" 

"Only  of  oblivion — but  pardon  me,  madame,  I 
have  pained  you."  Oh !  I  would  give  the  world 
to  believe  as  you  do;  it  is  not  pride,  oh  no!  I'd 
grovel  in  the  dust,  and  suffer  on,  on,  more  and 
more  for  that  gift;  but  it  is  all  dark,  and  frozen 
here,  madame,"  she  said,  clasping  her  hands  above 
her  heart. 

"Natalie,  how  did  this  come  to  pass?" 

"  Do  not  ask  me,  madame — I  can  tell  you  noth- 
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ing  which  will  oblige  me  to  speak  of  my  past. 
I  can  only  say  that  losing  faith  in  human  kind 
made  me  what  I  am.  I  needed  pity,  love,  friend- 
ship, sympathy,  and  trust;  these  were  not  for  me 
on  earth :  how  then  in  the  high  heavens,  which  I 
could  not  reach  ? " 

Natalie  passed  out  of  the  room,  like  a  shadow, 
leaving  Mrs.  Bradford  inexpressibly  pained  and 
grieved.  What  should  she  do  or  say?  Perhaps, 
by  God's  providence,  this  soul,  driven  far  from 
His  mercy  by  cruel  circumstances  which  had 
turned  her  youth  to  vinegar  and  gall,  had  been  led 
to  them,  as  the  first  step  towards  its  reclamation. 
But  she  would  have  to  be  prudent  and  careful,  lest, 
like  a  wild  bird  rescued  from  a  falcon,  it  should 
fly  affrighted  from  her  grasp,  and  fall  a  prey  to 
the  cruel  enemy  still  hovering  around,  on  the 
watch  for  it.  When  she  saw  Natalie  that  evening, 
they  being  alone,  she  unclasped  a  delicate  gold 
chain  from  her  neck,  to  which  was  suspended  a 
beautiful  medal  of  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
set  in  pearls,  and  held  it  before  her,  saying; 

"  Will  you  wear  this,  my  child  ?" 

"Ah,  how  beautiful!"  she  answered,  examin- 
ing it,  as  it  lay  glittering  in  her  hand,  and  invol- 
untarily reading  the  prayer  to  "Mary,  conceived 
without  sin,"  inscribed  upon  it.  A  sudden  glow 
suffused  her  face,  and  she  gave  the  medal  back  to 
Mrs.  Bradford,  saying:  "It  is  too  costly,  madame, 
for  one  like  me." 

"  Not  if  I  give  it,  and  ask  you  to  wear  it  for  my 
sake,  Natalie ;  and  perhaps  a  day  may  come  when 
your  suffering  human  heart  will  cry  out  to  hers 
for  the  help  she  never  has  been  known  to  refuse 
those  for  whom  her  Son  tasted  death.  Star  of 
life's  stormy  sea — as  her  name  signifies — she  is 
ever  ready  to  guide  the  perishing  into  a  port  of 
safety,"  said  Mrs.  Bradford,  her  voice  trembling 
with  emotion. 

"I  will  wear  it,  madame,  for  your  dear  sake," 
answered  the  girl,  her  statuesque  features  like 
marble,  as  she  pressed  the  medal  to  her  lips  and 
clasped  it  around  her  slender  throat. 

Next  morning,  Mrs.  Bradford  went  to  attend 
late  Mass  at  St.  Roch,  and  offered  her  devotions 
for  Natalie.  At  night,  when  they  were  alone,  she 
talked  the  matter  over  with  her  husband,  almost 
dreading  the  impression  that  a  knowledge  of 
Natalie's  infidelity  would  make  on  him.  That  he 
was  shocked  she  could  see;  but  he  did  not  reply 
at  once,  and  she  would  not  interrupt  him  while 
he  was  thinking  it  over. 

"  She  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  I  thought. 
Cast  off,  now,  with  no  hope  in  life  or  in  death,  it 
would  not  be  long  before  she'd  put  an  end  to  her- 
self under  the  waters  of  the  Seine.  Let  us  take 
no  notice,  but  try  to  win  the  unfortunate  child  to 


God,  by  reviving  her  dead  faith  in  humanity ;  then, 
when  her  heart  is  softened  and  ready,  He  will  fin- 
ish the  work.  That  is,  if  we  can  get  her  to  stay 
on  with  us.  Somehow,  I  have  got  strangely  at- 
tached to  her,  and  should  miss  her,"  said  Mr. 
Bradford. 

"  So  should  I ;  in  fact  I  don't  know  how  I  should 
get  along  now,  without  her.  She's  a  study,  too, 
and  I  can't  make  her  out,"  replied  his  wife, 
scarcely  conscious  that  the  very  faet  she  named 
added  to  her  interest  in  the  girl, 

"She  is  so  proud,  and  shrinks  so  from  obliga- 
tion, that  she  cannot  comprehend  that  she  is  giv- 
ing to  our  lonely  lives  more  than  she  receives. 
I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do,  for  I  have  a  feel- 
ing that  she  may  flit  from  us  at  any  moment,  like 
a  wraith." 

"  So  have  I,  Joshua.  It  is  a  glad  surprise  to  me 
every  day  when  I  come  home  and  find  her  here.  I 
wish  I  knew  her  history.  I  am  sure  that  she  has 
been  more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  So  gifted, 
too !  Do  you  know  that  she  speaks  five  or  six  dif- 
ferent languages,  and  is  learned  in  the  sciences !  I 
only  found  it  out  by  accident,  in  our  long  talks, 
for  she's  too  modest  to  show  off." 

"Well!  well!  It  is  a  strange,  bright  bird  that 
has  dropped  with  broken  wing  into  our  lives. 
Let  us  take  care  of  her  so  long  as  she  is  satisfied  to 
remain ;  but,  wife,  we  must  not  constrain  her  by  her 
sense  of  gratitude ;  it  would  not  be  generous.  Did 
you  see  the  person  to-4ay  who  applied  for  the  situ- 
ation at  Mrs.  Waite's  ? " 

"Indeed  I  did.  She  came,  and  if  I  hadn't  seen 
her  petticoats  I  should  have  thought  it  was  a  man. 
Such  a  voice !  such  a  coarse  face !  and,  Joshua,  she 
had  a  moustache !  " 

"But  what  did  she  know?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  brought  Natalie  in,  and  she 
questioned  her  for  me  in  unknown  tongues;  at 
first  she  was  very  glib,  then  she  seemed  to  flounder, 
and  at  last  flew  into  a  passion,  and  I  was  afraid 
she'd  beat  her.  Natalie  told  me  in  English  that 
she  would  not  do,  and  I  dismissed  her.  She  would 
have  frightened  poor  Louise's  children  into  fits. 
I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do  about 
getting  such  a  governess  as  she  requires  for  her." 

"Such  as  she  wants  are  all  engaged,  or  do  not 
exist;  we  have  seen  at  least  forty  since  she  wrote, 
and  there's  not  one  of  the  number  I  would  have 
ventured  to  send.  Poor  dear  child!  I  shall  do  my 
best,  though." 

Strange,  that  in  their  anxious  desire  to  fulfil  the 
request  of  their  friend,  and  in  all  the  sincere  efforts 
th«y  had  daily  made  to  do  so,  giving  themselves 
no  end  of  trouble,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bradford  had  not 
once  thought  of  Natalie  as  being  better  qualified 
than  any  they  had  seen,  or  heard  of,  to  assume  the 
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functions  she  required.  But  the  idea  had  not  en- 
tered their  minds,  and  I  doubt  if  they  would  not 
have  driven  it  out  immediately  as  an  impracti- 
cable thing  at  the  first  suggestion,  so  anxious  and 
determined  were  they  to  keep  Natalie  themselves, 
if  it  were  possible ;  until  one  night,  that  I  shall  tell 
you  of. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bradford  had  been  to  hear  Nils- 
son,  in  Faust,  and  were  hurrying  up  to  their  apart- 
ments, sure  of  the  cup  of  hot  coffee  that  Natalie 
would  be  sure,  they  knew,  to  have  ready  for  them. 
But,  as  they  entered  the  dimly-lit  anteroom,  a  tall 
figure,  in  black  wrappings,  with  white  scared  face 
and  wild  eyes,  came  rushing  towards  them,  trying 
to  force  her  way  out,  as  they  paused  for  an  instant 
in  the  doorway,  wondering  why  there  was  not 
more  light;  but  Mr.  Bradford  put  out  his  arm, 
barring  her  egress,  and  saw  that  it  was  Natalie. 

"  Natalie !  "  he  said  sternly,  "  is  this  the  way  you 
would  leave  us  ?  " 

"Do  not  hold  me,  let  me  go ! "  she  gasped. 

"Go!  why?" 

"  He  has  been  here1.  He  has  tracked  me,  hunted 
me  down.  It  will  kill  me  to  see  him  again." 

"  But  where,  my  child  ?  Come,  be  reasonable ; 
where  would  you  go  ?  " 

"Anywhere!  Out  of  the  world,  to  escape!  Oh, 
Madame!  let  me  go.!  "  she  wildly  pleaded. 

"Who  is  this  man,  Natalie,  and  what  right  has 
he  to  follow  you  ? "  asked  Mr.  Bradford,  in  grave, 
composed  tones,  now  holding  both  her  cold,  trem- 
bling hands  in  his. 

"  Only  the  right  given  him  by  cruel,  unjust  laws ; 
that  is  all  I  can  tell  you.  Let  me  be  gone,  out  of 
your  sight,  oh  my  friends,  to  whom  I  bring  nothing 
but  trouble,  trouble  for  all  your  kindness;  kindness 
that  might  have  led  me  to  peace — but  for  him, 
my  enemy ! "  she  exclaimed,  grinding  her  white 
even  teeth  together  with  a  savage  clash. 

"My  child!'1''  said  Mrs.  Bradford,  throwing  her 
arms  around  her,  and  drawing  her  with  a  gentle 
force  into  the  reception-room,  which  was  all  aglow 
with  early  summer  flowers  and  the  light  of  shaded 
lamps — a  mocking  contrast  to  the  pallid  human 
agony,  and  the  sorrowful,  frightened  eyes  of  the 
girl's  countenance,  as  she  stood — she  would  not  sit 
down — amidst  the  light  and  fragrance.  "  My  child, 
can  you  not  open  your  heart  to  us,  and  tell  us  your 
history  ?  " 

"  No :  forgive  me ;  no.  Let  me  go  out  of  your 
life,  as  though  I  had  never  been,  I  will,  I  must 
go ! "  she  cried  struggling. 

"Be  still,  Natalie,"  said  Mr.  Bradford,  firmly, 
as  a  sudden  idea  illumined  the  difficulty.  "You 
shall  go,  but  not  like  this,  alone,  and  out  into  the 
night  with  its  perils,  seen  and  unseen,  rushing  into 
evils  perhaps  worse  than  those  you  fly  from." 


"I  may  go,  then?"  she  said,  dropping  her 
arms  and  fixing  her  eyes  steadily  on  his;  "you 
say  it?" 

"Yes,  on  my  honor;  we  will  not  keep  you. 
Where  do  you  wish  to  go?"  he  answered. 

"  Anywhere !  To  the  fartherest  ends  of  the  earth, 
if  I  may." 

"Very  well,  let  us  take  a  cup  of  hofcoffee,  and 
I  will  tell  you  my  plan.  Make  it  quickly,  wife ; 
we  don't  want  the  servants  in." 

"  I  trust  you,  sir.  You  and  madam  e  are  the  best, 
the  only  true  friends  I  ever  had ;  and  now — why 
could  I  not  rest?"  she  cried,  tears  streaming  for 
the  first  time  over  her  pallid  cheeks.  The  wild 
excitement  was  ebbing  away,  and  she  dropped, 
trembling  and  unnerved,  into  a  chaise-lounge  be- 
side her.  A  cup  of  coffee  revived  her  a  little ;  Mrs. 
Bradford  unfastened  her  hat  and  wrappings,  drew 
her  head  to  her  motherly  breast,  and  smoothed  her 
throbbing  temples,  as  she  stood  by  her,  until  they 
pulsed  more  evenly,  and  her  breath  no  longer 
surged  up  from  her  wounded  heart  in  wild  gasps. 
Then  Mr.  Bradford  proposed  her  acceptance  of  the 
situation  of  governess  for  Mrs.  Waite's  children,  if 
she  had  no  objection  to  leaving  Europe,  or  to  the 
distance!" 

"Objection!  Only  too  thankful  to  go!  to  put 
the  wide  seas  between  me  and  my  enemy." 

"You  have  heard  us  talking  over  this  affair; 
Natalie,  and  know  the  difficulty  that  we  find  in 
getting  such  a  governess  as  our  friend  wants.  She 
has  a  lame  boy  to  educate,  and  she  desires  almost 
a  collegiate  course  for  him ;  are  you  equal  to  that, 
Natalie?" 

"  I  can  say  yes,  and  not  boast.  I  was  educated  by 
men,  like  a  man.  I  was  not  dull,  and  did  not  lose 
what  I  learned.  Oh  yes !  I  was  trained  as  if  for  a 
Professor!"  she  said,  bitterly. 

"And  there  is  a  little  girl  who  will  be  under 
your  care ;  you  have  heard  us  talk  it  over,  though, 
and  know  that  her  education  is  to  be  of  a  more 
feminine  sort  than  her  brother's;  not  so  much 
learning,  but  such  accomplishments,  and  all  that, 
as  she  has  talent  for,"  said  Mr.  Bradford,  spread- 
ing out  his  hands,  and  begnning  to  flounder  a  lit- 
tle, and  no  wonder,  for  he  had  been  going  over 
and  over  the  same  thing  to  all  sorts  of  strange 
women  for  three  months  past,  until  his  mind,  like 
the  old  woman's  who  went  to  sleep  on  her  way 
from  market,  did  not  know  whether  it  was  herself 
or  another  when  she  awoke. 

"  I  do  not  fear  to  fail— " 

"  But,  Natalie,  our  friends  are  Catholics,  like  our- 
selves, and  I  cannot  send  you  to  them  unless  you 
promise  me  on  your  sacred  word  and  honor,  in 
the  most  binding  way,  never  by  word,  or  code,  or 
manner,  to  cast  doubt  on  their  religious  faith :  nay, 
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even  to  teach  it  to  them,  if  required,"  continued 
Mr.  Bradford. 

"  No  more,  Monsieur  Bradford.  I  would  die  be- 
fore I  would  harm  the  innocent  faith  of  any  per- 
son, much  less  that  of  children ;  how  could  I,  made 
miserable  as  I  am  by  hard,  iron  teachings?  Xo; 
I  will  teach  them  their  religious  lessons  from  the 
books,  if  it  is  required  of  me.  It  is  nothing  to  me ; 
but  you  may  trust  me  when  I  say  I  would  die,  yes 
die,  before  I  would  hurt  the  innocence  and  faith  of 
a  child.  When  may  I  go  ?  It  must  be  soon,  if  you 
would  save  me !  " 

"  In  a  few  hours,  Natalie,"  said  Mr.  Bradford, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "  It  is  just  one  o'clock:  at 
4.20  the  Havre  train  goes  out.  You  will  go  by 
that ;  and  my  wife  and  I  will  go  with  you  to  see 
you  safely  on  board  the  steamer,  which  we  shall 
reach  just  in  time.  Do  not  give  yourself  any 
trouble,  child,  about  money:  I  have  more  than  I 
know  what  to  do  with.  I  will  write  to  Mrs.  Waite, 
and  order  a  cab,  while  you  are  getting  your  things 
together,"  said  Mr.  Bradford,  with  a  sharp  re- 
gret at  her  going  from  them ;  but  never  a  doubt 
in  his  honest  heart  that  he  was  not  doing  the 
kindest  thing  in  the  world  for  Mrs.  Waite  in  send- 
ing her  a  governess  so,  every  way,  accomplished. 

"Thanks!  thanks!  but  I  can  never,  never  thank 
you ! "  said  Natalie,  in  a  choked  voice,  as  she  sud- 
denly knelt  at  his  feet,  clasped  his  hand,  held  it 
for  an  instant  to  her  lips,  then  laid  her  cheek, 
drenched  with  tears,  upon  it,  before  he  could 
prevent  her  or  speak;  and  in  another  instant  she 
was  gone. 

[TO  BE  COSXLK  UED.] 


The  Statue  of  Notre  Dame. 

"Mother  dear,  what  are  you  doing  on  that  dome  all 
the  time?"  A  MINIM. 

i. 
What  art  thou  doing,  Mother  dear! 

Hovering  'twixt  earth  and  sky? 
In  wondering  silence  draw  we  near, 

Pondering  the  mystery. 

II. 
Divine  and  human  blent  in  thee, 

We  raise  our  hearts  and  sigh! 
For  matchless  beauty,  purity, 

Within  thy  keeping  lie. 

in. 
And  we  are  moaning  here  on  earth, 

While  joys  of  heaven  are  thine: 
Our  every  joy  has  lost  its  worth, 

Unlinked  with  joy  Divine. 

IV. 

But  thou,  sweet  Mother,  human  yet, 
Though  raised  to  life  Divine: 


Thy  children  here  dost  not  forget, 
Though  sins  their  life  entwine. 
v. 

Still  motherly  keep'st  thou  in  view 
The  path  thy  dear  ones  trace; 

Still  does  thy  mother-love  pursue, 
When  error  lures  apace. 

VI. 

Knowledge  from  earth,  a  misty  glare, 

Full  oft  but  leads  astray: 
Thy  mother-heart  with  wondrous  care 

Lights  up  with  love  the  way ; 

VII. 
Bridges  th'  abyss  which  sin  has  made, 

To  sever  us  from  God, 
Wins  back  the  lost  one  who  had  strayed 

To  tread  the  path  HE  trod 

VIII. 

Who  came  to  save  the  world  from  sin, 

On  Calvary  to  die: — 
Sweet  Mother!  Thou  our  souls  dost  win, 

Through  thy  sweet  ministry. 

IX. 

Human,  Divine!  0  mother-heart, 

Turn  thou  to  Him  thine  eye 
Who  doth  His  choicest  gifts  impart 

Through  this  high  mystery. 

x. 
'Tis  thine  to  watch  thy  children  here, 

To  guard  their  hearts  from  sin: 
Thou'rt  there  for  this,  O  Mother  dear! 

To  bless,  to  love,  to  win. 

STATIA  MATZB. 


St.  Thomas  of  Aquin. 


St  Thomas  of  Aquin,  whose  mighty  intellect 
has,  perhaps,  never  been  surpassed,  and  whose  ex- 
traordinary gifts  were  the  admiration  of  the  age  in 
which  he  lived,  as  of  every  succeeding  age,  was 
born  of  noble  parents,  at  Aquino,  in  the  kingdom 
of  Naples,  on  the  12th  of  March,  1226.  The  thir- 
teenth century,  whatever  may  be  said  to  the  con- 
trary by  the  enemies  of  religion  and  truth,  is  one 
of  the  most  glorious  epochs  in  the  history  of  the 
church.  It  was  an  age  of  true  intellectual  prog- 
ress; science  and  sanctity  went  hand  in  hand, 
and  the  greatest  scholars  were  distinguished  no 
less  for  holiness  of  life  than  for  profound  learning. 

When  only  five  years  old,  young  Aquino  was  sent 
to  the  famous  Abbey  of  Monto  Cassino  there  to  re- 
ceive his  first  training  from  the  sons  of  St.  Bene- 
dict. So  remarkable  was  his  progress  in  study, 
and  so  precocious  were  his  talents,  that  the  learned 
and  holy  Benedictines  opened  their  eyes  in  aston- 
ishment; they  wondered  at  his  intellectual  gifts, 
and  were  in  admiration  of  the  virtues  which  they 
soon  discovered  in  him.  Gentle,  pious,  silent,  he 
was  beloved  by  all.  Surely  the  good  Abbot  must 
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have  done  violence  to  himself  when  he  recom- 
mended the  father  of  Thomas  to  send  him  to  some 
university  which  would  rob  Monte  Cassino  of  its  lit- 
tle angel.  The  University  of  Naples  had  recently 
been  established,  and  there  St.  Thomas  was  sent  to 
pursue  his  studies.  It  was  a  change  indeed,  and 
one  which  the  Saint  felt  most  keenly,  from  the 
cloisters  of  a  monastery  where  all  was  peace  and 
quiet,  to  a  noisy  university  where  the  great  con- 
course of  students  from  all  parts  formed  a  little 
world,  with  all  its  accompanying  wickedness. 
But  Thomas  had  already  learned  to  despise  the 
ways  of  worldlings,  and  so  escaped  the  snares 
which  beset  his  path.  He  made  marvellous  prog- 
ress in  his  studies,  and  his  learning  and  piety 
were  the  admiration  of  his  masters  and  fellow- 
students. 

After  completing  a  course  of  studies  at  Naples, 
St.  Thomas  felt  drawn  to  the  religious  state,  and, 
with  the  advice  of  his  confessor,  joined  the  Order 
of  Friars  Preachers,  which,  though  still  in  its  in- 
fancy, was  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the 
Church.  This  step  caused  great  displeasure  to  his 
family,  and  they  resolved  to  use  every  means  to 
rescue  him  from  the  Dominicans.  Thomas,  firm 
in  his  resolution  of  consecrating  himself  to  God,  re- 
ceived the  holy  habit  of  St.  Dominic  at  Naples; 
but  it  was  deemed  advisable  to  send  him  to  a  house 
of  the  Order  in  Paris  to  make  his  novitiate.  His 
relatives  having  heard  of  it,  he  was  waylaid  by  his 
brothers,  who  seized  him  and  imprisoned  him  in 
the  Castle  of  St.  John.  His  mother  and  sisters, 
with  many  entreaties  and  tears,  tried  to  turn  the 
prisoner  from  his  purpose,  but  all  their  efforts 
were  useless.  Then  the  devil  suggested  his  plan, — 
one  worthy  of  himself.  A  woman,  as  malicious 
as  she  was  beautiful,  at  the  instigation  of  his  un- 
natural brothers,  tried  the  virtue  of  the  Saint,  who, 
with  a  fire-brand,  drove  her  from  his  presence. 
God  instantly  rewarded  His  faithful  servant.  An- 
gel hands  girded  his  loins  with  the  cord  of  purity, 
and  never  again  did  his  pure  heart  suffer  the 
slightest  temptation  against  the  angelic  virtue. 
After  a  year's  imprisonment,  which  was  borne  with 
exemplary  patience,  the  sisters  of  the  Saint,  touched 
and  converted  by  his  example,  contrived  his  escape. 
He  was  let  down  from  a  window  of  the  castle  in  a 
basket,  and  fled  to  Naples  to  rejoin  his  brethren, 
who  received  him  with  affectionate  welcome.  His 
family  complained  to  the  Pope,  who,  as  might  be 
expected,  gave  them  no  satisfaction,  but  confirmed 
Thomas  in  his  vocation. 

From  Naples  the  Saint  was  sent  first  to  Rome 
and  then  to  Paris,  where  he  was  taught  philosophy 
and  theology  by  Albert  the  Great,  who  prophesied 
of  his  disciple  that  he  would  one  day  astonish  the 
world.  Thomas,  to  escape  the  praises  of  those 


around  him,  tried  to  conceal  his  talents,  and  so 
well  did  he  succeed  that  for  a  long  time  he  was 
known  as  the  Dumb  Ox. 

At  the  age  of  twenty -five  he  received  the  title  of 
doctor,  and  his  reputation  for  learning  and  sanc- 
tity soon  drew  a  multitude  of  students  around  his 
chair  to  hear  his  sublime  and  lucid  interpreta- 
tions of  Divine  Truth.  Crowds  thronged  the 
churches  to  hear  him  preach,  or  at  least  to  gaze 
on  the  countenance  of  one  whom  they  esteemed 
an  angel  in  human  form.  On  one  occasion,  as  he 
was  preaching  in  the  Church  of  St.  Peter,  a  woman 
was  cured  of  an  issue  of  blood  by  simply  touch- 
ing the  hem  of  his  habit.  St.  Thomas,  though  he 
saw  himself  the  object  of  universal  admiration, 
referred  all  to  God.  He  well  knew  that  knowledge 
is  a  gift  of  heaven,  and  always  before  reading  or 
writing  anything  applied  himself  to  prayer. 
When  he  met  with  a  difficult  passage  in  the  Sa- 
cred Scriptures  he  both  fasted  and  prayed.  One 
day  when  at  Naples,  as  he  was  praying  with  more 
than  his  wonted  fervor,  before  a  crucifix,  he  heard 
these  words:  "Well  hast  thou  written  of  Me, 
Thomas !  What  reward  wouldst  thou  have  Me 
give  thee?"  He  answered:  "None  other,  Lord, 
but  Thyself."  The  unseen  world  revealed  itself 
to  him.  Angel  voices  were  heard  in  his  quiet  cell, 
and  more  than  once  Our  Lord  spoke  to  him  from 
the  Tabernacle. 

Dear  Saint,  notwithstanding  this  intimate  un- 
ion with  God  which  you  enjoyed,  despite  your 
transcendent  merits  and  heavenly  lights,  your 
heart  was  often  troubled  by  the  same  thought  that 
so  frequently  arises  in  ours.  "  How  do  I  stand  ?" 
he  said  to  his  socius,  who  after  his  death  ap- 
peared to  him;  "and  are  my  works  pleasing  to 
God?" 

In  1261  Pope  Urban  IV  recalled  St.  Thomas  to 
Rome  and  urged  upon  him  the  acceptance  of  some 
ecclesiastical  dignity;  but  the  Saint,  whose  only 
ambition  was  to  be  hidden  from  the  world,  declined 
all  honors. 

It  would  be  wrong  to  suppose  that  our  Saint 
when  he  left  home  and  friends  to  obey  the  Voice 
which  spoke  to  his  heart,  no  longer  remembered 
relations  and  friends.  Religion  does  not  destroy 
nature:  it  perfects  it.  He  poured  forth  fervent 
prayers  for  those  who  were  dearest  to  him  on  earth, 
and  his  prayers  were  heard. 

The  writings  of  St.  Thomas  of  Aquin,  which 
fill  some  twenty  large  folio  volumes,  are  so  extra- 
ordinary not  only  for  their  number  and  variety,  but 
also  for  clearness  and  precision  in  the  explanation 
of  the  most  difficult  points  of  doctrine,  that  he  has 
received  from  the  Church  the  glorious  titles,  An- 
gelical Doctor,  Universal  Doctor,  and  Angel  of  the 
Schools.  His  Summa  Theologica  is  the  most  won- 
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derful  production  of  human  genius,  and,  though 
unfinished,  is  an  inexhaustible  fountain  of  heav- 
enly wisdom,  from  which  theologians  may  draw 
to  the  end  of  time.  But  what  wonder  is  it  that 
the  works  of  St.  Thomas  are  held  in  highest  esti- 
mation by  the  Church  and  praised  by  the  whole 
world,  when  Christ  Himself  thanked  him  for  hav- 
ing written  wdl  of  Him. 

Towards  the  end  of  his  life  a  change  came  over 
the  Saint.  He  laid  aside  his  pen,  and  said :  "  I  can 
write  no  longer."  A  weariness  of  life  took  pos- 
session of  his  heart ;  he  sighed  for  heaven, — to  he 
with  his  Divine  Master,  whom  he  loved  so  ardently, 
and  had  served  so  well.  The  time  was  not  far  dis- 
tant. 

In  the  year  1274  Pope  Gregory  X  convoked  the 
14th  General  Council  for  the  purpose  of  combat 
ting  the  Greek  Schism  and  to  raise  succor  against 
the  Saracens.  St.  Thomas,  by  a  special  letter,  was 
summoned  to  attend,  and,  although  in  feeble  health, 
at  once  set  out  for  Lyons,  where  the  Council  wras  to 
be  held ;  but  having  gone  as  far  as  Fossa  Nova, 
near  Terracina,  he  was  seized  with  a  fever  which 
prevented  his  going  farther.  He  was  kindly  re- 
ceived at  a  monastery,  not  far  distant,  and  the  good 
monks  did  all  in  their  power  to  preserve  a  life  so 
precious.  But  it  soon  became  evident  that  the 
Saint  had  not  long  to  live.  At  the  request  of  his 
kind  friends  he  dictated  a  commentary  on  the 
Canticle  of  Canticles,  the  last  outpourings  of  his 
seraphic  heart.  And  now  came  the  long  wished  for 
hour  for  which  his  whole  life  had  been  a  constant 
preparation.  He  made  a  general  confession,  shed- 
ding abundant  tears  over  what  he  thought  sins  and 
infidelities — though,  as  is  well  known,  the  white 
robe  of  his  baptismal  innocence  he  bore  un- 
spotted to  the  grave.  Having  received  absolution, 
he  was  laid,  at  his  own  request,  on  the  floor,  which 
had  been  sprinkled  with  ashes.  When  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  arrived,  he  raised  himself  to  receive  the 
embrace  of  his  Divine  Master,  and  with  rapturous 
fervor  and  a  voice  choked  by  emotion,  said:  "I 
firmly  believe  that  Jesus  Christ,  true  God  and  true 
Man,  is  present  in  this  august  Sacrament.  I  adore 
Thee,  my  God,  and  my  Redeemer.  I  receive  Thee, 
the  price  of  my  redemption,  the  Viaticum  of  my 
pilgrimage ;  Thee,  for  whose  honor  I  have  studied, 
labored,  preached,  and  taught.  If  through  igno- 
rance I  have  ever  advanced  any  doctrine  as  Thine 
which  I  have  not  learned  from  Thee,  I  revoke  it, 
and  I  submit  all  my  writings  to  the  judgment  of 
Thy  Holy  Roman  Church !  " 

About  midnight  St.  Thomas  calmly  breathed 
his  last  sigh,  and  slept  in  Christ,  on  the  7th  of 
March,  1274.  His  sanctity  was  made  manifest  by 
many  miracles,  and  he  was  canonized  by  Pope 
John  XXII,  in  the  year  1323. 


Columbus'  "True  Cross." 

Let  it  be  permitted  to  a  Religious  of  the  Holy 
Cross,  whose  motto  should  be  the  famous  "absit 
mihi  gl&riari  nisi  in  Cruce  Domini  nostri  Jesu 
Christi "  of  the  Apostle,  to  transfer  from  the  ad- 
mirable new  book  of  Count  Orelly  de  Lorgues,  to 
the  columns  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA,"  the  following 
pages,  so  well  appropriate  to  the  holy  season  near 
at  hand,  the  Passion  of  Our  Lord,  and  so  well 
calculated  to  raise  in  our  esteem  and  veneration, 
the  Christian  hero,  alas!  so  little  known,  even 
among  Catholics  on  the  new  continent  he  discov- 
ered for  them. 

Such  is  our  ignorance  of  our  own  birthright 
that  we  consider  it  a  favor  to  be  tolerated  in  this 
New  World,  of  which,  however,  our  Catholic  ances- 
tors had  taken  possession  by  the  best  of  rights  and 
titles,  even  before  the  name  of  Protestantism  had 
ever  been  known.  Because  we  find  it  occupied 
chiefly  by  non-Catholics,  we  imagine  we  never  had 
any  claim  to  this  beautiful  land  ;  and  yet,  modern 
history  clearly  shows  us  that  not  only  was  it  dis- 
covered by  a  Catholic  hero,  but  that  almost  every 
foot  of  it  was,  at  first,  taken  possession  of  in  the 
name  of  the  Cross. 

Dear  reader,  do  not  consider  yourself  as  receiv- 
ing hospitality  here;  you  are  at  home  in  America, 
with  as  good  a  right  to  enjoy  it  in  peace  as  any 
mortal  under  the  sun. 

Who  but  Catholic  discoverers  baptized  land, 
rivers,  mountains  and  valleys,  with  such  beauti- 
ful Catholic  names  as  Maryland,  St.  Joseph's, 
St.  Laurence  rivers,  the  Immaculate  Conception 
(Mississippi),  Sacramento,  Corpus  Christi,  St. 
Joseph's  City,  Montreal,  etc.,  etc.?  Visibly  the 
Catholic  faith  was  here  established  first. 

But  let  us  come  to  our  subject.  While  speaking 
of  the  true  Cross  of  Columbus,  we  shall  not  lose 
sight  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  who  stood  on  Calvary, 
by  her  Divine  Son,  nailed  to  the  Cross ;  even  there 
she  was  not  separated  from  Him;  neither  will  she 
be  in  our  narrative. 

The  Cross  erected  by  Christopher  Columbus  was 
called  the  True  Cross,  on  account  of  the  many 
miracles  wrought  by  it.  No  true  relic  was  ever 
more  venerated,  or  attracted  a  more  incessant  con- 
course of  pious  and  faithful  Christians,  than  this 
rustic  monument  of  apostolic  piety.  Numberless 
favors  were  daily  obtained  through  the  virtue  of 
this  Cross,  symbol  of  our  Redemption,  and  yet,  no 
one  thought  of  the  man  who  erected  it.  If,  per- 
chance, some  few  Catholics  called  him  to  mind, 
they,  through  prudence,  concealed  his  name.  Who 
'  then,  in  the  world,  believed  in  Christopher  Co- 
lumbus ? 
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Notwithstanding,  the  True  Cross  of  the  Concep- 
tion increasd  in  celebrity  in  the  Indies,  in  Spain, 
and  on  the  newly  discovered  continent,  where  it  be- 
came the  object  of  the  greatest  veneration;  and 
this  veneration,  although  prevented  by  superior 
authority,  was  never  entirely  extinct,  and  revived 
with  new  fervor  as  soon  as  circumstances  permitted 
it ;  and  in  the  beginning  of  this  present  century 
there  were  pilgrimages  to  the  place  where  is  pre- 
served a  large  portion  of  the  True  Gross  of  the  Con- 
ception, which  the  French  confounded  with  the 
True  Cross  of  our  Saviour,  found  by  the  holy  Em- 
press St.  Helena. 

"We  feel  no  embarrassment  in  speaking  of  the 
True  Cross  of  the  Conception,  and  its  miracles,  be- 
fore freethinkers  and  positivists;  the  facts  stand 
there  undeniable,  perfectly  clear  and  officially  re- 
corded in  the  chronicles  of  the  Indies  and  of  Cas- 
tile, written  and  certified  by  the  personal  enemies 
of  the  Admiral  themselves.  No  one  can  deny  the 
existence  of  that  Cross,  the  miracles  wrought  by 
it,  the  devotion  it  inspired.  But  to-day,  as  at  the 
time  in  which  the  fervor  existed,  no  one  has  re- 
marked a  corelation  between  this  prodigy  and  the 
man  who  was  the  occasion  or  the  cause  of  it. 

We  take  upon  ourselves  to  repair  this  forgetful- 
ness,  and  to  recall  and  explain  the  similarity  exist- 
ing  between  the  "  Ambassador  of  God"  and  the 
Cross  he  erected  in  honor  of  the  Virgin  conceived 
without  sin. 

In  placing  under  the  invocation  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception  the  magnificent  plain  of  Hayti, 
which  he  had  discovered  in  his  second  voyage, 
Christopher  Columbus  erected,  as  a  remembrance 
of  this  dedication,  on  the  summit  of  the  highest 
mountain,  a  very  large  Cross,  so  that  this  emblem 
of  the  "  Word  made  Flesh''1  could  be  seen  from  afar, 
and  seemed  thus  to  preside  over  the  development 
of  the  intertropical  vegetation. 

It  was  under  the  protection  of  this  Cross,  under 
its  safeguard,  par  su  amparo;  and,  as  it  were,  at 
its  feet,  that  he  wished  to  build  the  episcopal  city 
of  the  Conception.  This  city  increased  so  rapidly 
that  eight  years  later,  the  amount  of  gold  minted  in 
it  was  forty  thousand  scudi  (or  dollars),  the  yearly 
produce  of  the  Mines  of  Cibao.  In  1508  the  city 
received  an  escutcheon,  or  coat  of  arms,  sur- 
mounted by  a  crown  of  Our  Lady. 

But  whilst  the  cathedral  was  in  course  of  erec- 
tion, the  "Ambassador  of  God"  came  assiduously 
to  meditate  near  this  Cross.  It  was  there  he  pub- 
licly said  his  morning  and  evening  prayers,  at 
which  the  soldiers,  the  workmen  and  the  future 
inhabitants  assisted  regularly.  This  site  had  an 
inexpressible  attraction  for  this  great  admirer  of 
the  beauties  of  creation.  Spaniards  and  natives, 
all  knew  it  was  his  place  of  predilection.  There 


indeed,  he  experienced  great  spiritual  consolations. 
There  he  had  opened  his  heart  in  presence  of  the 
August  Trinity ;  great  truths  had  been  revealed  to 
his  soul ;  and  he  had  resolved,  in  acknowledgment 
of  these  unspeakable  favors,  to  raise  upon  this  spot 
a  splendid  chapel,  in  which  would  be  daily  cele- 
brated the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  in  honor  of 
the  Most  Blessed  Trinity,  and  one  Mass  also  daily, 
in  honor  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  The  la- 
conism  of  his  testamentary  expressions  proves  that 
this  place  was  well  known  to  all.  So  much  did 
he  love  it,  that  after  the  discovery  he  would  return 
to  the  blessed  spot  to  rest  himself  from  his  fatigues 
and  tribulations,  and  refresh  his  soul  in  its  sweet 
atmosphere.  It  was  there  the  Franciscan  Father, 
Juan  de  Traslera,  met  him,  when  he  came  to  in- 
form him  of  his  disgrace,  soon  to  be  followed  by 
his  incarceration. 

In  vain,  however,  did  Columbus'  enemies  suc- 
ceed in  tearing  him  from  his  beloved  Island;  in 
vain  did  they  forsake  him  and  calumniate  him, 
so  far  as  to  cause  him  to  be  forgotten.  When  Al- 
mighty God  had  called  His  faithful  servant  to 
Himself,  this  very  cross,  which  he  had  so  lovingly 
dedicated  to  the  Immaculate  Conception,  covered 
with  its  blessings  all  who  persevered  in  its  ven- 
eration. 

One  day  a  sick  man  threw  his  arms  around  the 
foot  of  the  cross,  imploring  the  Divine  Mercy,  and 
was  instantly  cured.  Others,  in  the  height  of 
fever,  came  likewise  to  pray  at  the  foot  of  the  same 
precious  symbol,  and  went  home  healed.  From 
every  part  of  the  Island,  all  in  distress  flocked  to  the 
cross.  All  were  not  cured  indiscriminately;  those 
only  whom  God  found  worthy  felt  the  miraculous 
effiacy  of  the  Sacred  Sign.  But  such  was  the  num- 
ber of  extraordinary  cures  and  the  concourse  of 
pilgrims,  that  the  fame  of  those^  wonders  very  soon 
spread  through  the  Old  and  the  New  World  the 
renown  of  the  true  Cross. 

Our  history  of  Christopher  Columbus  contains, 
on  this  subject,  such  precise  details  and  such  cer- 
tain testimonies,  that  we  shall  only  certify  here, 
that  no  fact  of  this  epoch  is  better  proved,  or 
more  solidly  established,  than  the  existence  and 
the  efficacy  of  this  miraculous  Cross. 

It  was  the  object  of  an  ardent  devotion.  Per- 
sons came  in  crowds  to  implore  its  protection  as 
they  go  to-day  to  the  sanctuaries  of  Lourdes  and 
La  Salette.  The  miracles  wrought  by  it  must  have 
been  very  numerous  and  very  well  proved,  when 
the  voice  of  the  people  called  it  by  the  name  of  the 
true  Cross.  But  this  cross,  through  the  excess  of 
veneration  it  inspired  in  the  faithful,  on  account  of 
its  wonderful  cures  was  on  the  point  of  being 
lost;  all  wanted  to  have  a  parcel.  Fragments 
were  detached  from  it,  and  placed  in  reliquaries. 


Ave  Maria. 


Large  portions  even  were  taken;  and,  as,  is  well 
attested  by  historians,  these  pious  larcenies  did 
not  diminish  it:  the  void  made  by  them,  was  im- 
mediately filled  up. 

The  idolaters  themselves,  astonished  at  this  prod- 
igy, thinking 'also  that  the  mere  presence  of  the 
cross  constituted  the  strength  of  the  strangers  and 
secured  to  them  the  possession  of  the  territory, 
tried  to  destroy  it.  Having  during  the  night  made 
a  deep  hole  around  the  foot  of  the  cross,  they  en- 
deavored to  pull  it  down,  several  hundred  persons 
drawing  on  it  with  ropes.  But  notwithstanding 
their  efforts,  they  could  never  cause  it  the  least 
movement.  Then,  using  another  means,  they  at- 
tempted to  burn  it.  They  surrounded  it  with  dry 
branches,  and  the  flames,  which  rose  very  high, 
enveloped  the  cross;  but  when  the  smoke  had 
disappeared,  and  the  wood  was  consumed,  the  Indi- 
ans saw  the  cross  intact.  There  was  only,  towards 
the  foot,  a  slight  mark,  as  if  a  candle  had  been 
brought  too  near. 

When  again  trying  to  burn  the  cross,  they  saw, 
said  they,  "  A  Lady  of  majestic  look  and  deport- 
ment seated  on  one  of  the  arms  of  the  Cross,  who 
defeated  all  their  efforts."  Struck  with  fear  and 
respect  at  this  sight,  they  never  after  passed  be- 
fore the  Cross  without  humbly  saluting  it. 

The  celebrity  of  this  Cross  was  then  so  great  that 
in  the  Indies  and  on  the  new  continent  its  name 
was  given  to  two  cities.  In  Mexico,  Fernando 
Cortes  founded  the  City  of"  Vera  Cruz,"  whilst  at 
Hispaniola,  where  the  remembrance  of  the  Con- 
ception was  inseparable  from  the  True  Cross,  the 
city  of  Ste.  Marie  of  the  True  Gross  was  founded, 
near  the  lake  of  Harague.  Meanwhile  the  Chris- 
tians continued  to  take  parcels  from  this  venerated 
tree  without  its  suffering  any  diminution,  until, 
after  some  horrible  profanation,  the  miracles  ceased 
all  at  once.  The  places  from  which  parcels  had 
been  taken  were  not  filled  up  as  before.  But  the 
miraculous  virtue  of  this  Cross,  although  ceasing 
to  manifest  itself  exteriorly  by  daily  cures  and  mir- 
acles, remained  invisibly  attached  to  it,  as  terrible 
circumstances  shall  prove.  And  as  the  affluence 
of  pilgrims  was  always  the  same,  and  that  they 
continued  to  take  fragments  of  the  cross,  so  that 
the  two  arms  had  almost  disappeared,  the  Bishop 
of  Conception,  to  prevent  these  mutilations,  which 
threatened  it  with  approaching  destruction,  came 
processionally  with  his  clergy  to  remove  it,  and 
had  it  placed  in  one  of  the  chapels  of  his  cathe- 
dral. What  was  left  of  the  "  True  Cross,"  which 
was  about  one-third,  was  placed  in  a  copper  gilt 
shrine  having  three  locks. 

The  notoriety  of  past  miracles  continued  to  bring 
numerous  crowds  of  pilgrims  round  the  "  True 
Cross."  The  Emperor,  Charles  the  Fifth,  took  a 


lively  interest  in  the  recital  of  the  facts  concerning 
this  miraculous  Cross.  Having  heard  that  some 
ecclesiastics,  under  whose  care  it  had  been  placed, 
retained  part  of  the  offerings  made  by  the  sick  and 
pilgrims,  he  gave  orders  to  the  Bishop's  treasurer 
to  use  in  future  all  the  funds  conformably  to  the 
intentions  of  the  donors.  In  the  year  1525,  he 
wished,  himself,  in  testimony  of  his  veneration  of 
the  Most  Holy  Cross,  La  JSantissima  Cruz,  to  con- 
tribbute  the  sum  of  eighty  thousand  maravedis  to- 
wards the  ornamentation  of  the  chapel. 

Struck  by  the  renown  of  these  miracles,  and 
seeing  the  commencement  of  a  celebrated  pilgrim- 
age, the  Emperor  solicited  the  Holy  Father  to 
grant  indulgences  to  the  pilgrims  who  would 
come  to  honor  this  Cross,  and  would  make  some 
offering  in  his  intention. 

The  concourse  of  the  faithful  and  their  venera- 
tion for  the  true  Cross  continued  uninterrupted 
during  the  thirty-nine  following  years.  But  in  the 
course  of  the  year  1564,  a  terrible  earthquake  des- 
solated  the  Isle  of  St.  Domingo,  overthrew  the  dis- 
trict of  La  Vega,  and  entirely  destroyed  the  city  of 
Conception.  The  country,  covered  with  ruins 
and  desolated,  was  abandoned  by  its  inhabitants. 
Of  the  Castle  of  Conception,  and  of  the  solid 
fortress  itself  nothrng  was  left  but  scattered  ruins. 
Of  this  young  city  nothing  remained  but  a  part  of 
two  edifices  in  which  were  kept  considerable  frag- 
ments of  the  "  true  Cross." 

This  calamity  thus  served  the  better  to  demon- 
strate the  power  of  the  miraculous  Cross  planted  by 
Columbus.  That  which  had  been  preserved  of  this 
blessed  wood,  preserved  and  sheltered  the  places 
that  shields  it,  and  those  who,  through  respect  and 
devotion,  had  kept  some  portions  of  it.  Amidst 
those  terrible  convulsions  of  nature,  the  Cross, 
image  of  that  which  has  conquered  the  world,  tri- 
umphed over  the  violence  of  the  elements  and  the 
overthrow  of  nature.  It  protected,  in  its  turn,  those 
who  protected  it.  Desolation  and  ruin  can  destroy 
the  possessions  and  properties  of  the  adorers  of  the 
Cross ;  but  they  seem  forbidden  to  touch  their  lives, 
as  it  was  of  old  forbidden  the  devil  to  destroy  that 
of  Job.  The  fact  of  this  marvellous  preservation 
is  authentically  certified  by  all  the  historians  of  the 
time. 

During  the  crumbling  down  of  the  houses  and 
the  crushing  of  their  unfortunate  inmates,  none  of 
those  who  had  on  them,  or  in  their  houses,  a  frag- 
ment of  the  True  Cross  received  the  least  injury. 
The  Franciscans,  those  faithful  friends  of  Colum- 
bus, possessed  a  considerable  part  of  the  True 
Cross.  At  the  moment  of  the  disaster,  they  were 
in  the  choir,  for  the  Divine  Office.  Precipitated 
on  the  ground,  almost  buried  under  part  of  the 
ceiling  of  their  church,  they  all  arose  without  any 
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injury;  and,  strange  to  say,  after  the  cessation  of 
the  disaster,  the  only  building  found  standing  was 
their  convent,  the  remains  of  -which  can  be  seen 
to  this  day.  The  cathedral,  built  in  cut  stone, 
was  entirely  destroyed;  one  chapel  alone  resisted 
this  terrible  phenomenon  of  nature;  it  was  the 
chapel  of  the  True  Cross. 

This  singular  preservation  granted  to  those  who 
honored  the  True  Cross,  increased  the  admiration 
and  fervor  already  inspired  by  other  miracles; 
and  these  extraordinary  facts  were  officially  com- 
municated to  the  Spanish  Government. 

King  Philip  the  Second,  who  had  inherited  the 
veneration  of  his  father  towards  this  consecrated 
wood,  ordered  that  it  should  be  transported,  at  his 
own  expense,  to  the  cathedral  of  St.  Domingo. 
This  was  a  memorable  but  difficult  procession,  of 
sixty-six  miles,  through  often  impassable  roads. 
The  True  Cross,  delivered  into  the  hands  of  the 
Bishop,  was  placed  in  a  shrine  of  massive  silver, 
ornamented  with  beautiful  work  in  filigree.,  and 
shut  with  three  keys,  of  which  one  was  given  to 
the  Metropolitan  Dean,  the  second  to  the  senior 
Canon,  and  the  third  to  the  Prebendary.  This  pre- 
caution of  the  Catholic  king  against  negligence  or 
weakness,  sufficiently  proves  the  veneration  he  en- 
tertained for  this  renowned  rejic.  A  few  years 
before  the  French  Itevolution,  an  historian  of  St. 
Domingo  has  still  been  able  to  see  it. 

The  celebrity  of  the  True  Cross  of  Conception 
has  survived  the  ruins  of  that  city.  The  devasta- 
tion and  the  abandonment  of  La  Vega  did  not  dis- 
courage the  zealous  pilgrims,  or  prevent  them 
from  coming  to  kneel  in  the  place  which  was  the 
first  witness  of  so  many  wonders.  The  eminence 
on  which  Columbus  had  erected  the  True  Cross,  was 
called  the  Holy  Mountain,  Santo  Cerro,  and  is 
even  now  called  by  this  name.  The  concourse  of 
the  people,  although  much  decreased  by  the  depo- 
pulation of  the  country,  continued,  however,  con- 
siderable enough  to  cause  the  establishment  of  a 
beautiful  hermitage  near  the  blessed  spot. 


The  Late  Dom  Gucrang-er. 

LIFE    AND    DEATH    OF    A  GREAT    BENEDICTINE  ABBOT. 

The  late  Dom  Gue"ranger,  Abbot  of  the  great  Bene- 
dictine Monastery  of  Solesmes,  France,  who  died  on 
January  30,  was  one  of  the  most  illustrious  men  of  this 
century,  and  one  whose  death  will  be  long  deplored 
throughout  the  Catholic  world.  Nay,  even  Protestants 
and  infidels,  recognizing  his  great  literary  ability  and 
profound  learning,  will  deplore  his  loss.  But  the  sin- 
cerest  of  all  his  innumerable  mourners  are  the  poor, 
who  knew  little  of  his  worldly  fame  and  had  simply 
experienced  his  exquisite  charity  and  most  paternal 
love  and  solicitude  for  their  temporal  and  spiritual 
welfare. 


Dom  Gueranger  was  born  early  in  this  century,  and 
when  quite  a  boy  was  conscious  of  a  vocation  to  the 
cloister.  In  his  youth  the  literature  of  France  was  in 
a  much  sounder  and  healthier  condition  than  it  is  at 
present.  Chateaubriand,  Lamartinc,  Xavier  de  Mais- 
tre,  and  Victor  Hugo,  in  those  days  a  professed  Catho- 
lic, had  but  recently  founded  the  "  Christian  Romantic 
School,"  which  had  such  an  influence  upon  the  religi- 
ous feelings  of  the  French  nation.  fiene  and  Atala,  Le 
Taitteur  de  Pierres  and  the  Lepreux  de  la  Valle  d'Aoste 
were  in  the  hands  of  all,  and  the  young  especially 
devoured  their  contents  with  enthusiasm.  France, 
which  had  been  for  a  time  infidel,  was  once  more  re- 
turning to  the  faith.  Men  like  Lacordaire,  Ozanam, 
Pere  Felix,  de  Ravignan  and  Dom  Gueranger  were  as- 
suming positions  which  rivalled  those  of  Bossuet  and 
Fe'nelon  in  previous  centuries;  positions  which  the 
believers  in  the  French  Revolution  had  declared  in 
1793  would  never  be  filled  again. 

It  was  about  1830  that  the  monastic  spirit  was  once 
more  revived  in  France ;  and  in  1831,  after  the  Revolu 
tion  which  placed  Louis  Philippe  upon  the  throne,  a 
small  band  of  young  men  left  the  world  and  retired  to 
a  ruined  monastery  in  the  diocese  of  Le  Mans,  which 
formerly  belonged  to  the  Benedictines.  Here  they 
began  the  revival  of  this  most  illustrious  of  orders. 
They  were  ridiculed,  and  even  derided,  in  the  Academy, 
where  the  learned  Gue"rard  in  1843  declared  them 
"  foolish  Ultramontahes,  vainly  endeavoring  to  gal- 
vanize a  corpse.  They  have  neither  the  spirit,  nor  the 
doctrine,  nor  the  method  of  St.  Benedict,  no,  not  even 
that  of  Mabillon  and  of  the  Brials.  Their  opinions 
are  Ultramontane,  and  have  usurped  the  place  of  the 
sounder  ideas  of  the  Galilean  Church."  Spite  of  all 
opposition,  Dom  GueVanger,  for  it  was  he  who  headed 
this  movement  of  restoration,  continued  firm.  He  was 
determined  to  achieve  his  great  work,  and  he  did  so. 
Soon  others  joined  him.  The  community  increased  in 
numbers,  the  fame  of  their  piety  and  good  deeds 
spread  abroad,  and  presently  two  others  houses  were 
founded,  Liguge  and  the  Madeleine  at  Marseilles,  and 
peopled  from  the  mother  house  at  Solesmes.  Prayer 
is  not  the  only  occupation  of  the'Benedictiues.  They 
have  ever  been  celebrated  for  learning,  and  the  three 
houses  we  have  just  mentioned  are  not  behind  those 
of  ancient  days  even  in  this. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  give  at  present  any  exact 
list  of  the  works  of  Dom  Gueranger  and  his  compan- 
ions, but  the  best  known  are  the  voluminous  Annee 
Liturgique,  one  of  the  most  wonderful  books  of  its 
kind  ever  written,  and  brim  full  of  erudition  and  valu- 
able information  concerning  the  liturgy  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church.  Next  in  point  of  interest  comes  the  Ori- 
<jine  de  VEglise  Itomaine,  which  relates  the  history  of 
the  Church  from  the  earliest  periods ;  and  lastly,  that 
most  popular  and  picturesque  of  religious  histories, 
La  Vie  de  Sainte  Cecile.  In  this  work,  charm  of  style 
is  combined  in  a  rare  manner  with  profound  historical 
research,  and  even  dry  matters  are  so  treated  as  to  be 
made  entertaining.  It  is  not  to  praise  this  book  too 
highly  to  say  that  it  is  deeply  interesting  from  be- 
ginning to  end,  more  fascinating  than  a  romance,  and 
bears  upon  each  page  the  impress  of  perfect  truth. 
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Dom  Gue"ranger  loved  St.  Cecilia,  and  no  one  lias  done 
more  to  establish  her  cultus.  So  well  known  was  his 
veneration  for  this  noble  Roman  virgin,  that  when  the 
working  classes  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  monastery 
wished  to  express  in  a  tangible  manner  their  love  and 
gratitude  to  their  pastor,  they  built  at  their  own  ex- 
pense a  beautiful  chapel  attached  to  the  abbey,  and 
had  it  dedicated  to  the  illustrious  Patroness  of  Music. 
La  Monarchic  Pontificate,  another  great  book,  written 
in  defence  of  the  temporal  power,  and  the  Lettre  au 
Pere  Gratry,  are  equaUy  instructive.  The  last  of  this 
great  man's  able  productions  was  Le  Naturalisme  Con- 
temporaine,  in  which  he  displayed  very  extensive  knowl- 
edge of  modern  science,  and  showed  up  in  eloquent 
and  convincing  language  the  many  errors  into  which 
our  scientists  are  leading  the  world. 

But  it  was  not  only  as  a  writer  that  Dom  Gue'ranger 
was  distinguished.  He  was  an  eloquent  preacher,  and 
famous  throughout  France  for  his  elegance  and  grace 
of  style.  But  greater  than  all  his  learning  and  ability 
was  his  inexhaustive  charity  and  his  love  for  the  poor. 
A  writer  in  the  Paris  Figaro  tells  us  that  on  approach- 
ing Solesmes  to  attend  the  funeral  of  this  great  man, 
he  was  struck  by  the  signs  of  universal  mourning  to 
be  seen  on  all  sides.  The  roads  leading  to  the  abbey 
were  crowded,  notwithstanding  the  torrents  of  rain, 
by  thousands  of  persons  hurrying  to  the  obsequies. 
At  the  railway  station  the  writer  was  so  overcome 
with  emotion,  that  when  asked  a  few  questions  con- 
cerning the  deceased,  he  burst  into  tears,  saying,  "  He 
was  the  only  father  I  have  ever  known.  You  cannot, 
sir,  think  how  good,  how  kind  he  was  to  me  and  mine." 
Peasants  and  beggars  were  on  the  tramp  through  the 
mud  and  rain  for  many  hours  during  the  night  previ- 
ous to  the  funeral,  hastening  onward  to  Solesmes,  in 
the  hope  of  seeing  even  in  death  the  face  which  had 
so  often  cheered  them  in  their  sorrow  by  its  kindly 
smiles  and  looks  of  sympathy,  and  to  kiss  the  rigid 
hands  which  had  never  been  extended  but  to  bless  or 
to  bestow  alms. 

He  was  teaching  the  Catechism  to  a  little  child  when 
he  was  taken  ill,  and  thus,  like  the  noble  sentinel  of 
history,  died  at  his  post,  for  that  lesson  was  not  long 
concluded,  ere  death  carried  away  his  gracious  spirit, 
and  laid  it  at  the  Feet  of  his  Master.  The  name  of  the 
little  creature  who  was  privileged  to  hear  the  last 
teachings  of  this  apostle  was  Madelaine  Landeur,  and 
her  family,  very  poor  people,  who  had  for  years  ex- 
perienced his  tender  solicitude.  He  had  baptized  her 
father  and  mother,  her  sisters  and  brothers,  and  had 
taught  them  the  high  duties  of  Christian  life,  not  only 
by  words  but  by  example.  His  last  words  were  those 
of  the  psalmist,  Tntra  in  gaudium  Domini,  and  indeed 
we  have  all  reason  to  hope  that  he  passed  directly  into 
the  joy  of  his  Lord.  When  life  was  extinct,  the  friars 
dressed  him  in  his  robes  of  office.  They  placed  with 
gentle  care  the  mitre  on  his  pallid  brow  and  in  his 
hand  they  put  his  pastoral  staff.  From  his  humble 
cell  they  carried  his  body  in  solemn  procession  to  the 
chapter-house  and  deposited  it  at  the  feet  of  St.  Ceci- 
Jia's  statue  and  in  front  of  the  image  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception.  Then  the  Abbot  of  Liguge"  and  Abbot 
Fantaine,  his  companions  in  religious  life,  who  had  as- 


sisted him  in  founding  the  abbey,  knelt  at  the  feet  of 
the  bier  and  renewed  their  vows.  When  this  ceremony 
was  over  all  the  fathers  advanced  two  and  two  and 
kissed  the  handsof  their  beloved  Abbot,  and  finally  they 
carried  the  corpse  into  the  abbey  church  and  placed 
it  upon  a  catafalque  of  great  magnificence,  which  was 
entirely  covered  with  black  velvet  and  illuminated  by 
hundreds  of  wax  tapers.  Here,  on  the  morrow,  a  high 
Mass  of  requiem  was  chanted  by  the  Bishop  of  Le  Mans, 
Mgr.  d'Outremont,  in  the  presence  of  many  other 
Bishops,  abbots  and  prelate?,  and  of  such  an  enormous 
concourse  of  people  that  all  the  approaches  to  the 
abbey  were  so  crowded  that  several  times  it  was  nec- 
essary to  use  the  greatest  precautions  to  prevent 
serious  accidents.  Mgr.  d'Outremont  preached  the 
funeral  sermon  with  a  splendor  of  oratory  which  re- 
minded people  of  the  glories  of  Bossuet.  Rarely  has 
this  celebrated  preacher  been  more  eloquent  than  on 
this  mournful  occasion.  His  text  was,  "  Rachel plorans 
filios  suos  quia  non  sunt,"  and  truly  does  the  Church 
weep  for  a  son  who  is  no  more.  The  deepest  emotion 
reigned  ;  men,  women  and  children  wept,  some,  indeed 
giving  way  to  such  uncontrolled  grief  as  to  have  to  be 
removed  from  the  sacred  edifice.  At  one  o'clock  the 
body  was  lowered  into  the  grave,  and  the  vast  assem- 
bly began  to  retire.  The  Bishops  were  conducted  to 
the  refectory  to  lunch,  and  whilst  partaking  of  the 
abbey's  hospitality,  the  reader  of  the  day  read  them 
the  noble  preface  to  the  Origine  de  VEqlise  Romaine. 
The  Bishop  of  Nantes  then  made  a  short  speech  to  the 
assembled  fathers  and  friars,  in  which  he  reminded 
them  "that  the  good  and  great  never  really  leave  us. 
Their  works  remain  with  us.  Defunctus  adhuc  loquitur. 
In  life  he  spoke;  dead,  he  teaches  us  even  better  than 
when  living." — Catholic  Review. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  Feb.  7, 1875. 
EDITOR  "Avs  MARIA:" 

The  following  discourse  was  delivered  by  the  Holy 
Father  to  the  Deputation  from  Belgium:— 

God,  who  chooses  weak  instruments  to  confound  the 
strong,  has  willed  in  these  days  of  trouble  and  anti- 
Christian  movements  to  entrust  the  government  of 
His  Church  to  the  weak  hands  of  the  man  you  see  be- 
fore you.  The  Church  is  well  compared  to  the  vessel 
in  which  Our  Lord  was  with  His  twelve  Apostles,  when 
suddenly  a  tempest  arose,  and  the  winds  blew  fiercely, 
compelling  the  little  band  on  board  to  prostrate  them- 
selves at  the  feet  of  their  Divine  Master,  and,  overcome 
with  fear,  to  cry  out:  Domine,  salvanos,peri>mi.<<, — Lord 
save  us,  we  perish.  To-day,  too,  this  mystic  ship  is  sail- 
ing a  tempestuous  ocean,  whilst  the  unchained  winds 
threaten  to  drive  her  ashore,  and  prevent  her  from  tak- 
ing to  the  safer  deep,  in  order  that  amid  shoals  and 
quicksands  she  may  be  lost,  and  lost  forever.  And  to- 
day also  those  on  board  this  ship  exclaim,  as  did  the 
Apostles: — Domine,  salva  nos,  perimus.  Jesus,  who 
then  arose,  and  by  His  divine  authority  commanded 
the  winds  to  be  still,  will  not  now  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the 
prayers  of  those  devoted  souls  who  with  lively  faith 
have  recourse  to  Him;  and  if  He  does  not  immediately 
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calm  the  troubled  sea,  He  gives  to  the  pilot  and  navi- 
gators strength  to  continue  their  voyage,  to  weather 
the  storm,  and  to  escape  those  dangers  by  which  Chris- 
tian society  is  so  often  agitated. 

You  see  how,  when  lately  an  enemy  endeavored  to 
increase  the  general  confusion  by  hurling  on  Rome  one 
of  those  terrific  meteors  which  destroy  everything  in 
their  way,  Divine  Providence  was  pleased  to  make 
use  of  an  arm  by  no  means  friendly  to  the  Church  to 
stay  the  work  of  destruction ;  and  if  this  arm  has  done 
so  with  detriment  to  his  own  honor,  est  qui  videt,etjudi- 
cet  only,  we  observe  that  God  in  all  ages  and  times 
makes  use  of  some  Cyrus  to  punish  the  sacrilege  of  a 
Belthasar. 

Yet  more— and  this  is  still  more  consoling — Jesus 
Christ  has  addressed  Himself  to  you  and  inspired  you 
to  come  to  Rome  to  comfort  me  by  your  expressions 
of  heartfelt  affection,  and  by  your  generous  liberality, 
which  has  always  shown  itself  ready  to  aid  the  Holy 
See  in  the  hour  of  need.  The  time  for  Our  Lord  to 
calm  the  tempest  has  not  yet  arrived,  but,  as  He  has 
inspired  you,  so  likewise  has  He  been  pleased  to  in- 
spire the  greater  part  of  nations.  He  gives  all  courage 
and  strength  to  resist  the  most  cruel  persecutions,  for 
we  have  seen,  and  still  see,  what  a  number  of  priests 
know  how  to  resist  the  persecutions  of  the  impious 
and  the  proud  ones  of  the  world.  We  have  seen,  and 
still  see  the  devout  multitudes  filling  the  sacred  tem- 
ples, and  undertaking  difficult  journeys  to  offer  up 
their  prayers  to  God  in  some  favored  sanctuary,  to  beg 
His  grace, and  appease  His  wrath.  We  have  seen,  and 
still  see,  how  certain  works  suggested  by  an  ardent 
zeal  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the  salvation  of  souls  day 
by  day  multiply. 

For  us  it  only  remains  to  co-operate  with  the  visita- 
tions of  the  eternal  Pastor  of  our  souls,  continuing  to 
implore  that  strength  which  is  so  necessary  to  us;  for 
there  is  question  of  living,  not  amid  the  delights  of 
peace  but  surrounded  by  the  dangers  of  continual 
combat. 

Let  us  now  beseech  Him  to  bless  us,  and  with  His 
benediction  to  grant  us  that  strength  and  courage  so 
necessary  to  enable  us  to  withstand  all  the  violence  of 
the  contest;  meantime  I  bless  you  and  your  families, 
your  possessions,  and  the  zeal  which  you  manifest  for 
the  glory  of  the  Lord.  May  this  blessing  extend  to  all 
those  good  Catholics  whom  you  represent.  I  bless  you 
in  time,  at  the  hour  of  death,  and  for  eternity:— before 
you  yourselves  shall  have  been  made  worthy  to  praise 
and  bless  God  forever  in  the  realms  of  the  blessed. 
Eenedictio,  etc. 

His  Holiness  is  at  present  in  the  enjoyment  of  most 
excellent  health.  F.  B.  P. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  17TH  TO  THE  24TH  OF  FEBRUARY,  1875. 

One  hundred  and  forty  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  fifty  new  associates  have 
been  .enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
eleven  persons;  forty-three  sick  persons  have  been 


recommended ;  special  favors  have  been  asked  for 
eleven  individuals,  seven  families, one  community, 
four  parishes,  three  schools  and  five  sodalities. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
eived: 

"  Thanks  be  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  the 
water  you  sent  to  my  mother  has  cured  her  from  her 
sick  bed.  Last  spring  she  stepped  on  some  ice  and 
fell,  badly  spraining  her  ankle,  so  that  for  months  she 
was  unable  to  sit  up  for  an  hour  any  one  day.  She 
has  also  been  affected  with  liver  complaint.  She  is 
now  quite  active,  able  to  stir  around,  and  almost  as 
well  as  ever."  .  .  .  .  "  Thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Mother 
that  my  health  is  better  now  than  it  has  been  these  last 
five  years."  .  ..."  I  gave  some  of  the  blessed  water 
to  a  little  boy  afflicted  with  deafness,  and  it  gave  him 
relief.  It  was  the  last  I  had.  I  received  two  vials  of 
the  water  last  October,  and  it  has  cured  me.  Many  of 
our  neighbors  have  found  also  great  relief  through 
it."  .  .  .  .  "  Thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Lady,  your  prayers 
have  been  heard,  as  my  face  is  now  perfectly  cured." 
....  "  The  holy  water  you  were  so  kind,  asto  send  me 
was  received.  Thanks  to  Our  Blessed  Mother,  my 
husband  is  better."  ....  "  The  gentleman  in  whose  be- 
half I  wrote  some  time  since  wears  his  little  medal 
and  continues  perseveringly  with  his  reading.  God 
grant  him  the  gift  of  faith !  My  daughter-in-law  got 

also  safely  through  her  trouble." "I  might  relate 

that  there  was  a  case  of  a  child  diseased  with  sore 
eyes  that  baffled  the  skill  of  the  doctors.  The  child 
was  cured  by  using  the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  prayers 
to  Our  Blessed  Mother,  offered  up  by  the  members  of 
the  Association."  ....  "  My  daughter  was  so  sick  in 
Wheeling,  Va.,  no  person  expected  her  to  live,  given 
up  by  all  doctors.  I  wish  through  the  Association  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  to  return  sincere  thanks  to  Our 
Blessed  Lady  for  her  recovery  so  as  to  be  able  to  come 
here."  ....  "  There  was  a  sick  woman  near  me  who 
suffered  a  great  deal  from  throwing  up  blood.  I  gave 
her  some  miraculous  water,  and,  thanks  to  Our  Blessed 
Mother,  it  was  better  than  all  medical  attendance  to 

her."   "Rev.  Father,  I  must  thank  you  and  the 

Blessed  Virgin  for  the  great  blessing  that  has  been 
bestowed  on  my  mother.  When  last  I  wrote  for  holy 
water  for  myself,  mother  was  suffering  from  chronic 
rheumatism,  but,  thank  God  and  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary,  she  has  now  fully  recovered.  You  said  you 
would  recommend  her  to  the  prayers  of  the  Associ- 
ation. So  you  see  the  Blessed  Virgin  heard  the 
prayers  of  her  children." 

The  Sisters  of  a  devout  community  give  us  the 
following  information. 

"  May  we  also  beg  you  to  return  thanks  to  our 
Blessed  Mother  for  great  relief  granted  to  the  sufferer 
whom  we  lately  recommended  to  the  prayers  of  the 
Association ;  also  to  return  most  sincere  thanks  to  the 
same  good  Mother  for  two  special  favors  granted  on 
five  different  occasions  to  this  sufferer?" 
OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
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are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MR.  JOHN  FRANCIS  GORMAN,  of  Phila- 
delphia, Pa.;  MRS.  JOHN  McCuLLOUGH,  of  Phila- 
delphia, Pa.;  who  died  February  the  5th;  she  suf- 
ferd  much,  but  was  greatly  relieved  by  the  use  of 
the  water  of  Lourdes.  MRS.  PATRICK  AHERN,  of 
Westerly,  R.,  I.,  who  died  suddenly,  Tuesday  mor- 
ning, February  the  16th;  MRS.  M.  REYNOLDS,  of 
Chicago,  who  died  on  the  30th  of  January,  forti- 
fied by  the  Holy  Sacraments  of  the  Church. 
May  they  rest  in  peace.  Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Death  of  a  Life  Subscriber. 

Mrs.  M.  C.  Reynolds,  a  Life-Subscriber  to  the  "AvE 
MAKIA"  and  member  of  the  Association  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  died  in  Chicago,  Jan.  30th,  after  a 
long  and  painful  illness,  fortified  with  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ments of  the  Eucharist  and  Extreme  Unction. 

May  she  rest  in  peace. 

For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

A  Friend  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament $10  00 

Mrs.  Mary  Monica  Chearhart,Notre.Dame,'Ind.,     10  00 

From  a  Poor  Priest 25  00 

James  Morrissey,  South  Bend,  Ind., 10  00 


For  the  New  Tabernacle. 

Mr.  William  O'Brien,  Troy,  N.Y., $10  00 


Catholic  Notes. 

— THE  Pope's  income  for  October  last  was  8,000,000 
francs. 

— The  Prussian  Government  has  ordered  the  Lenten 
pastoral  of  the  Bishop  of  Metzto  be  seized,  "because," 
says  the  JTnivers,  "  the  venerable  Prelate  spoke  therein 
of  invoking  the  prayers  of  the  saints  for  the  benefit  of 
the  country." 

— The  sentence  of  imprisonment  for  six  months 
passed  upon  Mgr.  Janiszewski,  of  Posen,  for  confirm- 
ing children,  a  crime  (!)  which,  it  seems,  is  prohibited 
by  the  Falck  laws,  has  been  confirmed,  and  the  dis- 
tinguished prelate  is  already  in  prison. 

— On  Thursday  evening,  February  25th,  while  the 
congregation  of  St. Andrew's  Church,  in  New  York, 
were  engaged  in  their  Lenten  devotions,  the  wall  of  an 
adjacent  building  fell,  crushing  in  the  roof,  and  killed 
and  wounded  a  larue  number  of  the  faithful. 

— A  dispatch,  dated  Rome,  February  7,  to  the 
Univert  announces  that  Baffuel  Sonzogno,  the  editor 
of  that  fearfully  anti-Christian  paper  the  Capitale,  has 
been  murdered.  The  assassin  has  been  arrested,  but 
his  motives  for  committing  the  odious  crime  are  not 
at  present  known. 

— There  is  a  curious  report  that  Garibaldi  speaks  at 
present  of  the  Pope  in  terms  of  the  greatest  respect, 
and  that  the  other  day,  whilst  passing  the  Vatican,  he 
took  off  his  hat  and  said,  "  Hail  prisoner,  I  have  spoken 


ill  of  thee,  but  will  never  mention  thy  name  again.'' 
—The  Catholic  Telegraph  says:— The  Catholic  World 
computes  that  there  are  35,000  girls  in  the  United 
States  receiving  religious  and  secular  training  from 
Catholic  sisterhoods.  The  World  is  guilty  of  extrava- 
gant minimizing,  or  if  not,  the  diocese  of  Cincinnati 
can  claim  one-third  at  least  of  its  estimate." 
— Catholic  Review. 

— The  Cincinnati  Telegraph  says: — "  Cincinnati  has 
no  monopoly  of  the  poor  fellows  called  tramps,  or  of 
the  providing  for  them  food  and  lodging.  At  St. 
Mary's  Institude,  near  Dayton,  from  50  to  100  of  the 
female  wanderers,  since  last  September,  get  their  food, 
some  of  them  three  times  a  day,  and  many  are  lodged 
in  out-houses,  under  the  kind  care  of  Brother  Woelfel, 
while  clothing  is  given  to  quite  a  number.  In  return, 
God  blesses  the  institution,  where  the  330  teachers, 
pupils,  brothers,  enjoy  good  health  and  lead  peaceful, 
happy  and  useful  lives." 

—CATHOLICITY  AMONG  THE  INDIANS.— Entire  tribes 
of  the  Indians  have  become  Catholic,  civilized,  and 
made  prosperous,  as,  for  instance,  the  Pattawatomies, 
Osages,  Peorians,  Quapaws  and  Kickapoos,  now  of 
the  Indian  Territory;  the  Flatheads,  of  Montana,  who, 
when  heathens,  despatched  a  messenger  to  St.  Louis 
for  a  Catholic  Missionary;  the  Coeur  d'Alonez,  in 
Idaho;  the  Chippewas,  of  Lake  Superior,  the  Mena- 
monees,  of  Wisconsin ;  the  Cohilles,  LTmatillas,  Grand 
Rondi,  and  various  other  tribes  and  bands  in  Oregon, 
Washington,  and  elsewere.  Even  the  tribes  in  Alaska 
are  receiving  the  attention  of  our  indefatigable  mis- 
sionaries; and  let  us  hope  that  they,  too,  will  be  shortly 
converted  to  the  Catholic  faith.  So  we  see  the  great 
work  going  on,  from  our  western  lakes  to  Alaska,  and 
we  hear  of  the  words  of  comfort  and  of  consolation 
sent  from  the  Cosur  d'Alonez,  of  Idaho,  to  the  Father 
of  all  the  Faithful,  Pius  the  Ninth. 

Calendar  of  the  Week. 


MARCH. 

Saturday,  13.— St.  Gregory,  B.  C.  D.  (12th.) 

Sunday,  14.— Passion  Sunday. 

Monday,  15. — Feria. 

Tuesday,  16. — Feria. 

Wednesday,  IT.— St.  Patrick,  B.  C. 

Thursday,  18  —St.  Gabriel,  Archangel. 

Friday,  19.— St.  Joseph,  C.,  Spouse  of  the  B.rV.  M.,  and 

Patron  of  the  Universal  Church,  (Anniv.  Cons.  Up.  of 

Milwaukee.) 
Saturday,  20.— Seven  Dolors  of  ihe  B.  V.  M.  (19th.) 
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THE  FRIDAYS  IN  LENT. 
VI.— Feast  of  the  Seven  Dolors  of  the  B.  V.  M. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARK. 

Vadam  ad  montem  myrrhw,  et  ad  collem  thuris. 
"I  will  go  to  the  mountain  of  myrrh,  and  to  the  hill 
of  frankincense,"  *  are  the  first  words  of  the  sor- 
rowing Mother  on  the  Feast  of  her  Seven  Dolors 
or  Transfixion. 

To  the  same  mountain  of  myrrh,  or  of  grief— to 
the  same  hill  of  frankincense,  or  of  worship — is 
she  followed  by  her  children  on  the  day  of  her 
dolors — above  all,  by  her  daughters:  for  where 
should  the  daughter  stand  beside  the  Mother,  if 
not  beneath  the  Cross  ? 

We  have  seen  that  blue  mantle,  as  the  centurions 
and  soldiers,  followed  by  the  multitude,  surged  on- 
ward through  the  streets  of  Jerusalem,  through  the 
gate  of  the  city,  towards  Calvary.  We  have  seen 
it,  like  a  sail  torn  by  the  winds  on  the  high  seas, 
as  the  steep  ascent  was  at  last  gained.  For  a  time 
it  seemed  lost;  but  no  sooner  was  that  Adorable 
Body  raised  on  its  Cross  of  ignominy,  to  be  an  ob- 
ject of  scorn  for  blasphemers,  of  remorse  for  those 
who  had  betrayed  innocent  blood,  than  the  Blessed 
Virgin  is  seen  to  take  her  stand  beneath  Him,  shar- 
ing His  ignominy  and  making  reparation  to  Him 
for  the  blasphemies  of  His  creatures,  by  her  un- 
ceasing acts  of  adoration  and  of  love.  Let  us,  who 
have  ascended  with  her  this  "  mountain  of  myrrh," 
this  "  hill  of  frankincense,"  take  our  place,  too, 
beneath  the  Cross ;  and  contemplate  with  her  that 
Body  extended  upon  the  Cross,  lifted  up  for  us  as 
the  serpent  was  lifted  up  for  the  curing  of  the  Is- 
raelites in  the  desert;  and  let  us,  "looking  upon 
Him  whom  we  have  pierced,"  find  healing  in  His 
wounds. 


Cant.,  iv,  6. 


Dilectus  meus  candidus,  et  rubieundus:  My  Be 
loved  is  white  and  ruddy,"  *  sighs  forth  the  Queen 
of  Virgins,  this  Mother  of  the  world's  Redeemer,  as 
she  sees  the  blood  flowing  from  the  wounds  all 
over  the  white  body  which  stands  forth  from  the 
background  of  the  eclipse.  "  My  Beloved  is  white 
and  ruddy," — and  thus,  as  she  sees  the  crown  of 
thorns  binding  His  beautiful  locks,  as  she  sees  the 
clotted  blood  staining  the  gold  of  a  head  more  no- 
ble than  Carmel  as  it  lifts  itself  into  the  sunshine, 
she  exclaims:  Comce  capitis  ejus  sicut  purpura  re- 
gi*  mncta  canalibus.  "  The  hairs  of  Thy  head  as 
the  purple  of  the  king  bound  in  the  channel."  f 
Then,  as  if  the  horror  of  the  present  scene  had  be- 
wildered her,  she  exclaims:  Quo  abiit  dilectus 
tuus,  0  pulcherrima  mulierum?  quo  dilectus  tuus 
declinamt?  "  Whither  is  thy  Beloved  gone,  O  thou 
most  beautiful  among  women?  whither  is  thy  Be- 
loved turned  aside V"|  But  this  is  no  sooner  ut- 
tered, than  she  folds  Him,  in  her  maternal  imagi- 
nation, to  her  breast,  and  in  a  transport  of  sorrow- 
ing love,  declares:  .Fasiculus  myrrhoe  ddectus  meus 
milii;  inter  ubera  mea  commorabitur.  "  A  bundle  of 
myrrh  is  my  Beloved  to  me ;  He  shall  abide  be- 
tween my  breasts  :"§  with  that  other  exclamation 
of  a  soul  inebriated  with  the  wine  of  her  anguish: 
Fulcite  mefloribus,  stipate  me  malis,  quia  amore  lan- 
gueo:  "Stay  me  up  with  flowers;  compass  me 
about  with  apples:  because  I  languish  with 
love."  I  If  we  read  the  psalms  T[  to  which  these 
sentences  make  the  antiphons,  we  shall  say  never 
can  the  mystic  sense  of  the  Canticle  of  Canticles 
be  understood  if  not  amid  the  awful  beauty  of  the 
"mountain  of  myrrh"  and  the  "hill  of  frankin- 
cense." 

The  Capitulum  sounds  like  a  voice  from  the 
group  nearest  to  the  Cross :  Quis  credidit  auditui 
nostro  f  et  brachium  Domini  cui  revelatum  eat  ?  Et 


*  Cant.,  v,  10.      t  vii,  5.      %  v,  17. 
TT  Ps.,  cxv,  cxix,  cxxxix,  cxl,  cxli. 
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ascendet  sicut  mrgultnm  coram  eo,  et  sicut  radix  de 
terra  aitienti.  "Who  hath  believed  our  report? 
and  to  whom  is  the  arm  of  the  Lord  revealed? 
And  He  shall  grow  up  as  a  tender  plant  before 
Him,  and  as  a  root  out  of  a  thirsty  ground."* 

The  Hymn  is  the  one  of  all  others  perhaps  most 
familiar  to  Catholic  ears,  next  to  the  hymns  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  sung  at  Benediction  and  that 
hymn  to  the  Holy  Ghost  which  preludes  the  ser- 
mon in  parish  churches.  It  is  one  of  the  Pontifi- 
cal jewels  that  enrich  the  tiara  of  Pope  Innocent 
III,  and  has  found  its  way  to  many  a  heart  which 
could  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  joys  and  the  glories 
of  Mary,  but  could  not  resist  the  story  of  her  ma- 
ternal grief.  Set  to  its  own  simple  chant,  it  has 
never  been  equalled  in  pathos;  while  Rossini's 
elaborate  composition  cannot  destroy  the  exalta- 
tion of  this  plaint  of  the  Virgin  Mother  of  Jesus 
of  Nazareth.  The  Stdbat  Mater  is  in  every  prayer- 
book  ;  and  there  are  few  voices  so  unskilled  as  not 
to  join  in  its  choral  at  the  Stations  of  the  Cross  on 
the  Friday  evenings  in  Lent. 

Stabat  Mater  dolorosa 
Juxta  crucem  lacrymosa, 
Dum  pendebat  filius. 

"At the  cross  her  station  keeping, 
Stood  the  mournful  Mother  weeping, 

Close  to  Jeaus  to  the  last. 
Through  her  heart  His  sorrow  sharing, 
All  His  bitter  anguish  bearing, 

Now  at  length  the  sword  had  passed. 
"Oh  how  sad  and  sore  distress'd 
Was  that  Mother,  highly  blest, 

Of  the  sole-begotten  One! 
Christ  above  in  torment  hangs; 
She  beneath  beholds  the  pangs 

Of  her  dyine:  glorious  Son. 
Is  there  one  that  would  not  weep, 
Whelm'd  in  miseries  so  deep 

Christ's  dear  Mother  to  behold? 
Can  the  human  heart  refrain 
From  partaking  in  her  pain, 

In  that  Mother's  pain  untold? 
Bruis'd,  derided,  curs'd,  defiled, 
She  beheld  her  tender  Child 

All  with  bloody  scourges  rent; 
For  the  sins  of  His  own  nation, 
Saw  Him  hang  in  desolation, 

Till  His  spirit  forth  He  sent. 
O  thou  Mother!  fount  of  love! 
Touch  my  spirit  from  above ; 

Make  my  heart  with  thine  accord: 
Make  me  feel  as  thou  hast  felt; 
Make  my  soul  to  grow  and  melt 

With  the  love  of  Christ  my  Lord."  f 

V.  Ora  pro  nobis,  Virgo  dolorosissima. 

R-  Ut  digni  efficiamur  promissionibus  Christi. 

V.  "Pray  for  us,  0  most  sorrowful  Virgin; 


*  Is.,  liii,  13. 


t  Missal  for  the  Laity. 


R.  That  we  may  be  made  worthy  of  the  prom- 
ises of  Christ." 

The  Antiphon  to  the  Magnificat  takes  us  back  to 
the  Presentation  of  Our  Lord  in  the  Temple,  and 
to  the  prophecy  of  Simeon ;  that  first  wave  of  sor- 
row which  broke  over  the  heart  of  the  Immaculate 
Virgin  Mother.  Tuam  ipsiu*  an'mam  (a<t  fid  Ma- 
riam  Simeon)  pertransibit  glad-tits.  "  Simeon  said 
to  Mary:  Thine  own  soul  a  sword  shall  pierce."* 
Dolores  glorioscerecole»tes  Virginia,  Dominvmpro 
nobis  passum,  Venite,  adoremus.  "  Remembering 
the  sufferings  of  the  glorious  Virgin,  let  us  come 
and  adore  the  Lord,  who  hath  suffered  for  us,"  is 
the  Invitatory  to  Matins,  followed  by  other  stanzas 
of  the  Sldbat  Mater,  beginning : 

Sancta  Mater,  utudagat, 
"Holy  Mother!  pierce  me  through; 

In  my  heart  each  wound  reuevr 
Of  my  Saviour  crucified: 

Let  me  share  with  thee  His  pain, 

Who  for  all  my  sins  was  slain, 
Who  for  me  in  torment  died. 

Let  me  mingle  tears  with  thee, 

Mourning  Him  who  mourn'd  for  me, 
All  the  days  that  I  may  live; 

By  the  Cross  with  thee  to  stay, 

There  with  thee  to  weep  nnd  pray; 

Is  all  I  ask  of  thee  to  give." 

Hear  the  Antiphons  to  the  psalms  f  at  the  first  noc- 
turn  of  Matins:  Aztiterunt  rcges  terra,  et  prinripes 
convenerunt  in  unum,  arfverxus  Dominum,  et  adver- 
aus  Christum  ejus.  "The  kings  of  the  earth  stood 
up,  and  the  princes  met  together,  against  the  Lord 
and  against  His  Christ.":}:  As  we  hear  these  words, 
how  the  swaying  multitudes  on  Mount  Calvary 
press  on  the  mind's  eye!  How  the  remembrance 
of  the  wanton  sending  of  that  meek  Prisoner  of 
love  from  one  tribunal  to  another  aggravates  the 
nearness  of  the  irreverent  crowd  !  Then,  as  if  one 
of  the  seven  utterances  of  the  Divine  Sufferer  had 
broken  the  awful  stillness  of  the  Cross,  to  the  ear 
of  the  watchers,  the  antiphon  sounds  like  an  echo 
from  the  heart  of  Mary.  Voce  mea  ad  Dominum 
clamam,  et  exaudivit  me  de  monte  sancto  tuo.  "  I 
have  cried  to  the  Lord  with  my  voice:  and  He 
hath  heard  me  from  His  holy  hill  ;"§  while  the  ut- 
ter desolation  of  the  three  hours'  agony  is  given  in 
the  Versicle,  drawn  from  the  same  Threnody,  or 
Lamentations  of  Jeremiah,  from  which  the  Church 
has  taken  the  most  pathetic  chants  of  her  Tenebras 
in  Holy  Week:  V.  Pozuit  me  dtsolatftm.  R.  Tota 
die  moer&re  confu'em.  "He  hath  made  me  deso- 
late, wasted  •ffith  sorrow  all  the  day  long."  J 

In  reading  these  ejaculations  from  tlie  Scrip- 
tures, we  must  remember  how  familiar  they  were 


*  Luke,  ii,  35 
§  Ps.,  iii,  5. 


t  Ps.,  ii.,  iii.  xii. 


t  Ps.,  ii.  2. 
|  Lam.,  i,  13. 
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to  every  Hebrew  tongue;  and  how  they  expressed 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  above  all  others  of  her  na- 
tion, the  sorrows  predicted  by  the  prophets  of  God 
and  fulfilled  in  the  death  of  her  Divine  Son.  The 
composers  of  the  Sacred  Offices  have  not  chosen 
them  merely  for  their  beauty,  nor  yet  wholly  for  a 
certain  aptness  or  appropriateness  of  expression  or 
coincidence  of  idea;  but  because  these  prophecies 
pointed  directly  to  Christ,  and  had  in  Him  their 
perfect  fulfilment.  The  first  words  of  the  chapter 
from  Isaiah:  Quis  credidit  auditui  nostro?  "Who 
hath  believed  our  report  ? "  *  is  part  of  another  of 
these  wonderful  prophecies.  The  three  Lessons 
into  which  the  chapter  is  divided  are  followed  by 
versicles  and  responses  in  the  same  mystical  vein 
as  the  antiphons  at  Vespers.  They  are,  indeed, 
like  mystical  flowers,  gathered  from  the  garden  of 
the  Canticles,  and  woven  by  the  hand  of  the  Brevi- 
ary poet  and  artist  among  the  thorns  and  the  bitter 
wormwood  of  the  Passion.  R.  Dilectus  meus  can- 
didus,  et  rubicutidus,  et  totus  desiderabilis:  "  My  be- 
loved is  white  and  ruddy. f  and  He  is  all  lovely.":): 
But  the  sentence  reads  on:  Omnis  enimfigura  <jus 
amorem  spirnt,  et  ad  redamnndum  provoa.it,  caput  in- 
clinatum,  mnnus  expanses, pectus  apertum.  V.  Piis, 
0  Virgo,  spectas  eum  oculis,  contemplans  in  eo  non 
tarn  vulnenim  liwrem,  quam  mundi  salutem.  "  His 
whole  appearance  breathes  of  love  and  provokes 
to  reciprocal  love,  the  head  inclines,  the  hands  are 
extended,  the  breast  opened.  Thou  beholdest  Him, 
O  Virgin,  with  loving  eyes,  contemplating  in  Him 
not  so  much  the  lividness  of  the  Wounds  as  the 
salvation  of  the  world."  Thus  giving  us  a  descrip- 
tion of  Jesus  on  His  Cross  with  which  to  fill  the 
heart  in  its  hour  of  meditation,  which  might  well 
have  inspired  the  crucifixes  of  the  pious  Verroc- 
chio,  and  which  should  preserve  every  crucifix  in 
Christendom  from  any  sin  against  the  beauty  of 
its  Divine  Type. 

The  next  versicle  and  response  are  not  less  ten- 
der. R.  Mnnus  ejus  tornatilcs,  clavorum  cu*pir1e 
terebrntce,  Humana  salutis  pretio,  quasi  hyacinthis 
Ti-fertcB.  The  full  text  of  the  Canticles  reads  thus: 
"  His  Hands  are  rounded  as  of  gold  and  full  of  hya- 
cinths." §  But  our  Breviary  poet  and  artist,  con- 
sidering His  Passion,  says:  "His  Hands  are 
rounded,  pierced  with  pointed  nails;  full  of  the 
price  of  salvation  as  if  full  of  hyacinths.  Then, 
as  if  remembering  the  omnipotent  power  of  those 
pierced  Hands,  we  read  from  the  prayer  of  Haba- 
cuc :  Gornua  in  manibus  ejus:  ibi  abseondita  est 
fortitudo ejus :  sunt  enimmanusejus.  "Thorns are 
in  His  hands:  there  His  strength  is  hidden:  for 
they  are  His  hands."  1 

At  the  end  of  the  third  Lesson,  another  figure 


Is.,1,  iii. 


t  Cant.,  v,  10.         I  v,  16. 
1  Hub.,  iii,  4,  5. 


appears  beneath  the  Cross;  the  Beloved  Disciple 
stands  beside  the  Virgin  Mother,  by  a  special  pre- 
rogative, we  are  told.  R.  Diligebat  Jesus  Joannem, 
quoniam  specialis  pmrogativa  casMaiis  ampliori 
dilectionefecerat  dignum:  Quiamrgo  eleclus  ab  ipso, 
virgo  in  cevum  per  mansit.  V.  In  cruce  denique 
moriturus  huic  Mutrem  Virginem  virgini  commenda- 
mt,  "Jesus  loved  John,  because  his  special  pre- 
rogative of  chastity  hath,  made  him  worthy  of 
greater  love:  and  because,  when  chosen  a  virgin 
by  Himself,  he  remained  a  virgin  always.  Fi- 
nally, when  dying  on  the  Cross,  He  comineHded 
His  Virgin  Mother  to  this  virgin." 

The  versicle  for  the  prophetic  psalms  *  of  the 
second  nocturn,  is  from  Job.  V.  Fades  men  intu- 
muit  a  fletu.  R.  Et  pnlpebrae  mece  caligaverunt. 
"My  face  is  swollen  with  weeping  and  my  eyelids 
are  dim."  f  To  the  poetic  fervor  of  St.  Bernard 
we  owe  the  sermon  of  the  day ;  and  the  versicles 
are  too  beautiful  to  be  omitted.  Tenebrcz  factas 
sunt,  cum  crucifixiisent  Jesum  Judxi,  et  circa 
horam  nonam  exclamavit  Je*us  race  mngna :  Deus 
Meus,  ut  quid  dereliquisti  Me?  Et  indinato  capite 
emisit  spiritum.  V.  Quis  tibi  nunc  sensus,  dam 
cernis  talia,  Virgo?  "  Darkness  covered  the  earth 
whilst  the  Jews  crucified  Jesus,  and  about  the 
ninth  hour  Jesus  cried  out  with  a  loud  voice: 
My  God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me?$  And 
bowing  down  His  head  He  gave  up  the  ghost.§ 
What  must  be  thy  feeling,  0  Virgin,  when  thou 
seest  such  things  ? " 

R.  Passio  Domini,  ipsam  ejus  Matrem  carnali  or- 
bitate  graviter  percussam  vehementi*sime  contristavit. 
V.  Ferrum  lancece  militaris  latus  quide.m  Salcatoris, 
animamvero  tramivit  Virginia  Matrix.  "  The  Pas- 
sion of  the  Lord  most  vehemently  afflicted  His 
Mother,  deeply  grieved  by  the  bodily  separation 
from  her  Son.  The  steel  of  the  soldier's  lance 
pierced  the  side  of  the  Saviour,  indeed,  but  it 
transfixed  the  soul  of  His  Virgin  Mother.  R. 
Quis  mihi  det  tefratrem  meum  mgentem  ubera  ma- 
iris  mece,  et  in  hcerendo  lateri  tuo,  ut  sanguis  tuus 
sanguinem  meum  tangat,  et  tergat :  Utfons  aquae  tua 
de  scaturigine  reeti  cordis,  per  venas  boni  operis,  in 
finem  ceternoefelicitatis  exsibiat?  Filii  tui  de  longe 
venient,  etjttws  tuce  in  de latere  surgent.  "  Who  gives 
me  to  thee,  my  brother,  sucking  the  breasts  of  my 
mother,  that  by  adhering  to  Thy  side  Thy  Blood 
may  touch,  my  blood  and  cleanse,  that  the  foun- 
tain of  Thy  water  from  the  source  of  a  right  heart 
through,  the  channels  of  good  works  may  break 
forth  in  the  end  of  eternal  felicity?"  closing  with 
the  prophecy  from  Isaiah.  "Thy  sons  shall  come 
from  afar,  and  thy  daughters  shall  rise  up  at  thy 


*  Pss.,  xl,  Iv,  Ivi.      f  Job,  xvi,  17.      I  John,  xix,  30. 
§  Mark,  xv,  33,  34. 
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side."*  At  the  psalms  f  for  the  third  nocturn,  we 
have  the  Antiphons  already  quoted  in  the  preced- 
ing Offices  for  the  Fridays  in  Lent:  with  one  excep- 
tion, however,  of  great  beauty,  from  the  Lamenta- 
tions: Replevit  me  amaritudine,  inebriavit  me  ab- 
synthis.  "  He  hath  filled  me  with  bitterness;  he 
hath  inebriated  me  with  wormwood. "J 

Like  St.  Bernard,  St.  Augustine  gives  us  a  homily 
on  the  Gospel  of  St.  John,  beginning:  "Now  there 
stood  by  the  Cross  of  Jesus,  His  Mother  and  His 
Mother's  sister,  Mary  of  Cleophas,  and  Mary  Mag- 
dalene. When  Jesus,  therefore,  saw  His  Mother 
and  the  disciple,  standing,  whom  He  loved,  He 
saith  to  His  Mother:  Woman,  behold  thy  son- 
After  that  He  saith  to  the  disciple:  Behold  thy 
Mother.  And  from  that  hour  he  took  her  to  his 
own."§  In  the  first  response  we  find  the  wail  of 
David  over  his  friend  Jonathan  put  into  the  mouth 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin :  R.  Doleo  super  te,  fili  mi, 
Jesu,  decorus  nimis,  et  amabilis  super  amorem  muli- 
erum :  sicut  enim  mater  unicum  diligit  filium,  Ha 
ego  te  diligebam.  "  I  grieve  for  Thee,  my  Son,  Jesus, 
exceedingly  beautiful  and  amiable  to  me  above  the 
love  of  women.  As  the  mother  loveth  her  only  son, 
so  did  I  love  Thee."  J  With  a  sigh  of  complaint 
from  a  psalm  of  the  same  royal  singer  of  Israel: 
V.  Defecit  in  dolore  vita  mea,  et  anni  mei  in  geniti- 
bus.  "For  my  life  is  wasted  with  grief,  and  my 
years  with  sighs." Tf  After  the  second  Lesson 
breaks  in  this  tender  ejaculation  from  a  follower 
of  the  crucified  One:  R.  Eia  Mater, fans  amoris, 
fac  nos  sentire  vwn  doloris,  ut  tecum  lugeamus,  et 
dominical  pnssionis  fructum  sentiamus.  V.  Ut 
sicut filius  tints  Jems  pro  nobis  mortuus  est,  et  remr- 
rexit:  itaetnos  commortui  cum  eodem  resurgamus. 
"Therefore  Mother,  fountain  of  love,  make  us  feel 
the  depth  of  thy  sorrow,  that  we  may  weep  with 
thee,  and  reap  the  frnitof  thy  Son's  Passion.  That 
as  thy  Son  Jesus  died  for  us,  and  arose  from  the 
dead,  so  we,  dying  with  Him,  may  rise  again." 

The  same  antiphons  and  the  same  Capitulum  are 
heard  at  Lauds  as  at  Vespers ;  and  the  closing 
stanzas  of  the  Stabat  Mater: 

"  Virgin  of  all  virgins  best! 
Listen  to  my  fond  request: 

Let  me  share  thy  grief  divine; 
Let  me,  to  my  latest  breath, 
In  my  body  bear  the  death, 

Of  that  dying  Son  of  thine. 
Wounded  with  His  every  Wound, 
Steep  my  soul  till  it  hath  swoon'd 

In  His  very  Blood  away; 
Be  to  me,  O  Virgin,  nigh, 
Lest  in  flames  I  burn  and  die, 

In  His  awful  judgment  day. 


*  Is.,  xl,  4.     t  Ps.,  Ix,  Ixxxvii,  cviii.    J  Lam.,  iii,  5. 
§  John,  xix,  25,26,27.    1 11  Kings,  i,  26.    fPs.,xxx,ll. 


Christ,  when  Thou  shalt  call  me  hence, 
Be  Thy  Mother  my  defence, 

Be  Thy  Cross  my  victory; 
While  mj  body  here  decays, 
May  my  soul  Thy  goodness  praise, 

Safe  in  Paradise  with  Thee." 

The  Antiphon  at  the  Benedictus  of  Zachary  is 
from  the  Gospel  of  St.  John,  as  given  at  Matins: 
Cumvidisset  Jesus  mntrem  stantem  juxta  crucem,  el 
discipulum  quern  diligebat,  dicit  matri  suae:  Mutter, 
ecce  filius  tuus.  Deinde  dicit  discipulo :  Ecce 
mater  tua.  "When  Jesus,  therefore,  saw  His 
Mother  standing  by  the  Cross,  and  the  disciple 
whom  He  loved,  He  saith  to  His  Mother :  Woman, 
behold  thy  son.  Then  He  saith  to  the  disciple: 
Behold  thy  Mother." 

Here,  too,  we  find  the  prayer  of  the  day:  Dent 
in  cujus  passione,  secundum  Simeonis  prophetiam, 
dulcissimam  animam  gloriosce  Virginis  et  matri» 
Mariae  doloris  gladius  pertranxivit :  concede  pro- 
pitius,  ut  q'ii  transfixionem  ejus  et  passionem  vene- 
randi recolimus,  gloriosia  meritis  etprecibus  omnium 
Sanctorum  crucisfideliter  astantium  intercedentibus, 
passionis  tuae  effectum  felicem  consequamur.  "  O 
God,  at  whose  Passion,  according  to  the  proph- 
ecy of  Simeon,  a  sword  of  sorrow  did  pierce 
through  the  most  sweet  soul  of  the  glorious  Vir- 
gin and  Mother  Mary:  mercifully  grant,  that  we, 
who  devoutly  celebrate  her  transfixion  and  suffer- 
ing, may,  through  the  mediation  of  the  glorious 
merits  and  prayers  of  all  the  Saints  who  faith- 
fully stand  beneath  Thy  Cross,  obtain  the  blessed 
fruit  of  Thy  Passion." 

The  Office  of  the  Seven  Dolors  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  or,  as  it  is  often  called,  the  Compassion  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  leaves  us  amid  the  gloom  of 
the  eclipse,  and  standing  beneath  the  Cross  with 
the  Mother  of  Sorrows.  There  are  souls,  mystical 
spouses  of  the  Crucified  One,  mystical  daughters 
of  His  afflicted  and  compassionate  Mother,  who, 
having  been  once  called  to  ascend  this  "  mountain 
of  myrrh,"  this  "hill  of  frankincense,"  have  never 
again  descended  to  the  plain  of  everyday  life,  or 
to  the  busy  city  of  its  interests.  Their  lives  have 
been  one  act  of  heroic  reparation,  and  the  stig- 
mata bestowed  upon  them,  as  so  many  seals  of 
Divine  Love,  never  cease  to  bleed  under  the  re- 
membrance of  the  wounds  by  whose  virtue  the 
wounds  of  our  sins  have  been  healed. 


WHEN  a  heart  has  received  from  heaven  the  gitt 
of  flying  to  our  Blessed  Lady  in  troubles,  trials 
and  struggles,  that  heart  has  peace,  it  is  blessed 
and  saved.  The  course  of  a  soul  which  trusts  in 
our  Lady  is  ever  the  freest,  the  straightest,  and 
the  most  secure. — FT.  De  Ratignan. 


Maria. 
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The  Sisters. 

BT  ELEA.NGR  C.  DONNELLY. 

[The  following  piece  of  poetry  is  pronounced, 
by  qualified  critics,  admirable,  and  beautifully  writ- 
ten^ — one  which  every  Catholic  young  lady  should 

know  by  heart.] 

r. 
She  wrote,  (dear  child,)  from  London 

To  her  sister  at  Saint  Luke, 
(The  merry  madcap,  Alice, 

To  the  novice  at  Saint  Luke): 
"  I  have  just  come  from  the  palace 
With  a  duchess  and  a  duke, 

n. 
"  In  your  poor  secluded  cloister, 

O  my  gentle  Geraldine! 
(With  its  round  of  dreary  penance, 

Aud  its  ever  dull  routine,) 
— What  think  you  of  the  honor 

Of  an  audience  with  the  Queen? 

HI.    - 
"  A  countess  went  before  me, 

And  a  marchioness  behind, 
And  all  the  royal  chamber 

With  noblemen  was  lined; 
And  the  prince  beside  his  mother 
Looked  upon  me  fair  and  kind. 

IV. 

"  For  I  wore  my  snowy  velvet, 

And  my  set  of  precious  pearls, 
And  a  crown  of  whitest  roses 

Resting  lightly  on  my  curls; 
— Now  was  I  not,  sweet  sister, 
The  happiest  of  girls  ?" 

v. 
And  Geraldine  made  answer 

From  her  convent  by  the  sea: 
"  God  keep  thee  ever  guileless 

In  thy  gayety  and  glee, 
But  bear  with  me,  beloved, 
While  I  tell  my  joys  to  thee. 

VI. 

"  To-day,  my  little  Alice, 

I,  too,  at  court  have  been ; 
Have  entered  at  a  palace 

And  held  converse  with  a  Queen, 
A  fairer  and  a  dearer 

Than  any  earthly  Queen ! 

VII. 

"  With  wreath  of  whitest  roses 

They  crowned  thy  kneeling  nun, 
And  when  the  Queen  embraced  me, 

(My  darling  little  one!) 
Before  the  court  of  angels 
She  espoused  me  to  her  Son  I 

VIII. 

"  The  richest,  rarest  jewels 

He  hath  brought  me  from  the  sky; 
He  hath  clasp'd  me  to  His  bosom 
With  a  love  that  cannot  die, 

— Oh!  tell  me,  happy  Alice, 
Art  thou  happier  than  I?" 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  III.— (CONTINUED.) 

Mrs.  Bradford  had  already  slipped  out  of  the 
room — the  good  lady  having  a  dread  of  scenes,  her 
nature  being  of  that  sympathetic  sort  which  was  al- 
ways too  ready  to  respond  to  whatever  touched  her 
emotions — and  busied  herself  in  gathering  Na- 
talie's things  together  in  readiness  for  her  sudden 
journey.  Sprinkling  the  garments  with  her  tears 
as  she  folded  them,  and  full  of  the  sense  of  loss 
of  the  possibilities  that  she  had  been  indulging 
in  ever  since  Natalie  had  come  so  strangely  into 
her  life,  she  did  not  observe  that  she  was  in  the 
room,  and  was  standing,  as  if  benumbed  and  frozen, 
watching  her  every  motion.  It  was  the  bitterest 
moment  of  all,  this  mortal  ache  in  her  heart  at  the 
loss  of  friends  who  had  sheltered  and  cared  for 
her  in  her  needs,  first  through  pity,  and  who  after- 
wards loved  and  trusted  her  for  herself;  and  it  re- 
coiled back  on  her  old  wrongs,  whatever  they 
were,  like  a  huge  hammer  that  shaped  her  hatred, 
like  iron  that  fierce  fires  have  melted,  into  a  form 
of  adamant 

Turning  presently,  Mrs.  Bradford  saw  the  girl ; 
it  was  all  over,  and  she  flung  her  arms  around 
her,  folding  her  close  to  her  motherly  breast,  and 
sobbing:  "Why  could  they  not  leave  you  in 
peace?  Lie  down,  my  darling;  I  will  get  every- 
thing ready;  lie  down  and  try  to  rest,  after  all 
this.11 

Natalie  could  not  speak;  she  felt  as  if,  of  her 
own  will,  she  should  never  be  able  to  do  anything 
again,  but  only  be  driven  by  that  which  her 
darkened  soul  called  Fate,  to  the  bitter  end.  She 
yielded  passively  to  the  warm  pressure  of  the  lov- 
ing arms  that  enfolded  her,  and  suffered  herself 
to  be  led  to  her  couch,  where  she  dropped  nerve- 
less—like one  blind,  who  falls  in  the  desert,  into 
which  he  has  wandered  or  been  hunted. 

Mrs.  Bradford's  heart  was  too  full  for  words; 
she  threw  a  light  eider-down  quilt  over  the  girl's 
recumbent  form,  adjusted  the  pillows  more  com- 
fortably under  her  head,  then  went  on  with  her 
labor  of  love.  She  had,  little  by  little,  as  Natalie 
would  accept  them,  filled  her  trunk  with  a  supply 
of  underclothing,  and  a  change  of  black  dresses, 
wraps  and  other  necessaries, — for  she  had  always 
steadily  refused  all  superfluities  of  garments,  or 
ornaments  of  the  toilette;  and,  now,  she  slipped 
into  a  corner  of  the  tray  a  well-filled  purse,  and 
interspersed  among  her  clothes  many  beautiful 
remembrances  from  her  own  richly-stored  ward- 
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robe.  She  thought  of  everything,  and  it  gave  her 
comfort  to  know  that  when  Natalie  opened  her 
trunk  in  the  far-off  home  she  was  going  to,  that 
she  would  he  reminded,  by  these  little  surprises, 
of  her  care  and  affection. 

In  two  days  from  that  sad  night,  after  tender  and 
almost  speechless  farewells,  Natalie  was  watching 
the  receding  shores  of  the  French  coast  from  the 
deck  of  "  Le  Pereire,"  whose  prow  was  turned  to- 
wards the  "Western  world;  she  was  flying  from 
some  cruel  wrong,  to  find  new  scenes,  a  new  home, 
and,  if  it  might  be  that  it  would  come  to  one  like 
her — peace. 

The  same  steamer  carried  out  letters  from  the 
Bradfords  to  Mrs.  Waite,  in  addition  to  the  letter 
of  introduction  they  had  furnished  Natalie  with. 

But  it  was  not  until  she  was  gone  past  recall, 
and  these  two  Good  Samaritans  were  back  in  their 
own  lovely  apartments  at  Le  Grande  Hotel  in  Paris, 
which  the  absence  of  Natalie  now  made  appear 
desolate  to  them — anqL  had  talked  and  thought 
calmly  over  all  that  had  happened — that  a  single 
misgiving  ever  entered^ttieir  minds  as  to  whether 
they  had  acted  altogether  in  good  faith  towards 
Mrs.  "Waite  in  sending  her  as  a  guide  and  instruc- 
tress for  her  children  a  stranger  whom  they  simply 
trusted,  but  of  whose  antecedents  they  were  in  per- 
fect ignorance,  and  who,  by  her  own  confession, 
was  an  infidel !  As  for  themselves,  they  would 
have  trusted  her  to  the  end,  and  hoped  to  the  last 
to  bring  her  erring  soul  to  the  Truth,  whatever  her 
life  may  have  been ;  but  there  was  no  doubt  but 
that  they  had  shouldered  a  most  serious  and  deli- 
cate responsibility  by  their  impulsive  desire  to 
serve  others,  and  it  did  not  lighten  their  regret  to 
know  that  it  was  now  too  late  to  recall  what  tliey 
had  done.  Even  in  his  long  letter  to  Mrs.  Waite, 
Mr.  Bradford  had  been  just  a  little  machiavellian, 
for  while  he  had  told  the  truth  concerning  the  lady 
who  would  present  his  letter  of  introduction,  it 
was  the  truth  in  outline  only,  and  not  in  detail. 
He  had  stated  that  she  was  for  some  months  an 
inmate  of  his  family :  that  she  had  experienced 
great  misfortunes,  which  had  thrown  her  upon  her 
own  resources :  that  she  was  learned,  accomplished, 
refined  in  manner,  and  in  every  way  qualified 
for  success  as  a  teacher:  that  although  she  was 
not  a  Catholic,  or  in  fact  attached  to  any  creed,  he 
felt,  knowing  that  Mrs.  Waite's  children  were 
strictly  under  her  own  religious  training  and  influ- 
ences, that  this  would  not  be  a  formidable  objec- 
tion, as  he  was  firmly  convinced  that  she  would 
never  seek  in  the  least  way  to  tamper  with  their 
belief:  and  commended  Natalie — the  only  name 
by  which  they  knew  her — to  her  kindest  care  and 
consideration;  hoping  that  in  sending  her  he  had 
done  what  was  for  the  best,  and  that  she  would 


more  than  satisfy  her  requirements";  then  added: 
"  but  for  her  own  earnest  desire  to  leave  Europe, 
they  had  proposed  a.lopting  her  as  a  member  of 
his  own  family,  having  been  completely  won  by 
the  loveliness  of  her  character,  the  brilliance  of  her 
talents,  and  her  intelligence,  in  all  of  which  she 
was  entirely  unobtrusive  and  modest;  that  they 
parted  from  her  with  the  deepest  regret,  consoling 
themselves  that  the  next  best  thing  to  having  her 
themselves,  was  to  know  that  she  was  with  friends 
dear  to  them  both."  It  did  not  at  all  occur  to  Mr. 
Bradford's  unworldly  mind,  although,  as  a  business 
man,  it  would  seem  to  have  been  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world  if  it  had,  that  the  very  fact  of 
his  protegee's  being  ashamed  or  unwilling  to  de- 
clare her  name,  was  a  suspicious  circumstance  and 
might  frustrate  his  kind  intentions.  There  are 
some  few  people  in  the  world  constitutionally  in- 
capable of  a  well-arranged  fraud,  or  a  sudden  lie; 
for  if  they  set  out  with  such  intentions — which  I 
by  no  means  wish  you  to  believe  that  good  Mr. 
Bradford  did — they  are  sure  to  betray  the  truth, 
whether,  as  Balaam  did  by  the  inspiration  of  an 
angel,  or  from  some  idiosyncrasy,  I  cannot  say. 
But  Mr.  Bradford,  in  the  excitement  and  hurry 
of  the  occasion,  Ir.id  forgotten,  before  he  mailed 
his  letter  at  Havre,  to  write  Mrs.  "Wuite's  address 
on  the  envelope,  by  which  mistake  she  did  not 
get  it  until  three  months  after  Natalie's  arrival,  it 
having  gone  to  the  Dead-Letter  Office  at  Washing- 
ton, where  it  was  finally  rescued  by  a  friend  of 
her  husband's,  who  had  been  a  clerk  there  many 
years.  In  that  time,  Mrs.  W;iite,  kind,  but  keenly  . 
observant,  had  first,  by  winning  Natalie's  coi  fl- 
dence  in  her  own  delicate  and  gentle  way,  and  by 
her  friendly  manner  towards  her,  learned  the  same 
facts — but  those  only — that  Mr.  Bradford  stated, 
Later,  one  evening  when  Mrs.  Waite  and  herself, 
being  alone  in  the  drawing-room,  were  talking 
over  the  letter,  so  long  astray,  and  Natalie's  heart 
was  yearning,  with  inexpressible  affection  towards 
her  friends  over  the  sea,  she,  moved  by  tender 
remembrances,  related  to  Mrs.  Waite  the  circum- 
stances of  their  first  meeting  and  all  that  had  fol- 
lowed; she  told  her  also  that  she  was  a  Russian 
by  birth:  that  for  reasons  she  could  not  explain 
she  concealed  her  name,  and  the  bitter  misfortunes 
that  had  driven  her  out  into  the  world :  that  she 
had  a  vindictive  enemy,  who  had  tracked  her  to 
Paris,  and  having  found  her  out,  she  dartd  not 
stay :  in  fact  that  she  was  rushing  out  of  the  house 
to  throw  herself  into  the  Seine  when  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bradford  came  in,  just  in  time  to  save  her  from 
the  mad  act.  But  although  the  past,  beyond  that, 
was  still  a  mystery,  her  daily  life  developed  so 
much  to  recommend  her  not  only  to  Mrs.  Waile's 
affection  and  respect,  and  to  her  womanly  sym- 
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pathies—  that,  like  the  Braclfords,  she  learned  to 
trust  her  unconditionally,  and  had  but  one  regret, 
which  was  that  Natalie  was  outside  that  Fold 
wherein  is  peace,  rest  and  solace  for  the  over-tried 
soul. 

"Do  not  let  the  children  know,  Natalie,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite  gently.  "There's  no  need;  and  they 
love  you  so,  it  might  harm  them  to  learn  that  you 
are— oh,  unfortunate  child! — an  unbeliever." 

"They  shall  never  know  it,  madame;  have  no 
fears.  While  I  admire  a  grand  system  that  elevates 
many  souls,  /  yet  cannot  believe;  all  faith  in  me 
is  dead;  but  I  can  demonstrate  by  its  rules,  to  your 
little  ones,  that  faith  and  virtue  are  beyond  all 
price.  They  are  too  young  yet  to  judge  me  by  my 
own  words:  when  they  are — I  may  be  gone,"  said 
the  girl,  with  a  slight  shudder. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Annunciation. 

How  heedless  was  the  busy  world, 

Aggressive,  haughty  Rome, 
While  Heaven's  mysterious  plans  unfurled 
Above  one  Syrian  home; 

That  March  midnight, 

When,  bathed  in  light, 
The  Dove-Divine  to  earth  descended, 

O'ershadowing  there, 

The  form  most  fair, 
That  hosts  celestial  e'er  attended. 

Earth,  half  expectant,  seemed  to  wait, 

And  tranquil  ether  felt 
Grace  flow,  from  Eden's  unclosed  gate, 
To  where  that  Virgin  knelt; 

Her  soul  serene, 

Her  humble  mien, 
Her  sighs  for  Juda's  promised  splendor, 

Urged  on  the  time, 

When  words  sublime, 
Revealed  the  arm  that  should  defend  her. 

"  Hail,  full  of  grace!"  Angelic  strain 

That  thrilled  the  silent  air, 
As  Gabriel  woke  the  deep  refrain, 

In  answer  to  her  prayer; 
Her  ardent  sighs  for  man's  redemption, 
Urged  on  the  time, 
When  words  sublime, 
Should  show  the  cause  of  her  exemption. 
Through  ages  vast, 
The  world  has  past, 
And  not  a  zone,  a  clime,  or  nation, 
But  daily  tells, 
With  mystic  bells, 
The  burden  of  that  salutation. 

Transcending  time,  transcending  space, 
The  music  ever  flows; 


"  Ave  Maria,  full  of  grace !" 
Glad,  as  when  first  it  rose. 
Thrice,  every  day, 
The  joy-bells  play, 
Triumphant,  in  commemoration 
Of  that  blest  hour, 
When  Satan's  power 

Was  crushed,  and  won  was  man's  salvation. 
ST.  MAKT'S  COXVEXT,  March  8th. 


PILGRIMAGES  BEGUN. 


Notre  Dame  de  Fourvieres. 

BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWB. 

[Continued  from  p.  69.] 

Having  set  up  our  candles,  we  returned  to  our 
prayers,  which  we  expected  to  continue  in  great 
tranquillity,  as  the  congregation  had  for  the  most 
part  dispersed;  but,  alas,  three  bonnes  emerged, 
broom  in  hand,  from  the  sacristy,  and  the  corner  we 
had  chosen  for  ourselves  required  the  first  attention. 
We  arose  and  scattered,  the  women  also  separated ; 
we  were  driven,  literally,  from  pillar  to  post,  and 
those  dreadful  brooms  seemed  omnipresent  We 
looked  at  our  watches:  it  was  a  few  minutes  after 
midday.and  we  recollected  that  itwasthe  hour  usu. 
ally  chosen  for  putting  churches  in  order,  as  then 
nearly  everybody  wished  to  be  at  home  for  dinner, 
or  lunch,  according  to  rank.  However,  we  had  a 
great  deal  to  say  to  Our  Lady  of  Good  Counsel,  so 
we  consented  to  be  swept  from  side  to  side,  from  the 
sanctuary-railing  to  the  door,  and  back  again,  as  in 
all  probability  we  might  never  again  find  ourselves 
in  this  favored  shrine,  where  Mary  loves  to  listen 
to  those  who  seek  her  aid,  as  the  very  walls  about  us 
testified:  "Who  healeth  the  broken  of  heart  and 
bindeth  up  their  bruises."  But  as  we  were  thus 
knocked  to  and  fro,  visions  would  rise  up  before 
us  of  similar  occasions  in  Italy.  There  the  church- 
servants  are  always  men ;  and  we,  as  tourists,  often 
came  upon  them  during  the  time  allotted  to  sweep- 
ing, dusting,  and  dressing  the  church.  We  could 
see  them  distinctly  with  our  mind's  eye,  how  they 
swept  every  corner  of  the  church  except  that  one 
occupied  by  us,  without  however  givingany  other 
token  of  consciousness  that  we  were  present. 
That  accomplished,  we  would  voluntarily  arise  to 
go  to  a  corner  already  swept  and  garnished,  and  we 
could  hear  in  memory  the  soft  Italian  accent  and  the 
gentle  Italian  words:  "Nevermind!  nevermind! 
stay  quiet;  don't  disturb  yourselves";  and  when, 
persisting,  we  had  removed  ourselves  to  accommo- 
date  the  work  that  must  be  done,  the  Italian  church- 
servant,  we  remembered,  never  failed  to  cajrjzLfpr 
us prie-d ieux,  or  chairs,  or  at  least  our. 
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Ave  Maria. 


and  parasols,  to  show  us  that "  good  will  to  all  men" 
which  the  angels  sang  at  the  birth  of  Christ. 

Aud  then,  we  thought,  it  is  with  nations  as  with 
individuals,  each  has  its  own  vocation.  France 
proudly  calls  herself  "Eldest  Daughter  of  the 
Church,"  but  in  Italy  we  find  the  Mother  of  the 
Churches ;  and  well  do  the  Italians  understand  how 
to  fulfil  the  sweet  vocation.  With  a  gentleness  truly 
maternal  they  welcome  the  stranger  from  a  far-off 
clime  to  their  altars  and  sanctuaries.  To  them 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross  is  a  bond  of  union,  and  the 
links  of  the  rosary -enchain  the  foreigner  to  them, 
in  their  churches,  as  truly  as  they  do  the  beads  that 
count  the  Ave  Marias.  Ah !  how  often  have  we 
not  heard,  in  their  musical  language:  "We  are  not 
strangers.  It  is  true,  here  on  earth  we  have  differ- 
ent countries  and  a  different  tongue,  but — we  are 
all  partakers  of  the  same  Sacraments ;  we  are  all 
one — members  of  the  same  body,  Our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ." 

"  It  hath  not  been  done  in  like  manner  unto  every 
nation  " :  we  assent,  and  willingly  pay  the  tribute 
of  filial  love.  We  gladly  go  to  them  to  learn  Catho- 
lic faith,  traditions,  and  customs;  and  even  in  the 
sorrowful  days,  when  there  have  arisen  amongst 
them  those  who  defile  their  Holy  Places,  the  Catho- 
lic who  sojourns  a  season  in  their  land,  blessed 
with  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  crowned  with  the 
"  City  of  God,"  even  as  the  Promised  Land  of  old, 
can  still  be  edified.  He  can  thank  the  Lord  with 
a  full  heart  for  having  raised  up  a  nation  bringing 
forth  fruits  so  worthy  of  Him: — a  nation  full  of 
tenderness  and  gentle  ways  to  make  the  Catholic 
from  the  North  and  from  the  South,  from  the  East 
and  West,  and  from  the  distant  islands  of  the  sea, 
feel  himself  truly  at  home  when  kneeling  at  their 
altars — the  altars  of  the  world. 

These  considerations,  naturally,  did  not  shorten 
our  prayers.  If  the  reader  calls  them  distractions, 
I  hope  he  will  lay  them  up,  not  against  us,  but 
say  as  we  did,  " Maxima  culpa"  of  those  omnipres- 
ent French  brooms. 

The  heavy  clouds  had  melted  away  into  the  rain, 
the  sun  illumined  a  grey  mist  overhead,  and  the 
storm  was  subsiding;  still  we  could  not  yet  ven- 
ture out,  for  the  water  was  falling,  more  quietly  in- 
deed, but  fast  and  thick,  so  we  addressed  ourselves 
to  an  examination  of  the  innumerable 

EX-VOTOS 

with  which  wall  and  pillars  were  covered  from 
ceiling  to  floor,  from  sanctuary  to  door.  As  we 
passed  from  picture  to  picture,  from  tablet  to  tab- 
let, from  one  embroidered  inscription  to  another, 
the  words  of  the  Psalmist  rose  up  before  us,  "  Many 
are  the  afflictions  of  the  just,  but  out  of  them  all 
will  the  Lord  deliver  them."—"  They  that  seek  the 
Lord  shall  not  be  deprived  of  any  good."  Mothers 


thanked  Notre  Dame  de  Fourvieres  for  the  conver- 
sion of  their  sons,  for  the  restoration  to  health  of 
dying  children.  The  blind  had  been  made  to  see, 
sorrows  had  been  soothed,  and  great  graces  had 
been  accorded.  Soldiers  had  hung  in  the  shrine 
of  Our  Lady,  epaulettes,  spurs,  and  swords — tokens 
of  their  deliverance  in  the  day  of  battle.  And  tab- 
let and  picture  and  banner  and  sword  sang  in 
grand  chorus  to  the  pilgrim :  "  Come  and  behold 
ye  the  works  of  the  Lord,  what  wonders  He  hath 
done  upon  earth." 

Among  the  thousands  of  ev-votos  which  attest 
at  Fourvieres  the  power  of  Mary,  there  is  one 
which  never  fails  to  attract  attention.  On  the  7th 
of  January,  1820,  enormous  fragments  of  ice  drifted 
down  the  Saone,  in  spite  of  which  several  empty 
barques  were  re-ascending  the  river,  slowly  and 
with  great  difficulty,  when  all  at  once  they  were 
seized  by  the  rapidity  of  the  current  and  driven 
against  the  Peter's  Bridge.  Of  four  boatmen  who 
were  managing  them,  three  bent  forward,  away 
from  the  piles  of  the  bridge,  and  succeeded  in  es- 
caping the  danger.  The  fourth,  a  young  man  of 
eighteen,  was  precipitated  into  the  waves.  After 
swimming  awhile  amidst  the  broken  glaciers,  all 
bruised,  he  seemed  about  to  perish,  when  he  man- 
aged to  hoist  himself  upon  to  one  of  them.  There, 
on  his  knees,  his  arms  extended  towards  Four- 
vieres, he  entreated  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  come  to 
his  aid  and  save  his  life.  The  crowd  gathered  on 
the  quays  united  their  supplications  to  those  of 
the  poor  shipwrecked  boy,  and,  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when,  to  all  human  appearances,  he  must 
die,  three  intrepid  sailors  succeeded  in  snatching 
him  from  certain  death,  at  the  risk  of  the  greatest 
danger  to  themselves.  Some  days  after,  he  climbed 
the  Sacred  Hill,  followed  by  sailors  and  an  im- 
mense crowd,  to  place  in  the  chapel  the  ex-wto,  a 
large  picture  descriptive  of  the  scene,  with,  under- 
neath, the  printed  details,  which  may  be  seen  there 
to  this  day. 

Printed  in  letters  of  gold,  on  a  background  of 
wood  painted  a  bright  dark-blue,  and  framed  in  a 
handsome,  gilded,  oval  frame,  is  the  inscription 
which  tells  how,  in  1870,  at  the  moment  when  the 
enemy  menaced  the  region  of  Lyons,  the  faithful 
threw  themselves  anew  at  the  feet  of  Mary,  vow- 
ing to  construct  a  new  Sanctuary  if  the  Immacu- 
late Virgin  would  preserve  the  city  and  the  diocese 
of  Lyons  from  its  enemies.  "Lo!  three  times  inex- 
plicable orders  arrested  the  march  of  the  conquer- 
ors, almost  on  the  very  boundary  of  the  region  con- 
fided to  Mary." 

"To-day  the  clients  of  the  ever-glorious  Virgin, 
faithful  to  the  promise,  vie  with  one  another  in 
generous  offerings  for  the  construction  of  the  splen- 
did monument  which  shall  testify  their  gratitude 
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to  the  future  centuries.  Meanwhile,  thousands  of 
pilgrims  annually  crowd  the  little  chapel  where 
the  Lyonnese  love  above  all  to  implore  the  protec- 
tion of  their  beloved  Patroness  in  all  their  enter- 
prises and  necessities,  as  upon  all  the  great  days  of 
their  lives." 

"I  sought  the  Lord  and  He  heard  me,  and  He 
delivered  me  from  all  my  troubles,"  say  the  walls 
of  Fourvieres  by  the  voice  of  their  ex-votos.  "Thus, 
love  and  gratitude  to  Mary  make  her  the  veritable 
Mother  not  only  of  a  city  but  of  each  family;  she 
knows  all  the  joys,  and  all  the  sorrows,  but  espec- 
ially all  the  sorrows — those  sorrows  so  frequent  in 
this  world,  where  "  one  must  pass  through  fire  and 
water  to  reach  the  place  of  refreshment,"  for  man 
born  of  woman,  says  Job,  is  of  few  days  and  full 
of  trouble."  What  wounds  does  not  this  sweet 
Virgin  see !  but  what  balm  does  she  not  pour  into 
the  hearts  of  those  who  come  before  her  blessed 
image  to  implore  the  succor  of  her  who  will  not 
cease  to  be,  as  she  has  ever  been  to  all  nations  who 
crave  her  aid, 

"  OUR  LADY  OF  GOOD  COUNSEL." 

Essentially  a  local  pilgrimage,  that  of  Fourvieres 
has.  more  than  any  other,  what  may  be  called  a 
practical  claim  to  the  devotion  of  us  Catholics  of 
North  America.  To  us,  Our  Lady  of  Good  Coun- 
sel speaks  in  a  special  manner  from  her  Height  of 
Fourvieres.  From  her  we  may  learn  to  make  for 
ourselves  a  sanctuary.  "The  great  Mother  of  God 
and  the  Queen  of  Heaven,"  as  she  once  styled  her- 
self  when  she  descended  from  the  Courts  of 
heaven  to  hold  converse  with  one  of  earth's  lowly 
ones,  has  not  yet  deigned  to  speak  to  us,  as  she  has 
again  and  again  on  the  green  mountain  peaks  of 
Italy,  to  the  chosen  people  of  her  Son ;  she  has  not 
vouchsafed,  as  at  La  Salette  and  Lourdes,  to  admon- 
ish us  of  our  sins  and  exhort  us  to  the  penance,  of 
which  no  people  perhaps  have  so  much  need  as  we ; 
but  she  is  to  all  nations  "  Our  Lady  of  Good  Coun- 
sel," and  we,  after  the  example  of  the  Lyonnese,  can 
make  to  her  a  Sanctuary,  where  we  can  offer  our 
tokens  of  grateful  acknowledgment  for  favors 
received,  according  to  the  spirit  of  the  Psalmist: 
"  I  will  give  thanks  to  Thee  in  a  great  church ;  lo,  I 
will  not  restrain  my  lips,  O  Lord,  Thou  knowest  it." 
Let  us  pray  fervently,  then,  to  Our  Lady  of  Good 
Counsel  at  Fourvieres : 

"Holy  Virgin,  receive  our  homage  also,  for, 
without  thee  how  many  times  would  we  not  also 
be  shipwrecked.  We  present  to  thee  our  hearts, 
at  Fourvieres,  where,  without  any  marvellous  ap- 
parition, thou  hast  established  a  celebrated  pil- 
grimage, where  that  which  is  the  most  wonderful 
is  the  love  of  an  entire  people  for  thee,  O  Mary! 
Placed  upon  this  high  peak,  like  an  intermediary 
between  us  and  Heaven,  extend  thy  hand  across 


the  great  water  towards  us,  to  help  us  mount  up 
even  unto  God !  Give  to  us,  also,  a  shrine  wherein 
"  we  thy  people,  and  the  sheep  of  thy  pasture,  will 
give  thanks  to  thee  forever,"  that  our  enemies 
may  know  tliat  "the  Lord  of  armies  is  with  us, 
the  God  of  Jacob  is  our  Protector." 

"  Build  a  Sanctuary ! "  our  readers  will  exclaim : 
"we  must  build  our  parish  churches  first." 
"  Surely  it  is  the  business  of  a  priest,  and  not  that 
of  a  poor  contributor  to  a  magazine,  to  dictate 
when,  and  where,  and  how,  we  shall  build  onr 
churches." 

Dear  reader,  far  be  it  from  me  to  attempt  to  dic- 
tate the  building  of  a  church  ;  when  I  write  "make 
a  Sanctuary"  I  do  but  quote  the  words  of  a  very 
learned  Italian  ecclesiastic,  Giacomo  Palmieri, 
Doctor  in  both  the  Laws,  and  Canon  in  the  church 
of  Santa  Maria  di  Carignano,  in  Genoa.  We  had 
been  to  Lourdes,  and  on  our  return  we  had  paid 
our  fourth  visit  to  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde,  at 
Marseilles.  Among  the  numerous  ex-votos  testi- 
fying the  gracious  ear  Our  Lady  turns  to  her  vo- 
taries on  the  blue  Mediterranean,  we  spied  one 
that  excited  alike  our  indignation,  our  sorrow,  and 
our  deepest  interest.  It  was  an  oil-painting,  about 
six  by  ten  inches  in  size,  and  handsomely  framed. 
It  depicted  the  interior  of  an  American  drawing- 
room,  in  a  house  of  affluence.  A  lurid  glare  illu- 
mined every  article  of  furniture  and  ornament  in 
the  elegant  parlor,  through  the  window  of  which 
was  fearfully  distinct  one  of  those  fierce  confla- 
grations so  frequent  in  our  hapless  cities.  The 
picture,  the  style,  the  peril  were  all  peculiarly 
American,  and  strikingly  different,  even  while  re- 
sembling, the  French  ex-votos  with  which  the 
walls  and  columns  were  covered.  In  a  corner  of 
the  painting  stood  the  Ancient  of  days,  with  the 
world  in  His  hand;  beside  him  stood  the  Mother 
of  His  Son,  with  her  Divine  Infant  in  her  arms; 
while  above  this  group,  representing  the  wonder- 
ful union  betwixt  the  Creator  and  the  creature, 
the  Holy  Ghost  irradiated  His  marvellous  light. 

In  the  middle  of  the  apartment,  a  lady,  in  her 
wrapper,  with  dishevelled  hair  and  outstretched 
arms,  knelt  in  attitude  betokening  terror  and  sup- 
plication, whilst  on  the  gilded  frame  above  was 
printed  her  ejaculations:  "God  Almighty,  have 
mercy  on  me!  Holy  Virgin,  protect  me.  "New- 
York,  April  12th,  1870." 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 

"THE  Cross  is  not  a  barren  tree;  whatever  it 
touches  it  makes  fertile,  and  Heaven  accepts  no 
fruit  but  such  as  the  Cross  has  hallowed." 

WHAT  right  have  I  to  complain  of  any  affront 
whatever  that  may  be  offered  me,  having  so  often 
deserved  hell.— St.  Liguori. 
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St.  Joseph. 

There  are  blossoms  whose  chalices  turn, 

No  matter  how  dismal  the  night, 
To  where,  ever  faithful,  doth  burn 

The  great  central  fountain  of  light; 
When  the  sunset  illumines  the  west, 

They  follow  his  roseate  beams, 
Their  forehead?  the  first  that  are  blest 

When  he  rouses  the  world  from  its  dreams; 
So,  like  those  mute  worshippers,  chained  to  the  sod, 

The  heart  of  St.  Joseph  turned  ever  to  God. 

The  doubting,  the  cloud  of  suspense, 

That  shadowed  his  wondrous  career, 
When  his  truth  was  the  rock  of  defence, 

The  shield  of  God's  treasure  most  dear; 
Ah,  how  sweetly  dispelled  was  that  woe, 

When  revealed  was  salvation's  decree; 
H  >w  his  liead,  sn  majestic   bunt  low, 

When  he  thought,  Holy  Mother,  of  thee! 
And  the  love  that  God  showed  him,  to  trust  in  His 
care, — 

A  charge  that  the  angels  would  tremble  to  share. 

Fidelity,  humble  and  pure, 

A  patient,  invincible  trust; 
O  these  were  the  bulwarks  secure 

That  rendered  St.  Joseph  "  the  Just." 
Like  the  sunshine  that  drinks  up  the  dew, 

His  patronatre,  silent,  serene, 
Will  lead,  every  mountain-path  throngh, 

To  meadows  delightful  and  ifreen; 
Will  lead  us,  dear  Saint,  to  the  one  hour  of  rest: 

A  death  like  to  thine,  on  our  Lord's  sacred  breast. 
ST.  MART'S  CONVENT,  March  4th. 


Devotion  to  St.  Joseph. 

Devotion  to  St.  Joseph  has  existed  in  all  ages 
of  the  Church,  and  like  all  our  popular  devotions, 
— many  of  which  we  think  new  because  they  are 
new  to  us — WHS  practised  by  devout  Christians 
centuries  ago.  It  was  not  so  general  then  as  now, 
it  is  true;  and  could  not  perhaps,  till  the  days  of 
St.  Teresa,  be  called  a  popular  devotion. 

In  the  Church  of  God,  all  is  harmony.  It  was 
fitting  that  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Humanity  of 
Our  Blessed  Lord  should  first  be  developed  and 
popularized,  and  that  the  world  should  recognize 
the  prerogatives  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  before  the 
glories  of  St.  Joseph  were  proclaimed.  It  is  in 
harmony  too  with  the  hidden  character  of  the 
Saint — who,  though  exalted  above  all  men,  an  in- 
strument in  the  sublimest  of  all  God's  works, 
chose  to  be  known  to  the  world  only  as  a  poor 
carpenter.  But  the  time  was  come  to  exalt  the 
humble,  and  after  the  definition  of  the  Immacu- 
late Conception,  the  last  gem  in  the  crown  of 
Mary,  St.  Joseph,  the  Guard  ian  of  the  Holy  Family, 


was  proclaimed  the  Patron  of  God's  great  family 
on  earth.  It  was  the  Holy  Spirit  ever  guiding  the 
Church  that  inspired  the  Holy  Father  to  seek  the 
patronage  of  St.  Joseph.  He  said  to  his  flock 
throughout  the  world,  as  it  was  said  of  old:  Go 
to  Joseph;  and  the  hallowed  words  inspired  every 
heart  with  love  and  confidence. 

The  Church  is  persecuted  and  oppressed;  her 
enemies  were  never  more  numerous,  or  more  de- 
termined on  her  destruction;  she  is  assaulted  on 
all  sides.  But  witness  the  calm  trust  of  her  chil- 
dren, their  love  for  her,  their  devotion  to  her  ven- 
erated Head,  their  patience,  the  confidence  with 
which  they  await  her  triumph !  Who  shall  say  it 
is  not  due  to  the  effect  of  devotion  to  St.  Joseph? 

The  saints  all  seem  to  have  regarded  St.  Joseph 
as  a  universal  Patron;  they  invoked  him  in  their 
temporal  as  well  as  spiritual  necessities,  during 
life,  and  especially  at  the  hour  of  death.  How 
beautifully  St.  Teresa  speaks  of  him;  St.  Bernard, 
too;  and  our  own  St.  Liguori! 

Humility  and  purity  were  the  characteristic 
virtues  of  St.  Joseph  :  pride  and  impurity  are  the 
sins  we  have  most  to  fear.  Without  humility  it  is 
impossible  to  keep  in  the  way  of  salvation,  and 
only  the  pure  of  heart  sh  ill  xee  G  >d.  Go  to  Joseph! 
Who  can  more  powerfully  intercede  for  us  with 
God  than  he  to  wl  o  n  God  Himself  was  subjert? 
Who  can  recommend  us  to  the  love  and  protection 
of  the  Queen  of  Heaven  more  effectually  than  her 
own  faithful  spouse? 


A  Venerable  Prelate. 


Born  in  1791,  Doctor  MacHale  was  consecrated 
June  5ih,  1825,  Bishop  of  Mamma,  in  Thrace.  Ha 
was  Bishop  of  Killala  for  some  time,  and  was  ulti- 
mately raised  to  the  Archiepiscopal  See  of  Tuam, 
on  theSthof  August,  1834  HisGrace  has  outlived 
the  Scriptural  term  by  more  than  a  decade.  Two 
whole  generations,  measuring  by  the  standards  of 
human  succession,  have  lapsed  since  the  young 
Doctor  of  Divinity,  "a  sage  in  wisdom,  not  in 
years,"  took  in  trust  that  pastoral  staff  which  has 
never  been  truer  symbol  of  care  and  guardianship 
than  in  his  wise  and  heroic  grasp.  Let  us  remem- 
ber that  he  has  wrought  and  toiled  for  an  entire  half 
century  in  the  multifold  offices  of  his  high  and  ardu- 
ous dignity;  let  us  bear  in  mind  that  his  episcopacy 
extends  over  the  stormiest  and  saddest  epoch  in 
the  later  history  of  Ireland,  and  we  must  own  that 
the  mental  and  physical  vigor  which  made  fore- 
most battle  in  all  the  struggles  and  sorrows  of  the 
time,  and  yet  survives  to  this  day — belong  to  one 
who  is  veritably  a  king  of  men.  All  who  stood 
with  him  in  the  terrible  and  exhausting  endeavor 
and  anxiety  of  those  days  have  perished— killed 
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by  trouble,  not  by  time.  John  of  Tuam  survives, 
tlie  last,  anil,  wiih  one  exception,  the  greatest,  of 
thiit  deathless  band  whose  triumphs  began  with 
Emancipation.  Lumen  Ecclesice  of  the  Church,  a 
patriot  without  fear  and  without  reproach,  there 
is  no  figure  in  our  national  portrait  gallery  more 
noble  than  that  of  the  illustrious  Archbishop,  and 
most  surely  there  is  no  personal  record  purer  or 
more  beautiful  than  his.  The  classic  epigrammat- 
ist tells  us  that  he  lives  twice  who  can  recall  a  life 
well  spent.  To  no  man  of  our  age  does  the  saying  of 
Martial  better  apply  than  to  the  venerable  hierarch, 
who  in  days  ere  men  now  grey  were  born  was  bear- 
ing the  burden  and  heat  of  patriotic  conflict,  the 
dauntless  champion  of  Faith  and  Fatherland. 
— Dublin  Freeman's  Journal. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

DECLARATION    OF    THE    SACKED    PENITENTIARY    CON- 
CERNING THE  JUBILEE. 

ROME,  Feb.  14, 1875. 

EDITOR  "AvE  MARIA:" — The  Sacred  Penitentiary, 
in  accordance  witn  the  orders  of  our  Ho'y  Father,  Pius 
IX,  has,  in  con-equrnce  of  certain  petitions  pr-sented 
to  the  Holy  See  by  sev  ral  Ordinaries  regarding  the 
Jubilee  proclaimed  on  the  24th  of  December  of  the 
year  lately  closed,  with  Apostolic  authority  issued  the 
following  Decrees : — 

I.  To  the  end  that  none  of  the  faithful  may  he  pre- 
vented from  gaining  the  indulgences  of  the  Jubilee, 
by  having  no  church  to  vi-it.  His  Holiness  has  granted 
to  all  Ordinaries  the  faculty  of  designating,  where 
such  a  want  may  be  felt,  one  or  more  churches,  to 
which  the  faithful  may  make  the  same  visits  which 
they  should  have  made  to  other  churches    as  often 
during  the  natural  and  ecclesiastical  day  and  in  the 
same  manner  as  is  in  the  Letters  Apostolic  prescribed. 

II.  His  Holiness  has  moreover  granted,  during  the 
Jubilee,  the  power  of  absolving  the  faithful,  in  order 
that  they  may  be  properly  disposed,   even  from  the 
crime  of  heresy, provided  they  abjure  their  errors,  that 
is,  their  heresy,  repair  the  scandal  given,  etc.,  as  the 
law  requires. 

III.  He  declare*,  besid's.  tliat  in  virtue  of  the  pres- 
ent Jubilee,  absolution  from   censures  and  reserved 
c;ises  can  be  obtained  only  once;    and,  a'so,  that  the 
Indulgence  of  said  Jubilee  can  be  gained  once  only; — 
all  the  other  indulgences,  however,  granted  by  the 
Holy  See,  and  not  expressly  revoked,  still  remaining 
in  full  force. 

IV.  He  declares  that  one  cannot,  by  one  confession 
and  one  Communion,  satisfy  at  the  same  time  the  pre- 
cept of  receiving  Communion  during  the  Paschal  sea- 
son and  gain  the  Indulgences  of  the  Jubilee. 

V.  He  declares  that  one  cannot  absolve  those  con- 
fessors who  shall  have  dared  to  absolve  one  of  their 
accomplices. 

Nothing  to  the  contrary  withstanding. 


Given  at  Rome,  in  the  Sacred  Penitentiary,  on  the 
25th  of  January,  1875. 

ANTONIO  MVRIA  PANERIANCO,  P.  M. 

LORENZO  CAN.  PEIKANO,  Sicretaiy  to  (he  Sacrtd  Pen- 
itentiary. 

A  sixth  decree  was  published,  but  it  respects  only 
those  who  live  in  Italy. 

The  excellent  Periodical  II  Divin  Salvatore  gives  the 
following  account  of  a  remarkable  cure  operated  at 
Brieuzo  through  the  intercession  of  the  great  Patri- 
arch, St.  Francis  of  Assisi. 

During  the  month  of  January,  the  brother  of  the 
Comptroller  of  the  city  was  attacked  by  the  spotted 
fever,  and,  despite  all  the  efforts  of  the  physicians,  his 
life  was  soon  despaired  of. 

The  family,  unwilling  to  leave  any  means  untried, 
which  might  save  the  sick  person,  sent  to  Naples  for 
the  celebrated  Professor  Biondi;  but  he,  after  a  consul- 
tation with  the  other  physicians,  declared  that  the  pa- 
tient could  not  live  more  than  three  hours. 

This  decision  threw  the  family  into  the  greatest  con- 
sternation. They  immediately  betook  themselves  to 
the  invocation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  all  ihe  saints 
offering  up  their  vows  and  supplications  tor  the  recov- 
ery of  the  dying  patient.  One  of  the  servants,  seeing 
that  they  thus  had  recourse  to  many  saints,  instead  of 
to  St.  Francis,  s;iid  to  the  family: — "Have  recourse  to 
St.  Francis; — I  know  that  he  was  venerated  in  the 
church  r>f  the  Capuchins,  now  clos1  d,  and  yon  will  t-ee 
that  the  t-ick  one  will  not  die.  The  kf\s  of  the  church, 
are  in  the  posses-ion  of  the  Comptroller,  the  brother 
of  my  sick  master  and  it  will  be  easy  to  obtain  them, 
that  we  may  go  and  offer  up  our  ^application*  to  St. 
Francis  "  The  recommendation  of  the  servant  was 
immediately  complied  with;  they  went  to  the  Church, 
poured  forth  their  prayers  to  the  Seraphic  Patriarch, 
took  the  cord  with  which  lie  was  engirded,  brought  It 
to  the  house,  app'i>  d  it  to  the  dying  sufferer,  and,  O 
prodigy !  — at  the  first  touch  the  sick  man  b'-gan  to  grow 
b'-tter,  and  was  in  a  short  time  out  of  danger,  to  the 
great  astoni-hment  of  the  physicians  and  of  the  entire 
neighborhood.  The  Comp' roller,  deeply  moved  at 
this  occurrence,  made  no  delay  in  calling  the  Father 
Guardian  of  the  Capuchins,  and  consigned  to  him  the 
keys  of  the  church.  F.  P.  B. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— The  Benedictine  religious  of  Solesmes  have  elected 
a  successor  to  the  late  lamented  Dom  Gueranger. 
The  newly-elected  Abbot,  Dom  Couturier,  was  before 
prior  of  the  Abbey,  and  has  long  been  Master  of  Nov- 
ices. The  election,  foreseen,  the  Univers  says,  by  all 
the  friends  of  Solesmes  and  accomplished  according 
to  the  Benedictine  rites,  was  made  unanimously. — 
— N.  Y.  Tablet.  , 

— The  well-known  apostate  Gavazzi  established  a 
place  of  worship  some  months  ago  near  the  church  of 
Sta.  Maria  in  Monticelli.  His  congregat'on,  disgusted 
with  his  diatribes,  grew  gradually  less  and  less.  A 
franc  wns  promised  to  every  one  who  would  attend 
once.  Even  this  failed  to  keep  the  followers  of  Ga- 
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vazzi  regular  in  their  attendance  at  his  ministrations. 
Finally,  the  attendance  became  ?u  reduced,  that  even 
the  thickest-wilted  felt  it  was  time  to  close  the  concern. 
At  the  present  time  a  card  upon  the  door  tells  the 
curious  that  the  so-called  evangelical  temple  is  to  be  let. 
The  Catholics  refused  to  be  converted,  and  Gavazzi 
gave  in.  Another  failure  is  found  in  the  refusal  of  the 
Italian  Ministry  to  permit  Protestant  preachers  or 
parsons  free  admission  to  the  prisons.  This  request 
was  put  forward  with  persistency,  but  it  has  been  re- 
pulsed, and  very  naturally,  as  the  inmates  of  the  prisons 
are,  or  were  brought  up  as,  Catholics,  and  should  have 
a  Catholic  priest  visit  them,  not  a  Protestant  preacher 
to  take  advantage  of  their  helpless  condition. 

— Rev.  G.  H.  Brennen,  of  North  Lee,  Mass.,  and  Rev. 
Wm.  Callan,  of  Newark,  N.  J.,  were  admitted  to  an 
audience  of  the  Holy  Father,  on  the  26th,  and  on  the 
27th  had  the  great  happiness  to  receive  Holy  Com- 
munion from  the  hands  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff.  This 
has  been  a  source  of  great  joy  to  them.  Afterwards 
they'were  received  by  Cardinal  Antonelli,  who  wel- 
comed them  as  Americans  and  priests  in  the  most 
kindly  manner,  conversing  with  them  in  French  for  a 
considerable  time.  He  spoke  of  America  in  the  most 
laudatory  terms,  saying  that  there  was  no  other  coun- 
try where  the  liberty  of  the  Church  was  better  under- 
stood and  practised.  He  spoke  also  of  the  study  he 
had  made  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,  in 
1849,  when  there  was  question  of  sending  a  Pontifical 
Nuncio  to  Washington. 

"There  were  many  European  nations,"  said  he,  "in 
which  great  boasts  about  liberty  were  made,  but  it 
|  was  practised  nowhere  as  in  the  United  States  of 
America."  The  reverend  gentlemen  were  greatly 
pleased  with  their  reception  by  the  eminent  Cardinal. 
— Boston  Pilot. 

— During  the  Pontificate  of  our  Holy  Father,  Pius 
IX,  there  has  been  up  to  January,  1875,  Sees  existing 
elevated  to  the  rank  of  metropolitan,  17;  Metropolitan 
Sees  created  without  any  pre-existing  Sees,  5;  Epis- 
copal Sees  created,  123;  Sees  of  no  Diocese  created,  2; 
Apostolic  Delegations  created,  3;  Vicarates  Apostolic 
created,  26;  Prefectures  Apostolic  created,  12, — mak- 
ing a  grand  total  of  188.  All  this  has  been  accom- 
plished during  the  reign  of  incessant  conflict  with 
the  prince  of  this  world  and  the  Prince  of  Darkness. 
Never  did  the  Church  stand  forth  to  the  gaze  of  the 
world  in  a  more  brilliant  light.  Great  and  glorious  as 
had  been  her  palmiest  times,  she  never  could  claim 
such  universal  domination  as  she  possesses  at  present. 
The  statistics  of  the  dignitaries  composing  the  Cath- 
olic Hierarchy  would  be  sufficient  to  prove,  to  any  im- 
partial eye,  the  evidence  of  the  Church's  Empire. 
The  Sacred  College,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  num- 
bered 54;  Patriarchs  of  both  rites,  12;  Archbishops 
and  Bishops  of  the  Latin  rite,  713;  Archbishops  and 
Bishops  of  the  Oriental  rite,  52;  Archbishops  and 
Bishops  with  title  of  Sees  "in  partibus  infidelium," 
246;  other  dignitaries,  including  Abbots,  32— making 
a  total  of  1,100. 

— The  Gkrmania,  speaking  of  the  persecution  in  Rus- 
sian-Poland, says:  "Our  combatants  in  this  conflict  will 
certainly  envy  the  success  of  the  Russian  Government. 


About  50,000  members  of  the  United  Greek  Church 
deliberately  deserted  their  faith,  and  returned  to  the 
old  Grecian  rite."  Thus  reports  the  Liberal  Press. 
The  truth  is  that  the  poor  people  were  almost  brought 
to  despair  by  the  barbarous  way  in  which  they  were 
treated  by  the  Government.  They  were  whipped 
until  they  bled,  and  shot  by  the  dozen.  It  is  almost 
indescribable  what  tortures  those  had  to  undergo  who 
opposed  it.  The  rightful  priests  were  sent  to  Siberia, 
and  apostates  appointed  in  their  stead.  When  such 
an  installation  took  place,  Cossacks  went  from  house 
to  house  to  fetch  the  people,  and  to  drive  them  with 
thong-  and  whips  to  church  to  assist  at  the  ceremony. 
The  people  could  not  do  otherwise  than  yield  — at  least 
in  appearance,  under  such  tyranny.  The  authorities, 
not  satisfied  with  this  submission,  the  unfortunate 
people  were  compelled  to  send  deputies  to  the  Imperial 
Court  to  beg  for  reception  as  members  of  the  Greek 
rite.  Such  brutalities,  the  accounts  of  which  are  not 
at  all  exaggerated,  are  excused  in  our  Liberal  news- 
papers, and  in  all  certain  circles  where  everything 
directed  against  the  Catholic  Church  is  approved. 

—  Without  much  authority  in  history  for  the  claim, 
some  enthusiastic  English  gentlemen  have  been  claim- 
ing for  England  the  title  of  "The  Island  of  Saints.' 
The  well-known  Dublin  Jesuit,  Father  Kelly,  of  Gard- 
ner street,  has  recently  been  lecturing  in  Liverpool, 
and  he  availed  himself  of  the  opportunity  to  set  their 
history  right,  by  the  following  protest,  in  his  interest, 
ing  discourse  on  "  Ireland  as  the  Island  of    Saints." 
He  said  that  an  attempt  had  been  made  some  time 
ago  by  English  writers  to  usurp  the  title  of*  The  Isl- 
and of  Saints,''  as  applying  equally  to  England.    Now, 
Ireland  would  allow  this  country  to    boast  of  the 
wooden  or  rather  "  iron  wall,"  and  of  the  undisputed 
conquests  she  had  made,  but  the  title  of  "  The  Island 
of  Saints"  was  one  which  she  held  too  dearly  to  resign. 
It  had,  therefore,  after  an  investigation  into  the  his- 
tories of  the  two   countries,  been  arranged  on  both 
sides«that  Ireland  should  have  the  distinctive  title  of 
"The"  Island  of  Saints,  and  that  England  should  be 
referred  to  as  "An"  Island  of  Saints.    England  pos- 
sessed many  saints,  but  Ireland  counted  hers  by  hun- 
dreds ;  yet  this  was  not  the  reason  why  Ireland  was 
especially  designated  "The  Island  of  Saints."    It  was 
not  even  because  convents  and  monasteries  and  other 
religious  institutions  sprang  up  in  wondrous  profus- 
ion through  Ireland,  the  ruins  of  many  of  which  are 
still  standing.    No:  but  it  was  because  the  people 
themselves  were  a  people  noted  and  marvelled  at  by 
surrounding  nations  as   a  holy  people.    St.  Patrick 
himself  wondered  at  the  rapidity  with  which  the  faith 
spread  through  the  land  and  the  fervent  devotedness 
with  which  it  was  practiced.     It  seemed  as  if  there 
was  something  in  the  very  soil  and  air  of  Ireland  con- 
genial with  the  spirit  of  Christianity.     The  preacher 
urged  upon  his  hearers  to  endeavor  by  their  lives  to 
imitate  those  grand  old  Irish  people  who  made  their 
country  the  theme  of  admiration.    He  assured  them 
that  in  Ireland  at  the  present  moment  a  spirit  of  piety 
pervaded  the  people  which  was  most  comforting  to 
those  who  had  their  spiritual  guidance  entrusted  to 
hem.    In  the  county  of  Mayo  Protestant  proselytisers 
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had  declared  ten  years  ago  that  Catholicity  would,  by 
the  aid  of  the  Bibles  and  sonp,  be  almost  stamped  out 
by  this  time;  but  he  was  proud  to  say  that  though 
emigration  had  drained  the  country  and  seriously  rc- 
dused  the  population,  yet  the  proportion  of  the  follow- 
ers of  the  dear  old  faith  was  still  the  same,  whilst  the 
proportion  of  members  belonging  to  other  religions 
had  greally  decreased. — Catholic  Review. 

NATIONAL    CONVENTION    OF    YOUNG   MEN'S    CATHOLIC 
ASSOCIATIONS. 

On  Monday,  February  22d,  was  inaugurated  a  move- 
ment at  Newark  which  is  destined,  no  doubt,  to  have 
the  happiest  results,  viz.:  the  calling  of  a  national  con- 
vention of  Young  Men's  Catholic  Associations.  Fifty- 
six  societies,  from  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  were 
represented,  the  delegates  chosen  being  gentlemen  of 
refinement  and  education.  All  the  distinguished  prel- 
ates in  the  country  had  sanctioned  the  movement  with 
their  approbation,  and  as  a  natural  consequence  the 
effort  met  with  the  most  signal  success.  The  conven- 
tion assembled  in  the  hall  of  the  Catholic  Institute, 
which  had  been  fitted  up  for  the  occasion  in  the  most 
tasteful  manner. 

Very  Rev.  George  H.  Doane,  Vicar-General  of  New- 
ark, was  chosen  as  President  of  the  Union.  The  Vice- 
Presidents  are  Rev.  VV.  L.  Penny,  of  New  York;  A. 
Keegan,  Philadelphia;  M.  F.  Driscoll-,  Brooklyn;  Rev. 
Edward  Quigley,  Buffalo;  John  H.  Lynch,  Albany; 
Joseph  J  Kelley,  Boston;  Major  Thomas  McManus, 
Hartford;  and  Thomas  F.  Meagher,  Rochester;  Secre- 
tary^. F.  McDonough,  of  New  York.  Spiritual  Direc- 
tor, the  Bishop  or  Vicar-General  of  the  diocese  to  which 
the  societies  belong.  After  the  appointment  of  com- 
mittees, the  convention  adjourned  till  evening,  when 
the  hall  was  filled  with  a  large  and  appreciative  audi- 
ence. On  the  platform  were  seated  Riyht  Rev.  Bishop 
Corrigan,  Rev.  Fathers  Doane,  Quigley,  James  II.  Cor- 
rigan  and  all  the  delegates.  It  would  be  impossible 
to  do  justice  to  the  learned  addresses  delivered.  They 
all  displayed  deep  knowledge  and  research,  and  were 
received  with  great  applause.  Appropriate  music  lent 
an  additional  charm  to  the  entertainment.  The  next 
day's  proceedings  commenced  with  Mass  in  the  morn- 
ing, at  which  the  delegates  assisted.  Besides  the 
clergy  already  mentioned,  Rev.  Fathers  Hennessy, 
McNulty,  Downes,  Toomey,  and  McGinley  were  also 
present.  A  constitution  and  by-laws  were  adopted  to 
govern  the  Union.  In  the  evening  a  banquet  was 
tendered  the  delegates  and  invited  guests  at  the  Park 
House.  The  following  toasts  were  proposed,  and 
responded  to  amid  much  enthusiasm: 

1.  The  Pope— Rev.  Father  Quigley,  of  Buffalo. 

2.  Our  Country— Hon.  E.  F.  McDonald,  of  Newark. 

3.  Our   Guests,  the  Delegates— Thomas  Grady,  of 
New  York. 

4  The  Rev.  Clergy  (Our  Guiding  Star)— Rev.  Geo. 
H.  Doane,  of  Newark. 

5.  Our  New  Organization—  Jas.  F.  Hagen,  of  Newark. 

6.  Our  Officers — Thomas  Meehan,  of  Philadelphia. 

7.  Our  Sister  States— John  Dwyer,  of  Newark. 

8.  Our   Founder  (Bishop  McQuaid,   of  Rochester, 
N.  Y.)— Dr.  Elliott,  of  Newark. 


9.  The  Press— Mr.  Griffin,  of  Philadelphia. 

10.  Our  Wives,  Sweethearts  and  Friends— Prof.  Phil- 
lips, of  Seton  Hall  College. 

11.  The  City  of  Newark— Jeremiah    O'Rourke,  of 
Newark. 

Between  each  toast  appropriate  airs  were  played  by 
a  fine  band  of  brass  and  string  instruments. 

The  committees  were  as  follows: 

Reception — Chairman,  Dr.  Jas.  Elliott. 

Entertainment — Messrs.  Walker  and  Healy. 

Music — Mr.  M.  A.  Mullen. 

Decorations — Mr.  Thos.  Gallagher. 

Everything  passed  off  in  a  highly  satisfactory  man- 
ner, reflecting  great  credit  upon  the  Young  Men's 
Catholic  Association  of  Newark  in  particular;  and  it 
was  an  event  which  will  ever  be  remembered  by  all 
who  had  the  happiness  to  participate  in  it. 


Books  and  Periodicals. 

THE  COMPLETE  OFFICE  OF  HOLT  WEEK,  According 
to  the  Roman  Missal  and  Breviary.  In  Latin  and  En- 
glish. New  Edition — Revised  and  Enlarged.  New 
York:  The  Catholic  Publication  Society,  9  Warren 
Street,  1875. 

This  edition  of  "Holy  Week"  is  an  excellent 
one.  Preceding  each  of  the  ceremonies  is  a  con- 
cise explanation  of  the  meaning  of  the  ceremony. 
A  good  translation  of  all  the  prayers,  etc.,  is  made, 
and  printed  on  the  same  page  with  the  Latin.  This 
is  the  best  book  that  can  be  put  into  the  hands  of 
the  laity  during  the  Holy  Week  of  the  Passion  of 
Our  Lord. 

THE.  VATICAN  DECREES,  AND  CIVIL  ALLEGIANCE.  In 
Answer  to  Mr.  Gladstone.  By  His  Grace  Archbishop 
Manning.  New  York:  The  Catholic  Publication 
Society.  13mo.,  pp.  179.  50  cents. 

The  contents  of  the  Catholic  World  for  March 
1875,  are   as  follows:     I,    Italian   Documents  of 
Freemasonry;    II,  Crown  Jewels;    III,  Are  You 
my  Wife?   IV,   The  Colonization  of  New  South 
Wales  by  Great  Britain ;  V,  The  Veil  Withdrawn ; 
VI,  A  Bit  of  Modern  Thought  on  Matter ;  VII,  The 
Blind  Student;   VIII,  Turning  from  Darwin  to 
Thomas  Aquinas ;   IX,  The  Future  of  the  Russian 
Church;  X,  Burke  and  the  Revolution;  XI,  Rob- 
ert Cavelier  de  LaSalle;  XII,  The  Log  Chapel 
on  the  Rappahanuock;  XIII,  New  Publications. 
The  number  is  very  interesting.    The  following 
poem,  entitled  "Turning  from.  Darwin  to  Thomas, 
Aquinas,"  is  a  little  gem: 
Unless  in  thought  with  thee  I  often  live, 
Angelic  Doctor!  life  seems  poor  to  me. 
What  are  these  bounties,  if  they  only  be. 
Such  boon  as  farmers  to  their  servants  give? 
That  I  am  fed,  and  that  mine  oxen  thrive, 
That  my  lambs  fatten,  that  mine  hours  are  free — 
These  ask  my  nightly  thanks  on  bendeiknee; 
And  I  do  thank  Him  who  hath  blest  my  hive 
And  made  content  my  herd,  my  flock,  my  bee. 
But,  Father!  nobler  things  I  ask  from  Thee; 
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Fishes  have  sunshine.  \v  >nn5  have  everything! 
Are  we  bat  apes?  Oh!  give  me,  God,  to  know 

I  am  death's  master;  not  a  scaffolding, 
But  a  true  temple  where  C  irist  s  word  could  grow. 

The  contents  of  the  February  number  of  the 
O ilhollc  Reord  :ire:  I,  The  Temporal  Power 
of  the  Popes;  II,  In  February;  III,  "This  Mrs. 
James";  IV,  The  Starry  Heavens;  V,  Visit  to 
Mount  Vernon;  VI,  The  Legend  of  the  Madon- 
na's Veil;  VII,  L)ve's  R-proach;  VIII,  The 
Jubilee;  IX,  Litters  to  a  PnU  -slant  Friend;  X, 
Eternity;  XI,  Ellen  May  I  and;  XII,  Editorial 
Notes;  XIII,  New  Publications.  This  number  is 
up  to  the  usual  standard. 

THE  MESSENGER  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART  OF  JESHS: 
A  Monthly  Bulletin  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer. 
March,  1575.  Baltimore:  John  Murphy  &  Co.,  182 
Baltimore  street.  Terms,  §i.  10  per  annum- 

The  contents  of  this  monthly  are:  I,  Devotion 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus;  II,  St.  Eudoxia; 
III,  The  Acolyte;  or  the  Play  of  a  Free  Will ;  IV, 
St.  Nina;  V,  The  Popes  in  Exile;  VI,  Princess 
Amalia  Gallitzin;  VII,  The  Apostolate  of  the 
Week;  VIII,  General  Intention;  IX,  Graces  Ob- 
tained. The  number  is  an  excellent  one. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FHOM  TIIE  24TH  OF  FEB.  TO  TUB  3RD  OF  MARCH. 

One  hundred  and  forty  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  fifty-eight  new  associates  have 
been  enrolled ;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  one 
hundred  and  fourteen  individuals  and  thirty-four 
families;  eighty-six  sick  persons  and  seventeen 
families  have  been  recommended;  special  favors 
have  been  asked  for  fifty-six  individuals  and  four 
families. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived : 

"  Mr.  R.  C.  has  been  sick  for  the  last  eight  months, 
and  was  under  the  care  of  the  doctors  without  finding 
relief.  He  has  thrown  up  a  great  deal  of  blood.  There 
•was  a  vial  in  the  house,  the  contents  of  which  he  says 
have  stopped  the  throwing  up  of  blood.  Mrs.B.'s  boy 
has  improved  very  much  of  the  hip-disease,  by  using 
the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  his  friends  return  thanks  to 
God  and  His  Blessed  Mother  " . . . "  Very  Rev.  Father,  I 
received  much  benefit  from  the  blessed  water  you  sent 
me,  as  I  was  cured  of  the  diseases  I  was  suffering  from 

at  that  time  " "The  person  for  whom  I  asked  the 

prayers  last  month  is  almost  well.  He  got  his  hand 
frozen.  The  doctor  thought  he  would  lose  his  hand.  I 
gave  him  some  of  the  blessed  water,  and  thanks  to  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother  they  have  saved  him."  ..."  My 
two  sons  hud  sore  eyes,  and  we  tried  a  great  many  rem- 
edies, but  all  failed;  we  then  put  a  few  drops  of  water 
from  Lourdes  on  them  and  in  two  days  the  eyes  were 


entirely  well." "  We  obtained  a  <rreat  deal  of  favors 

through  the  water  of  Lourdes  "we  received.  One  of 
our  neighbors  had  a  sick  child,  given  up  for  death.  I 
applied  a  few  drops  of  the  blessed  water,  and  the  little 
girl  recovered  and  is  well.  My  own  child  was  getting 
his  teeth  very  hard  at  times;  I  thought  he  conld  not 
live;  after  rubbing  his  gums  with  the  blessed  water 

he  got  all  the  rest  of  his  teeth  without  difficulty." 

"About  two  weeks  ago,  you  sent  me  two  vials  of  the 
blessed  water  for  a  friend  of  mine  who  had  very  sore 
eyes.  After  using  a  little  of  the  water  of  Lourdes,  he 

is  almost  well." "The  efficacy  of  the  water  and 

the  confidence  in  our  Heavenly  Queen  brought  about 
the  cure  of  a  lady  complaining  and  suffering  from  in- 
ternal diseases." "A  hoy  named  Frank  Leroy  had 

the  liver  complaint  very  bad,  and  as  soon  as  we  gave 
him  some  of  the  Lourdes  water  he  got  over  it.  The 
boy's  mother  was  sick  at  the  same  time,  and  she  got 
relief  at  once  by  the  use  of  the  water." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  persons: 
Miss  HACKETT,  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  lately  deceased  ; 
her  death  was  very  edifying;  MARK  J.  FALVEY, 
Sr.,  MARK  J.  FALVEY,  Jr.,  of  Winamac,  Ind.; 
Mn.  Louis  PAUMIER,  of  Louisville,  Ohio,  who 
died  on  the  13? h  of  February,  afier  a  short  ill- 
ness, fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Holy 
Church;  MRS.  ELIZABETH  MARTELET,  of  Louis- 
ville, Ohio,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  20t.h  of 
February,  after  a  long  and  painful  disease;  MR. 
JOHN  O'SuLLrvAN,  of  Miltineague,  Mass.,  who 
died  on  the  19th  of  February,  aged  84  years  and  2 
months;  MR.  DAVID  WELCH,  of  Toronto,  Iowa; 
MR.  JAMES  MOURON,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who 
died  on  the  23rd  of  February;  MRS.  M.  WHELAN, 
of  Hartford,  Conn.,  who  died  on  the  13th  ot'Fi-b., 
in  a  very  holy  and  edifying  manner;  SISTER  RAS- 
ILJSSA  EDELEN  and  SISTEU  MARTHA  FRENCH, 
of  the  Order  of  the  Visitation. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Obituary. 

Departed  this  life,  on  Tuesday,  March  the  2d,  full 
of  years  and  good  works,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Visita- 
tion, Georgetown.  D.  C.,  SISTER  BVSILISSA  EDSLEV,  in 
the  75th  year  of  her  age  and  the  43th  of  her  religious 
profession.  And  on  Mondiy,  March  8?h,  SIFTER  MAR- 
THA FRBVCH,  of  the  sains  Order,  in  the  85th  year  of 
her  age  and  the  53rd  of  her  religious  profession. 

DEATH   OF   A    LI  I- E-SUBSCRIBER. 

Dr.  Stebbins  A.  Smith,  a  life-subscriber  to  the  "  AVE 
MARIA,"  departed  this  life,  at  Burlington,  Vt.,  on  the 
17th  of  January.  We  take  the  following  notice  of  his 
funeral  obsequies  from  a  St.  Albans  paper: 

The  impressive  funeral  services  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  over  the  remains  of  Dr.  S.  A.  Smith,  at  St. 
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Mary's  Church,  on  Tliursday,  Jan.  2t,  were  attended  by 
a  large  audience,  composed  of  the  various  denomi- 
nations in  this  place.  A  Pontifical  High  Mass  was 
eclebrated  by  Riiht  Rev.  Louis  de  Goesbriand,  Bishop 
of  Burlington,  assisted  by  Very  Rev.  Z.  Druon,  Pas- 
tor of  St.  Mary's,  as  Assistant  priest;  Rev.  Edward 
de  Pauw,  of  Cliateanijuay,  N.  Y.,  who  was  one  of  Dr. 
Smith's  travelling  companions  in  Europe,  Deacon; 
Rev.  F.  Clavier,  of  Northlield,  formerly  of  St.  Albans, 
Subdeacon  Rev.  Geo.  N.  Caissey,  Pastor  of  the  Holy 
Guardian  Angels,  St.  Albans,  master  of  ceremonies. 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Rappe,  formerly  of  Cleveland, 
now  of  St.  Albans,  Rev.  Michael  McAu'ey  of  Fair- 
field,  and  Rev.  L.  Cain,  of  Swanton,  were  present 
in  the  sanctuary. 

A  eulogy  upon  the  deceased  by  Bishop  Rappe  was 
an  e'oquent  testimonial  to  the  many  good  and  noble 
qualities  of  the  deceased. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  ceremonies,  Bishop  de  Goes- 
briand  made  a  few  remarks  exalting  the  character  of 
Dr.  Smith  as  a  citizen  and  a  Christian,  and  compliment- 
ing the  people  of  St.  Albans  for  their  appreciation  of 
Lis  character  and  respect  for  his  memory.  The  casket 
was  then  borne  slowly  from  the  church— the  bearers 
being  Dr.  T.  R.  Waugh,  John  W.  Farrar,G.  P.  Twigg, 
of  St.  Albans,  and  James  Roach  of  Boston,  the  long 
procession  started  for  the  cemetery,  and  the  last  tribute 
of  respect  was  paid. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 


Of  Good  Will. 
BY  MRS  M.  M.  WARDE. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Tine  drew  a  deep  sigh  of  relief,  and  went  over 
to  her,  needle-book  in  hand.  Howard  thought  if 
there  could  be  any  picture  more  beautiful  than  those 
he  had  already  seen  in  that  room,  it  was  now  formed. 
For  Tine  stood  with  her  radiant  face  towards  him, 
and  his  mother  leaned  forward  with  her  arms 
around  the  child,  holding  the  work  in  front  for  her. 
The  attentive  and  patient  earnestness  of  her  hand- 
some old  face,  bent  on  watching  the  dimpled  fin- 
gers, was  a  lovely  contrast  to  the  eager  and  puzzled 
air  of  Tine,  who  would  never  have  known  where 
to  put  her  needle  but  for  the  gentle  guiding  of  the 
older  hands. 

"Oh!  "  cried  Tine  softly,  "this  is 'good  will, 'and 
God'll  send  'peace.'" 

"  He  did,  sweet  Tine,"  answered  the  old  lad}', 
"and  I  came  here  to  try  to  make  you  happy." 

"Oh,  you  are  making  me  happy!"  said  Tine, 
promptly ; — "  there !  it's  done.  Oh !  isn't  it  pretty !" 

She  held  up  the  dainty  thing — a  little  diamond- 
shaped  book,  with  the  words  "  To  MY  MOTHER," 
on  one  side,  and  "  AFFECTION'S  GIFT  "  on  the  other. 


"Lovely!"  cried  Howard.  "  Did  you  work  it, 
and,"— with  a  vision  of  the  late  attempt  of  the  dim- 
pled fingers  rising  up,—"  if  so,  how  did  you  ? " 

Tine  cast  a  tender  glance  at  Susie,  with  head 
bent  low  working  away  with  a  diligence  that  al- 
most took  her  breath.  She,  it  must  be  understood, 
was  not  so  free  from  embarrassment  at  the  presence 
of  the  strangers  as  Tine,  who,  quite  readily,  took 
them  as  a  matter  of  course.  Then,  besides,  she  was 
afraid  her  mother  would  come  in  before  she  had 
her  work  completed. 

"  I  needn't  say  I  worked  it,"  said  Tine,  with 
the  look  still  bent  on  the  silent  woiker.  "Susie 
marked  it  out  with  a  pencil,  and  held  my  hand, 
and  showed  me  every  single  place  to  put  the 
needle  and  I  put  it  there,  if  you  call  that  me  work- 
ing  it." 

"I — I  don't,  and  I  do,"  said  Howard,  "but  I 
know  one  thing,  and  that  is  the  patience  it  took 
from  her." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Tine, "  of  course  you  do ;  for 
you  'wcid-iiow  hateful  my  hands  are," — looking  re- 
proachfully on  the  rose-tinted  things — "when  I 
get  a  needle  in  them.  And  Susie  does  everything 
for  me — makes  rny  clothes,  and  cuts  them  out  her- 
self,  and  gives  me  the  nicest  things  always! " 

Both  listeners  looked  at  the  silent,  patient  worker, 
who  never  raised  her  head. 

"You  look  very  tired,  dear,"  said  the  old  lady, 
gently — "can  I  not  finish  that  for  you  ?" 

"Thank  you,  madam,"  she  answered,  in  a  very 
quiet  and  weary  tone ;  "  it  is  just  finished." 

"  Oh !  I  am  so  glad,  Susie  dear,"  cried  Tine,  clap- 
ping her  hands ;  "  God  has  now  given  us  one  thing ! 
Oh!  if  He'd  just — just  only  let  us  have  the  other! " 

"  Might  a  person — one  full  of  'good  will'  now — 
ask  what  the  other  is?"  said  Howard. 

"To  take  the  sorrow  off  mamma's  face,"  said 
Tine. 

"Tine!"  cried  Susie,  passionately,  "you  will 
speak  of  that,  all  I  can  do !  Sir,"  and  she  stood  be- 
fore Howard,  with  head  erect  and  little  form  drawn 
up  to  its  full  height,  a  sort  of  dignity  about  her  that 
amazed  all  the  lookers-on,  "My  mother's  sorrow 
is  of  something  she  cannot  bear  to  talk  about.  If 
she  comes  in,  please  do  not  notice  it." 

Just  then  the  door  opened ;  the  face  of  that 
mother  entering,  was  white  and  full  of  despair. 
Its  gaze  encountered  that  of  Mrs.  Stanley,  sitting 
with  her  arms  still  round  Tine ;  she  covered  hers 
quickly  from  sight,  gasping  out — 

"Mother!  mother!  do  not  look  at  me!  Let  me 
hide  from  your  face ! " 

Then  she  would  have  fallen,  but  that  Howard, 
seeing,  ran  and  supported  her  to  a  seat. 

'•  Oil !"  said  irrepressible  Tine,  but  in  a  hushed 
way, "mamma  called  you  mother!" 
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The  old  lady,  an  indescribable  expression  on 
her  face,  went  over  to  where  Howard  stood,  sup- 
porting her  tenderly  in  his  arms.  She  took  her 
from  him;  she  laid  the  death-like  face  upon  her 
breast;  she  whispered,  in  tones  such  as  a  mother 
uses  to  her  sick  baby: 

"Susan,  dear!  lost  and  found!  awake,  to  be  for- 
given. Love,  do  not  think  you  were  unforgiven 
all  these  years; — I  tried,  but  could  not  find  you." 

Then  the  poor,  tired  eyes  opened,  looked  up — 
such  a  look !  Love,  hope,  happiness,  but  weakness 
*'unto  death." 

"Mother,"  said  the  pallid,  trembling  lips, "you 
take  me  back,  and  he — he  has  forsaken  me !"  In 
all  the  emotion  of  that  hour,  a  look  of  shame  over- 
spread her  face  at  these  last  words. 

"  My  mother's  sorrow !"  •murmured  Susie,  softly. 

"You  shall  be  made  forget  him  now,  dear,"  said 
the  old  lady,  kissing  the  worn  face,  that,  to  her, 
was  not  a  woman's  but  her  own  tired  child's. 

Then  Howard  kissed  it,  too,  and,  said  he : 

"  Sister,  dear,  I  was  only  a  child  when  you  left 
us  for  the  unworthy  man  who  deserted  you  in  re- 
turn for  your  trust  and  love.  Now," — his  voice 
rose  proudly — "  now  I  am  a  man !  a  man,  with  man 
hood  restored  to  him  to-night,  when  through  his 
own  wrong-doing  it  had  been  lost.  And  this  man- 
hood, with  all  its  power  and  all  its  strength  for 
work,  shall  be  devoted  to  you  and  these  angels 
you  call  your  children.  So  shall  it  find  a  worthy 
mission!" 

She  gave  one  glance,  then  fainted  away. 

"Oh!  my  mamma!  my  mamma!"  cried  little 
Tine,  and  with  a  feeling  of  the  most  terrible  fright 
a  child  can  feel — fear  made  up  of  the  dread  that  a 
dear  one  is  lost,  and  the  dread  of  death  in  itself — 
she  burst  away  from  Howard,  and  threw  herself 
down  on  the  floor,  before  the  statue  of  our  Blessed 
Lady,  in  an  attitude  of  most  profound  desolation, 
her  dimpled  hands  held  up  with  a  gesture  that 
was  the  very  abandon,  of  prayer  itself. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


The  Refuge  of  Sinners. 

Anobleyouth,  named  Eschylus,beingsentby  the 
prince,  his  father,  to  Hildesheim,  a  city  of  Saxony^ 
to  study, abandoned  himself  to  a  dissolute  life.  He 
fellill,  and  was  near  dying,  and  while  in  that  state 
he  had  a  vision.  He  saw  himself  shut  up  in  a  fur- 
nace of  fire,  and  he  believed  himself  to  be  already 
in  hell;  and  thenhe  escaped  from  it  through  a  hole 
andtook  refuge  in  a  great  palace,  where  he  found 
the  most  Holy  Mary  in  the  hall,  and  she  said  to 
him :  "  Rash  man,  dost  thou  dare  to  appear  before 
me?  Depart  from  here  and  go  to  the  flumes  which 
thou  dost  merit."  The  young  man  besought  the 


Virgin  to  have  mercy  on  him,  and  then  turned  to 
some  persons  who  were  near,  and  implored  them  to 
recommend  him  to  Mary.  They  did  so,  and  the 
Divine  Mother  answered : 

"You  do  not  know  the  sinful  life  he  has  led, 
and  that  he  has  not  even  thought  of  saying  a 
'Hail  Mary'  in  my  honor."  But  his  advocates 
answered :  "  Oh,  Lady !  he  will  change  his  life ; " 
and  the  youth  added:  "Yes,  I  promise  really 
to  amend,  and  I  will  be  thy  servant."  Then 
the  Virgin's  auger  was  appeased,  and  she  said  to 
him:  "  Well,  I  accept  thy  promise;  be  faithful  to 
me,  and  meanwhile,  with  my  blessing,  be  deliv- 
ered from  hell  and  death."  When  she  had  said 
this,  the  Virgin  disappeared.  Eschylus  came  to 
himself,  and,  blessing  Mary,  related  to  others  the 
grace  he  had  received.  He  led  ever  after  a  holy 
life,  always  preserving  a  great  affection  towards 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  was  made  Archishop  of  the 
Church  of  Lude,  in  Denmark,  where  he  converted 
many  to  the  faith.  Towards  the  close  of  his  life, 
being  old,  he  resigned  the  archbishopric  and  be- 
came a  monk  of  Clairvaux,  where  he  lived  four 
years,  and  died  a  holy  death.  Hence  he  has  been 
numbered  by  some  writers  among  the  saints  of  the 
Cistercian  Order.* — St.  Alpkonsus  Liguori. 


*  Ann.  Cisterc,  An.  1151,  c.  5,  et  Bov.  to.  5,  Es.  6. 
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The  Glorification  of  the  Passion. 


BY   ELIZA   ALLEN   STARR. 

The  glorification  of  the  Cross,  and  of  the  Pas- 
sion, may  be  considered  as  the  immediate  fruit  of 
the  descent  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  From  that  hour, 
the  Apostles  not  only  came  forth  from  their  hid- 
ing places  to  declare  themselves  the  disciples  of 
the  Crucified  One,  but  they  gloried  in  the  Cross  of 
Christ.  The  first  sermon  delivered  by  St.  Peter, 
at  Jerusalem,  is  one  hymn  of  celestial  triumph. 
He  quotes  that  sublime  prediction  uttered  by  the 
prophet  Joel:  "And  it  shall  come  to  pass  in  the 
last  days,  saith  the  Lord,  I  will  pour  out  of  My 
Spirit  on  all  flesh;  and  your  young  men  and  your 
daughters  shall  prophesy,  and  whosoever  shall 
call  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  be  saved." 
Pie  quotes  from  the-  Psalms :  "  For  this  my  heart 
hath  been  glad,  and  my  tongue  hath  rejoiced, 
moreover  my  flesh  also  shall  rest  in  hope,  because 
Thou  wilt  not  have  my  soul  in  hell,  nor  suffer  my 
Holy  One  to  see  corruption."  The  Epistles  of  St. 
Peter,  of  St.  Paul,  and  of  St.  John,  are  all  inspired 
by  the  same  triumphant  spirit.  "Jesus  Christ, 
and  Him  crucified,"  was  the  watchword  of  Chris- 
tianity. "Despising  the  shame,"  they  "counted 
all  things  as  nothing,  that  so  they  might  win 
Christ."  They  "  strove,  not  for  a  corruptible, 
but  for  an  incorruptible  crown";  and  princes  and 
principalities  dwindled  into  insignificance  before 
the  vision  of  "  Him  who  sat  at  the  right  hand  of 
God  "  in  great  glory  and  majesty. 

This  exaltation  of  mind  pervaded  every  rank  of 
Christians.  It  raised  the  rich  and  powerful  above 
the  influence  of  worldly  considerations;  while 
the  poor,  the  ignorant,  the  slave,  even,  were  clothed 
in  the  dignity  and  the  liberty  of  the  children  of 
God.  The  horrors  of  martyrdom  were  lost  sight 
of;  and  they  seemed  incapable  of  suffering,  ac- 
cording to  the  human  and  ordinary  sense  of  the 


word,  whenever  that  suffering  was  endured  for 
Christ. 

Of  the  "higher  level"  to  which  humanity  was 
raised  by  this  truly  Divine  enthusiasm,  we  can 
have  only  a. comparatively  faint  idea,  since  it  has 
become  part  and  parcel  of  our  own  inheritance. 
To  realize  it  to  any  degree,  we  must  simply  revert 
to  the  former  things,  before  "  Christ  died  and  rose 
again  from  the  dead."  The  first  ages  of  Christi- 
anity all  bore  this  mark  of  joy  and  exultation; 
and  no  violence  of  persecution,  no  gloom  of  the 
Catacombs,  could  damp  its  fervor. 

Literature,  art,  as  well  as  theology,  was  expressed 
under  the  influence  of  this  pervading  sentiment; 
and  the  walls  of  the  Catacombs  contain  not  a  single 
representation  that  might  not  be  called  a  Glorifi- 
cation of  the  Passion.  The  .pictures  of  Our  Lord 
are  always  of  the  "  Beautiful  One  coming  from 
Edom,  walking  in  the  greatness  of  His  might." 
The  very  figure,  so  far  as  it  is  seen  in  these  bust- 
paintings  of  the  Redeemer,  have  a  springing  mo- 
tion,  as  if  rising  from  the  tomb.  Later  on,  when 
the  walls  of  vast  basilicas  offered  their  spaces  to 
the  Christian  artist,  the  scenes  selected  were  always 
those  of  triumph.  The  bearing  of  the  Cross,  even, 
was  treated  mystically;  just  as  Fra  Angelico 
treated  the  blindfolding  of  Our  Lord;  for,  in  that 
picture  of  marvellous  beauty,  the  bandage  is  trans- 
parent, and  the  Omnipotent  eyes  see  all,  note  all; 
are  in  nowise  cast  down:  and  in  the  same  way  the 
carrying  of  the  Cross  became,  in  the  hands  of  these 
piously-trained  artists,  full  of  that  eagerness  for  the 
fulfilling  of  His  Sacrifice  which  Jesus  Christ  Him- 
self expressed,  when  He  said :  "  With  desire  I  have 
desired  to  eat  this  paschwith  you  before  I  suffer." 
The  time  came,  indeed,  when  Christians  were 
called  upon  to  contemplate  His  sufferings  as  they 
appeared  to  those  who  were  jostled  by  the  rude 
multitudes  on  the  way  to  Calvary,  as  they  appeared 
to  those  who  actually  stood  beneath  His  Cross. 
And  yet,  every  Christian  believes  that  when  the 


194 


Maria. 


Virgin  Mother  f-tnod  for  three  hours  beneath  that 
Cross,  she  must  have  been  under  the  influence  of 
a  supreme  exaltation;  supreme  over  any  vouch- 
safed to  saint  or  even  Apostle.  It  is  the  recogni- 
tion of  this  mystical  truth  which  has  given  such 
a  Divine  beauty  to  the  ideal  types  of  the  Saviour 
on  the  Cross,  and  to  those  of  His  Blessed  Mother 
in  the  midst  of  her  Dolors.  It  is  this  recogni- 
tion, also,  of  a  mystical  truth,  which  makes  us 
turn  from  any  contortion  in  the  figure  of  Our 
Lord  in  His  Passion  and  Crucifixion;  or  from  any 
shadow  of  repining,  any  drawing  down  of  the  ten- 
der, suffering  mouth  of  Mary:  for  was  she  not 
Virgin  and  Mother,  and  supremely  blest,  even  in 
the  act  of  swathing  the  lifeless  Body  of  her  Son 
and  her  Creator  in  His  winding-sheet? 

It  is  also,  this  same  recognition  of  a  mystical 
truth  that  has  given  such  a  charm  to  the  history  of 
those  saints  who  have  received  the  sacred  stigmata. 
From  the  moment  those  mysterious  wounds  have 
been  bestowed,  a  celestial  beauty  has  made  the 
eyes  of  those  around  them  insensible  to  any 
imperfection  of  feature  or  form;  and  the  beati- 
tude of  heaven  has  lifted  the  sufferer  above  all 
mere  human  conditions:  a  fact  to  which  our  own 
age  bears  its  witness  as  well  as  the  age  of  the 
Seraph  of  Assisi. 

This  glorification  of  the  Passion,  then,  so  pecu- 
liarly suited  to  the  Paschal  Season,  is  one  with 
Christianity  itself.  Like  charity,  also,  it  will  be 
eternal:  for  when  the  Crucifix  has  been  placed  to 
the  last  dying  lip;  when  the  last  invocation  has 
been  made  to  Jesus.  Mary,  Joseph,  for  the  dying; 
when  the  dread  scene  in  the  Valley  of  Josaphat  has 
all  been  enacted;  when  the  wicked  have  disap- 
peared, forever,  in  the  shadows  of  eternal  retribu- 
tion; when  the  least  one  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
is  in  possession  of  a  happiness  to  which  there  will 
never  come  the  shadow  of  a  diminution;  then, 
and  not  till  then,  shall  we  see,  fully,  the  Glorifica- 
tion of  the  Passion.  That  Adorable  Humanity, 
seated  on  the  Throne  of  the  Eternal ;  those  Wounds 
that  are  transfigured  to  fountains  of  ineffable 
glory,  will  then  be  the  centre  on  which  the  eyes 
of  His  redeemed  ones  shall  rest;  an  everlasting 
Paschal  joy,  as  it  will  be  an  everlasting  reward. 


ALL  sufferings,  however  great,  become  sweet 
when  we  look  at  JESUS  on  the  Cross. — St.  Mary 
Magdalen  de  Pazzi. 

ST.  PAULIJTCS  relates,  in  his  life  of  St.  Ambrose, 
that  an  Arian  heretic,  being  present  at  one  of  his 
sermons,  saw  an  angel  whispering  in  his  ear;  so 
that  the  holy  Doctor  did  nothing  but  repeat  what 
was  dictated  to  him.  Convinced  by  this  vision  of 
the  truth  of  the  Catholic  religion,  he  embraced  it, 
and  became  one  of  its  most  zealous  defenders. 


Our  Lady  of  Lourdes. 

Our  Immaculate  Mother,  in  tenderest  lore, 

As  she  look'd  on  her  children  below, 
Was  impell'd  to  descend  from  her  glory  above, 

A  new  proof  of  that  love  to  bestow ; 
And  to  bright,  sunny  France,  ere  the  shadow  of  war 

Fell,  all  dark,  o'er  her  vine-cover'd  hills, 
In  sweet  favor  was  granted  a  token  afar 

Of  the  goodness  that  checkers  life's  ills. 

The  deep  crimson  stains,  marked  in  terrible  print 

On  the  brow  of  the  beautiful  land, 
Something  holy  would  need  to  erase  their  dread  tint, 

And  enable  her  proudly  to  stand 
As  before,  'mid  the  nations,  too  lofty  and  pure 

To  be  tarnish'd  by  sorrow  and  sin, 
While  endow'd  by  Jehovah  with  strength  to  endure, 

And,  tho'  vanquished,  a  conquest  to  win. 

So  this  gift  of  our  Mother  a  splendor  imparts, 

That  through  battles  and  trials  must  shine 
Like  a  star  in  the  distance,  attracting  all  hearts 

To  the  place  that  is  Mary's  own  shrine. 
To  the  spot  where,  in  mercy,  she  chose  to  reveal 

The  dear  presence  that  Angels  rejoice 
To  attend  in  all  gladness,  as  bearing  the  seal 

Of  their  Queen,  thus  proclaim'd  by  God's  voice, 

With  His  smile  on  her  mission,  His  light  on  her  way, 

To  our  sphere,  in  her  beauty,  she  came, 
Rob'd  in  azure  and  white,  in  which  graceful  array 

•We  are  wont  to  recall  her  sweet  name; 
And  the  rock-circled  grotto,  made  grand  by  her  gaze, 

Is  forever  a  hallowed  place, 
Where,  to  childhood's  soft  glance  of  ecstatic  amaze, 

Was  unveil'd  that  fair,  heavenly  face. 

For  with  rapturous  joy  we,  who  saw  not,  believe 

That  the  vision  vouchsafed  to  a  child 
Was  a  pledge  to  the  many  of  care  we  receive 

From  our  Mother,  majestic  and  mild; 
'Twas  a  presage  of  Heaven,  a  glimpse  of  the  bliss 

That  we  all  may  yet  hope  to  attain, 
When  her  gentle  hand  leads  us  across  the  abyss, 

At  her  feet  evermore  to  remain. 

And  while  toiling  to  reach  the  blest  peace  of  that  time, 

We  find  healing  and  strength  on  our  way, 
And  a  proof  that  our  world  holds  some  scenes  quite 
sublime, 

In  this  glen  where  the  bright  waters  play. 
The  clear,  crystal  stream,  laving  earth  in  its  flight, 

While  its  source  is  ordain'd  from  above, 
Is  a  fair,  fitting  type  of  the  grace  and  the  light 

Granted  mortals  through  Mary's  pure  love. 

Here  is  health  for  the  body:  andpow'r  for  the  soul— 

Who  can  doubt? — will,  with  equal  accord, 
Be  obtained  for  the  needy,  by  fondest  control 

Of  the  sinless  hands  rais'd  to  Our  Lord; 
'Tis  maternal  love  pleads  what  a  Mother  may  ask 

From  her  CHILD,  for  her  children  less  dear, 
Who  yet  wander  in  exile,  and  seek  for  the  task 

That  His  wisdom  prescribes  for  them  here. 


Aue  Maria. 
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Then,  dear  Lady  of  Lourdes,  bear  our  names  to  the 
throne 

Of  that  God  whom  we  deeply  revere ; 
By  Immaculate  lips  let  our  wishes  be  known 

And  presented  each  penitent  tear; 
And  to  earth  give,  as  ever,  thy  pitying  care, 

Be  our  guide,  on  thro'  life's  weary  way, — 
For,  thus  bless'd  with  thy  favor,  our  burden  well  bear, 

And  so  wait  for  the  dawning  of  Day.  F.  D. 

CHE3TERTOWN,  Ml). 


The  Priesthood. 

The  existence  of  an  honored  person  to  act  in 
some  way  betwen  the  Deity  and  man  appears 
among  the  earliest  notices  of  history,  whether  sa- 
cred or  profane;  and  since  there  has  never  been  a 
people  without  religion  of  some  sort  and  without 
its  minister.*,  wefind  the  Priestly  Office  coextensive 
with  the  outward  manifestation  of  Divine  worship. 
No  barbarous  tribe  has  been  discovered  so  de- 
graded as  not  to  have  priests  of  some  kind  to  guide 
the  people  in  their  rel  igions  rites.  The  early  history 
of  the  priesthood  of  pagan  religions  is  in  many 
cases  involved  in  obscurity  and  fable;  butin»others 
has  become  tolerabty  clear  from  the  critical  study 
of  ancient  writers  and  of  a  variety  of  monuments 
which  have  been  brought  to  light  during  the  past 
and  present  century.  This  is  particularly  true  of  the 
priesthoods  of  Egypt,  the  East,  Greece,  Rome  and 
the  civilized  nations  of  antiquity.  From  the  testi- 
mony of  the  Sacred  Scriptures  we  know  that  the 
Jews  had  an  Order  of  men  divinely  commissioned 
to  minister  in  holy  things,  and  whose  qualifications 
and  functions  are  described  in  the  book  of  Leviti- 
cus. 

After  our  first  parents  had  been  cast  out  of  Para- 
dise they  were  not  abandoned  by  God,  who  sus- 
tained and  directed  them  and  their  descendants  by 
illumination  of  the  mind  to  believe  His  promise  of 
a  Redeemer  to  come  who  would  completely  recon- 
cile the  Creator  to  His  creature,  and  by  grace  given 
in  anticipation  of  the  Saviour  moving  the  heart  to 
repent  of  their  sins.  Every  reasonable  being  on 
earth  has  a  twofold  relation  of  worship  to  Almighty 
God,  one  of  which  is  as  an  individual  person- 
ally complete,  independent  of  other  individuals 
as  such,  and  immediately  depending  for  life  on 
the  Creator;  and  under  this  aspect  he  is  bound  to 
offer  frequently  a  private  worship  to  his  Maker. 
From  this  relation  flow  those  instinctive  elevations 
of  the  mind  called  Prayer ;  suggested  by  conscience 
as  an  act  of  worship,  but  not  requiring,  necessarily 
at  least,  rites,  or  ceremonies,  or  outward  expression 
or  concourse  of  people.  Oar  Lord  alludes  to  such 
in  the  Gospel,  saying:  "  Thou,  when  thou  prayest, 
euter  into  thy  chamber,  and  when  thou  hast  shut  the 


door,  pray  to  thy  Father  in  secret."  *  This  manner 
of  prayer  constitutes  a  person's  private  devotions; 
but  as  no  one  lives  for  himself  alone,  since  by  the 
nature  of  our  being  and  the  law  of  God,  man  is 
destined  to  dwell  in  the  society  of  his  fellows  and 
to  consort  with  his  like,  he  owes  rnoroever  a  pub- 
lic worship  which  is  due  from  men  collectively  as 
members  of  the  great  human  family  participating 
in  the  fruits  of  the  same  earth,  guilty  of  the  same 
original  sin,  having  the  hope  of  the  one  Redeemer, 
and  upheld  by  the  same  Father  in  heaven.  For 
these  and  many  other  reasons,  God  demands  a  pub- 
lic recognition  of  Himself  as  the  first  source  of 
every  good,  distributing  the  forces  of  nature  for 
the  common  benefit  of  all,  and  ordering  the  affairs 
of  the  universe,  without  infringing  on  the  free 
will  of  men,  to  His  own  inscrutable  ends. 

"  The  Providence,  that  govern  eth  the  world, 
In  depth  of  counsel  by  created  ken 
Unfathomable."  f 

No  priest  being  required  in  private  worship, 
both  sexes,  all  ages  and  conditions  of  people,  are 
obliged  to  render  this  kind  to  God,  for  prayer  is  a 
positive  precept  imposed  on  all.  In  public  wor- 
ship, however,  in  attestation  of  God's  supreme 
dominion  over  all  things,  in  acknowledgment  of 
His  gifts  poured  out  in  a  measure  upon  all,  with  a 
view  also  of  obtaining  new  favors  for  the  welfare 
of  the  community,  but  especially  to  deprecate  the 
divine  vengeance  provoked  by  the  sins  of  men, 
Sacrifice  is  necessary,  for  "Without  the  shedding 
of  blood  is  no  remission','  \  and  consequently  as 
co-relative  with  it  a  Priesthood  must  exist;  thus 
the  Council  of  Trent  declares  that  "Sacrifice  and 
priesthood  are  by  the  ordinance  of  God,  in  such 
wise  conjoined,  as  that  both  have  existed  in  every 
law."  §  Since  man  by  a  natural  right,  from  prior- 
ity of  original  creation  and  the  pleasure  of  God,  is 
the  head  of  humanity,  the  male  sex  alone  (without 
a  gross  perversion  of  propriety)  is  capable  of  ex- 
ercising the  sacerdotal  office;  but  as  it  is  at  the 
same  time  a  dictate  of  common  sense  that  all  things, 
much  more  those  that  are  of  God,  should  be  "  done 
decently  and  according  to  order,"  |  some  only, 
even  from  the  privileged  sex,  are  deemed  worthy 
to  stand  at  the  altar,  while  others  are  declared  less 
fit,  or  rejected  as  unsuitable.  We  observe  that  in 
the  earlier  and  less  corrupt  stages  of  even  the 
pagan  priesthood,  women  were  not  admitted  into 
it,  nor  children  nor  minors,  while  slaves  and 
criminals,  as  infamous,  were  peremptorily  ex- 
cluded. In  ancient  Rome  the  priesthood  was  orig- 
inally held  by  the  patricians  alone;  and  among 
the  Greeks  the  great  philosopher  Aristotle  taught 
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that  common  men  ought  not  to  be  made  priests,  by 
reason  of  the  honor  due  to  religion  and  to  the  di- 
vine majest}',*  and  we  find  it  twice  mentioned  in 
the  historical  books  of  the  Old  Testament  as  some- 
thing added  to  the  malice  even  of  idolat^  and  false 
worship,  that  no  regard  was  had  to  the  condition 
of  its  ministers:  Jeroboam  king  of  Israel  "  made 
temples  in  the  high  places,  and  priests  of  the  low- 
est of  the  people,  who  were  not  of  the  sons  of 
Levi."f  If  we  search  the  Sacred  Scriptures  and 
the  traditions  of  various  people  for  sacrificial  acts 
(which  imply  a  sacrificer  or  priest)  we  learn  that 
before  the  coming  of  Christ  there  were  in  the 
world  three  species  of  priesthood,  two  of  which 
•were  temporarily  acceptable  to  God  and  the  other 
was  hateful  in  His  sight.  The  first  was  the  Prime- 
val Priesthood  under  the  Law  of  Nature,  the  second 
was  the  Jewish  Priesthood  under  the  Law  of  Moses, 
and  the  third  was  the  Heathen  Priesthood  under 
the  Law  of  Satan. 

The  primeval  priesthood  offered  the  right  kind 
of  sacrifices,  by  the  proper  persons,  to  the  true 
God ;  and  although  there  is  authority  to  believe 
that  in  the  very  beginning  the  Divine  Will  was  re- 
vealed to  Adam  with  regard  to  the  special  matter 
and  the  ends  of  sacrifice,  yet  much  seems  to  have 
been  left  to  individuals  acting  under  the  influence 
of  grace  and  the  light  of  an  obscured  but  not  to- 
tally depraved  reason.  Thus  without  a  special  rev- 
elation man  can  know  that  there  is  a  God,  that 
He  is  to  be  adored,  and  that  His  worship  is  to  be 
conducted  by  the  worthiest  persons,  in  the  most 
solemn  manner,  and  by  the  sacrifice  of  what  is  held 
dearest  among  the  things  that  can  be  immolated 
without  crime.  If  we  turn  to  what  are  the  oldest 
writings  in  the  world,  and  consider  what  is  nar- 
rated in  the  book  of  Genesis,  we  see  that  individu- 
als who  although  not  the  heads  of  families,  were  the 
representatives,  so  to  speak,  of  certain  independent 
interests  of  which  God  was  to  be  acknowledged 
the  beneficent  source.  The  sons  of  Adam,  Cain 
and  Abel,  of  whom  one  was  a  husbandman  and  the 
other  a  shepherd,  made  offerings  to  the  Lord,  of 
the  fruits  of  the  earth  and  of  the  firstlings  of  the 
flock  and  of  their  fat.:}:  Here  we  have  the  earliest 
account  of  the  office  of  a  priest,  not  indeed  by  ex- 
plicit mention,  but  implied  in  the  act  of  sacrifice; 
and  it  may  be  remarked,  especially  as  by  the  idea 
of  priest  is  commonly  understood  a  suppliant  for 
others  as  well  asjbr  self—  offering  up  sacrifices  first 
for  his  own  sins,  and  then  for  the  people's,§  that 
in  this  sense  also  the  two  may  have  offered,  as  it  is 
probable  that  they  were  assisted  in  their  agricul- 
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tural  and  pastoral  labors  by  many  of  their  younger 
brethren  of  both  sexes;  for  although  the  Bible 
does  not  mention  them,  many  other  children  had 
been  born  to  Adam  who  "  begot  sons  and  daugh- 
ters" :  Abel  being  slain  one  hundred  and  thirty 
years  after  the  creation  of  the  first  pair;  at  which 
period  the  human  race  may  have  amounted  to  one 
hundred  thousand  members',  although  others  re- 
duce it  to  twelve  hundred.  This  is  the  first  in- 
stance of  sacrifice  recorded  in  the  Bible,  but  not 
necessarily  the  first  that  was  offered ;  for  not  all 
things  are  told  in  the  Sacred  Book,  but  only  those 
that  had  some  special  signification,  as  in  this  case 
where  the  first  human  blood  was  shed  and  the 
earliest  figure  displaj^ed  of  the  great  Victim — the 
Good  Shepherd — put  to  death  by  His  brethren  the 
Jews  on  His  altar  of  the  Cross.- 

The  reasons  for  offering  sacrifices  were  the 
same  for  Adam  as  for  his  descendants ;  and  Hugh 
of  Saint  Victor  with  others  believe  that  Jie  was  the 
first  to  perform  the  duties  of  a  priest,  having 
learned  from  God  many  things  concerning  per- 
sons, manner,  places,  matter  and  ends  of  sacrifice, 
in  which  he  instructed  his  children  who  transmit 
ted  the  knowledge  of  them  to  their  descendants; 
so  that  these  tradititions  of  the  priesthood  were 
substantially  retained  among  all  people  not  only 
in  antediluvian  ages  but  afterwards  until  the 
dispersion  of  the  human  race,  and  even  then  they 
were  kept  in  some  essential  points  among  nations 
estranged  from  the  true  God  and  ignorant  of  the 
Divine  source  of  their  practices.  St.  Athanasius, 
a  Doctor  of  the  Church  of  the  fourth  century,  says, 
after  writing  that  Abraham,  Noe  and  Henoch 
distinguished  in  their  sacrifices  clean  from  un- 
clean things,  and  were  made  pleasing  to  God: 
"  Abel  also  did  the  like  by  the  knowledge  of  those 
instructions  received  from  Adam,  and  Adam  him- 
self was  taught  of  God."  * 

In  very  ancient  times,  the  priesthood  was  exer- 
cised by  fathers  or  heads  of  families  for  them- 
selves and  their  descendants  (who  would  soon  be 
numerous  at  a  period  when  life  was  much  pro- 
longed) and  domestics  or  dependants.  Thus  Noe, 
on  coming  out  of  the  Ark,  "built  an  altar  to  the 
Lord:  and  taking  of  all  cattle  and  fowls  which 
were  clean,  offered  holocausts  upon  the  altar ";f 
this  was  for  himself  and  his  sons,  his  wife  and 
the  wives  of  his  sons.  The  exercise  of  the  priest- 
hood by  such  a  person  would  be  the  case  particu- 
larly amongst  those  who  dwelt  in  tents  and  were 
herdsmen — living,  that  is,  in  the  Patriarchal  state, 
of  which  Abraham.  Job,  and  Jethro  are  examples 
recorded  in  the  Bible.  Sometimes  the  priesthood 
was  inherent  in  the  recognized  head  of  a  party 
composed  of  persons  related  in  blood  raid  of  others 
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who  had  either  voluntarily  joined  them  or  had 
been  in  some  way  adopted  into  the  community, 
which  was  the  tribal  organization  or  clan  system, 
coeval  with  the  building  of  cities  and  the  settle- 
ment of  men  in  large  and  compact  bodies.  Then 
when  political  (as  distinguished  from  social)  com- 
munities were  once  formed,  it  quickly  happened 
that  not  only  the  representatives  of  the  several 
tribes  which  might  have  originally  coalesced  would 
act  as  priests  for  their  own  party,  but  above  them 
the  leader  of  the  whole  people,  whether  elected  or 
hereditary,  as  representing  the  several  divisions 
taken  collectively,  would  assume  a  sort  of  High 
Priesthood,  and  witli  greater  pomp,  with  special 
rites,  on  particular  spots,  at  stated  intervals  offer 
sacrifice  to  the  same  God  upon  whom  depends 
the  stability  of  empire.  Thus  it  came  to  pass  that 
the  priesthood  was  ordinarily  attached  to  the 
kingly  office,  and  the  sovereign  was  chief  ruler 
in  the  temporal,  and  pontiff  in  the  spiritual  order. 
Thus  Melchisedeck,  King  of  Salem,  and  Abime- 
lech,  King  of  Gerar. 

It  is  well  to  keep  in  mind  the  early  mentions  of 
the  priesthood  in  the  Bible — which,  considered 
merely  (what  Heaven  forbid)  as  human  testi- 
mony, is  far  older  than  that  of  any  other  book,  be- 
cause Rationalists  do  not  cease  to  repeat  the 
atheistical  cry  of  Lucretius,  "  Fear  introduced  the 
gods  " — Primus  in  orbe  deos  fecit  timor* — found- 
ing themselves  upon  the  fact  that  the  ancientest 
non-Biblical  writers  represent  the  first  priests  as 
invested  with  supreme  authority  in  the  state. 
Thus,  to  give  an  example,  Numa  Pompilius,  second 
King  of  Rome,  feigning  divine  communications, 
had  for  his  greatest  care  to  establish  religion  among 
his  rude  subjects,  and,  using  it  for  temporal  ends, 
assured  himself  a  long  and  peaceful  reign.  The 
priesthood  being  found  at  such  remote  periods 
linked  to  Monarchy,  and  this  being  begun  origi- 
nally on  brute  force,  it  has  been  argued — as 
though  error  preceded  truth— that  the  priesthood 
was  only  a  human  invention  to  keep  the  people 
quiet.  In  any  case  it  is  not  true  that  because  in 
most  or  even  all  the  instances  recorded  in  heathen 
history,  the  priesthood  was  joined  to  the  prince  for 
interested  motives  in  giving  an  apparently  divine 
sanction  in  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar  to  unlimited 
authority,  it  was  the  same  in  remoter  ages  than 
pagan  authors  can  carry  us  back  to.  There  was 
a  priesthood  long  before  the  establishment  of 
political  monarchy.  We  say  political,  because  in 
a  certain  sense  the  father  of  a  family  or  the  head 
of  a  tribe  is  a  monarch ;  and  since  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world  such  an  one  was  pointed  out 
as  worthiest  to  stand  at  the  altar,  it  was  not  with- 
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out  mystery;  for  the  sacrificer  no  less  than  the 
sacrifice  should  have  some  typical  relation  to 
Him  who  offered  Himself  a  victim  for  the  world, 
and  was  both  King  and  Priest,  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord. 

The  kind  of  monarchy  in  the  service  of  which 
the  priesthood  was  often,  but  not  always,  enlisted 
was  founded  by  the  impious  Nimrod,  of  the  ac- 
cursed race  of  Cham,  who  seems  to  have  been  the 
first  to  use  arbitrary  power  over  his  fellow-men, 
taking  strength  as  the  basis  of  his  rule:  "Now 
Chus  begot  Nimrod :  he  began  to  be  mighty  on 
the  earth."  *  This  was  after  the  flood,  and  over 
two  thousand  years  B.  C.  It  is  from  this  man,  who 
is  called  "  a  mighty  hunter  before  the  Lord  "  be- 
cause by  force  and  subtilty  he  drew  many  follow- 
ers around  him.  and  began  a  new  sect  of  infidels, 
that  we  reckon  the  great  Gentile  Apostasy,  or  the 
breaking  away  of  many  people  from  the  worship 
of  the  true  God,  and  the  setting  up  of  idolatry. 
Hence  Nimrod  and  his  associates  are  called  the 
Nations,  because,  prospering  in  material  things 
by  crime  and  the  development  of  worldly  wisdom, 
they  were  scattered  abroad  upon  the  face  of  all 
countries  and  founded  powerful  empires.  They 
are  the  Heathen,  the  Gentiles.  Everywhere  they 
made  idols,  corrupted  the  original  traditions  of  the 
race  saved  by  Noe,  "  the  hope  of  the  world  flee- 
ing to  a  vessel,"  f  and  transferred  their  allegiance, 
for  here  and  hereafter,  from  God  to  themselves 
and  the  evil  spirits  whom  they  worshipped.  "  All 
the  Gods  of  the  Gentiles  are  devils.":):  It  is  among 
the  nations  that  we  find  the  Satanic  Priesthood,  the 
abominable  inventions  of  the  Egyptians,  Assyri- 
ans, Babylonians,  Indians,  Phoenicians,  Greeks, 
Etruscans,  Romans,  Mexicans,  Peruvians,  and 
whatever  other  almost  innumerable  ones  have  ex: 
isted.  The  priesthood  among  the  ancient  Egyp- 
tians was  numerous  and  very  learned,  the  priests 
becoming  by  their  literary  superiority  the  teach- 
ers and  educators  of  the  people;  but  searching 
"  after  the  wisdom  that  is  of  the  earth,"  §  the  way 
of  true  knowledge  they  knew  not.  They  were 
exempted  from  taxes,  and,  in  the  time  of  Joseph 
at  least,  possessed  lands  which  had  been  given 
them  by  the  king,  and  received  during  the  fam- 
ine a  certain  allowance  of  food  out  of  the  public 
stores,  ||  for,  even  among  pagans,  reverence  for 
the  deity,  however  shamefully  worshipped,  shows 
itself  in  the  support  of  the  ministers  of  religion. 
In  Mexico,  at  the  advent  of  the  Spaniards,  the 
priesthood  was  very  powerful,  and  is  computed  to 
have  numbered  some  millions  of  members.  Like 
almost,  if  not  quite,  all  the  heathen  nations,  they  of- 
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fered  human  sacrifices,  and,  on  the  square-shaped 
pyramidal  altars  called  teocallis  they  immolated 
with  sanguinary  forms  prisoners  taken  in  war,  stif- 
ling their  dying  cries  with  the  din  of  hideous 
music: 

"  And  Aztec  priests  upon  their  teocallis 
Beat  the  wild  war-drum  made  of  serpents'  skin."  * 

The  priesthood  of  the  Etruscans  was  pre-eminent 
in  the  licentiousness  of  its  rites,  and  that  of  the 
Romans  was  most  deeply  rooted  in  divination, 
while  among  the  Greeks  it  delighted  in  obscene 
'  mysteries '  which  pandered  equally  to  the  senses 
and  the  imagination ;  but  the  history  of  one 
heathen  priesthood  is,  with  outward  variations,  and 
sometimes,  as  Tertullian  (De  Prcescriptionibus) 
has  remarked,  with  blasphemous  approximation 
to  holy  rites,  the  history  of  all;  in  all,  the  holiest 
aspirations  of  Nature  being  systematically  turned 
to  evil  ends,  and  the  clearest  signs  of  demoniacal 
influence  being  apparent  throughout. 

But  Heber,  of  the  blessed  race  of  Sem,  did  not 
consent  to  the  building  of  the  tower  of  Babel ;  and 
in  this  race  there  were  still  godly  men  who  kept 
the  traditions  and  were  not  corrupted  in  faith  nor 
religion.  The  priesthood  of  the  law  of  nature 
continued  with  them,  until,  among  the  descend- 
ants of  the  patriarch  Jacob,  the  original  custom 
whereby  the  heads  of  the  Twelve  Tribes  would 
have  been  charged  with  the  priestly  office  was 
changed  by  God's  command ;  and  while  the  whole 
tribe  of  Levi  was  consecrated  to  the  service  of  the 
Tabernacle,  only  the  family  of  Aaron  was  em- 
powered to  offer  sacrifices.  In  it  the  Jewish 
Priesthood  was  hereditary,  and  presents  about  1480 
years  B.  C.  a  regularly  organized  Priesthood  of 
the  true  God,  with  rights,  duties,  vestments  and 
ceremonial  accurately  defined  by  the  Deity  Itself. 
From  this  period  there  was  no  other  acceptable 
Priesthood  among  the  Hebrews;  but  as  only  the 
race  of  Israel  was  bound  by  the  Law,  if  there  were 
any  families  among  the  Gentiles,  as  is  presumable, 
which  still  worshipped  the  true  God,  they  continued 
to  use  the  priesthood  of  the  law  of  nature.  The 
Aaronic  Priesthood  was  only  temporary,  and  a 
preparation  for  the  perfect  and  unchangeable 
Priesthood  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  was  to  be  ac- 
cording to  the  order  of  Melchisedeck.  In  the  14th 
chapter  of  Genesis  is  narrated  with  mysterious 
circumstances  and  extraordinary  reticence  the 
sacrifice  offered  by  the  King  of  Salem,  and  "  a  priest 
of  the  Most  High  God,"  in  thanksgiving  for  the 
victory  obtained  by  Abram  over  the  four  ma- 
rauding kings.  Saint  Paul,  in  his  Epistle  to  the 
Hebrews,  insists  upon  this  episode  in  the  life  of 
the  great  patriarch,  to  show  that  the  Priesthood  of 
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Melchisedeck  excelled,  as  is  gathered  from  the  ac- 
ceptance of  tithes  by  the  royal  priest  and  the  bless- 
ings imparted  by  him,  the  Levitical  Priesthood; 
and  that  the  Priesthood  of  Christ  being  established 
forever,  according  to  the  order  of  Melchisedeck, 
and  confirmed  with  a  Divine  oath,  necessarily  ex- 
cels that  of  Levi  and  annuls  it  with  the  Jewish 
Law.  He  came — "The  Expectation  of  nations,"* — 
whose  Priesthood  is  not  to  be  translated,  but  re- 
mains throughout  all  time  one  and  immutable,  al- 
though communicated  until  the  end  of  the  world 
in  the  Sacrament  of  Orders  to  those  who  shall  be 
validly  ordained  through  the  Apostolic  succession 
that  was  established  when,  the  evening  before  He 
died,  He  offered  up  to  God  His  own  Body  and 
Blood  under  the  species  of  bread  and  wine,  and  de- 
livered It  to  be  received  by  His  Apostles,  whom  He 
then  constituted  Priests  of  the  New  Testament,  in 
the  words  of  the  Council  of  Trent :f  "If  any  one 
saith,  that  by  those  words,  Do  this  for  the  commemo- 
ration of  Me,$  Christ  did  not  institute  the  Apostles 
priests;  or  did  not  ordain  that  they,  and  other 
priests,  should  offer  His  own  Body  and  Blood ;  let 
him  be  anathema ;"  and  again,  §  "  If  any  one  saith, 
that  there  is  not  in  the  New  Testament  a  visible 
and  external  priesthood let  him  be  anath- 
ema." 

This  is  the  Christian  Priesthood,  which  is  not 
to  be  succeeded  by  any  other,  and  every  member 
of  which  shares  in  the  indelible  sacerdotal  char- 
acter of  Him  to  whom  the  Lord  sware:  "Thou  art 
a  priest  forever";  j  and  with  it  receives theDivine 
power  of  continuing  the  Sacrifice  of  Calvary  and 
forgiving  sins.  But  not  only  by  the  sublime 
powers  attached  to  it  does  it  excel  the  dignity  of 
the  priesthood  of  Aaron  and  of  Nature,  but  also 
in  the  manner  in  which  it  is  continued  among 
the  children  of  men  ;  for,  as  Saint  Leo  says:^[  "It 
descendeth  not  in  the  line  of  generation,  nor  is 
that  chosen  which  flesh  and  blood  hath  begotten ; 
but  the  privilege  of  the  patriarchs  having  ceased, 
and  the  order  of  families  been  set  aside,  those  are 
chosen  by  the  Church  to  be  her  ministers,  whom 
the  Holy  Ghost  hath  prepared;  that  in  the  people 
of  God's  adoption,  the  whole  of  which  is  royal 
and  sacerdotal,  not  the  prerogative  of  earthly  ori- 
gin  obtaiueth  the  unction,  but  the  favor  of  heav- 
enly grace  doth  select  the  priest."  O,  highest 
honor  to  which  man  can  be  raised! — it  may  be 
compared  to  the  ineffable  Maternity  of  Mary,  for 
Jesus  becomes  incarnate  at  the  altar  in  the  hands 
of  the  priest.  We  wonder  not  at  the  deep  hatred 
that  the  wicked  have  ever  shown  towards  these 
tremendous  powers  of  the  Priesthood  over  the 


*  Gen.,  xlix.    t  Sess.,  xxii,  Can.  2.    t  Luke,  xxii,  19. 
§  Sess.,  xxiii,  Can.  1.        |  Ps  ,  cix,  4.        1  Serm.  ih. 


Maria. 


199 


R?nl  and  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ— the  Mass 
and  the  forgiveness  of  sins.  Wherever  they  are 
exercised,  the  idols  sooner  or  later  surely  fall,  and 
devil-worship  ceases;  the  evil  spirits  are  in  a 
measure  chained,  and  can  only  go  about,  *  being 
banished  from  their  fixed  abode— their  groves, 
and  altars,  and  temples: 

The  oracles  are  dumb, 

No  voice  or  hideous  hum 
Runs  through  the  arched  roof  in  words  deceiving  : 

Apollo  from  his  shrine 

Can  no  more  divine, 
With  hollow  shriek  the  steep  of  Delphos  leaving : 

No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  spell, 
Inspires  the  pale-eyed  priest  from  the  prophetic  cell.t 
If  it  is  dreadful  to  think  of  the  malignant  hate 
of  the  demons  against  the  Christian  Priesthood, 
it  is  terrible  to  know  how  nearly  men  can  ap- 
proach it;  for  in  reading  the  burning  words  of 
scorn  and  loathing  and  furious  vehemence  of  the 
Protestant  Reformers  of  the  16th  century,  and 
especially  the  Anglicans,  directed  at  the  Sacrifice 
of  the  altar,  and  the  power  of  binding  and  loosing, 
one  seems  to  stand  upon  the  brink  of  Hell  and 
hear  the  ravings  of  the  damned. 


*  1  Peter,  v,  8. 
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St.  Joseph  a  Kind  Protector. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  the 
Carthusian  Order  was  subjected  to  a  severe  trial. 
No  candidates  sought  admission,  the  novitiates 
were  empty,  and  the  Order  was  fast  decreasing  in 
numbers,  like  an  army  which  is  not  recruited.  A 
General  Chapter  was  held  at  the  Grand  Chartreuse ; 
the  principal  Father  proposed  that  they  should 
have  recourse  to  St.  Joseph,  and  it  was  decreed 
that  in  future  the  whole  Order  should  honor  St. 
Joseph  as  its  patron,  and  that  his  feast  should  be 
celebrated  as  one  of  the  most  solemn.  The  decree 
was  executed,  and  very  soon  they  felt  its  happy 
effects.  Numerous  subjects,  animated  with  the 
best  dispositions,  presented  themselves  for  admis- 
sion into  the  Order;  the  novitiates  were  filled,  and 
the  good  Fathers  no  longer  feared  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  their  venerable  Order. 


tf  humility  is  found,  all  virtues  are  puri 
fled  and  reach  perfection  in  the  crucible  of  tempta- 
tion; the  supernatural  work,  the  badge  of  the 
Christian,  can  be  imprinted  by  the  cross  alone." 

ST.  AXSELM  would  swallow,  at  table,  without 
knowing  it,  anything  that  was  put  before  hinit 
His  disciples  pushed  pieces  of  bread  under  his 
hands,  and  thus,  without  knowing  it,  he  would 
eat  and  make  a  meal. 


Prayer  to  the  Five  Wounds. 

Oh!  Sacred  Feet,  all  gashed  and  torn, 

Bruised  by  the  hammer's  cruel  blows, 
Bathed  in  the  life-blood  dripping  down 

From  anguished  Ileart,  in  bitter  throes; 
I  press  you  to  my  lips  in  tears, 

With  contrite  sorrow,  fervent  sigh, 
Dear  precious  Wounds,  God's  bleeding  prayers, 

Ah!  plead  for  me,  when  death  draws  nigh. 

Oh!  mangled  Hands,  transfixed  and  wan, 

In  suppliance  raised  to  Heaven  above, 
Pierced  by  the  nails  that  torture  wrung 

From  breaking  Heart  of  burning  love; 
I  press  you  to  my  lips  in  tears, 

With  contrite  sorrow,  fervent  sigh, 
Dear  precious  Wounds,  God's  bleeding  prayers, 

Ah!  plead  for  me,  when  death  draws  nigh. 

Oh!  sacred  refuge,  tender  Side 

Rent  by  the  Lance,  with  cruel  thrust, 
There,  where  His  Heart  is,  let  me  hide, 

There,  where  His  love  is,  let  me  trust; 
I  press  thee  to  my  lips  in  tears, 

With  contrite  sorrow,  fervent  sigh, 
Most  holy  Wound,  allay  my  fears, 

Receive  my  soul  when  death  draws  nigh. 

— Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


Tangled  Paths. 

4  "          '  " 

BY  MBS.  AHNA.  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

There  were  signs  that  the  winter  would  be  an 
unusually  gay  one,  even  for  so  gay  a  capital  as 
Washington,  where  the  so-called  social  duties  form 
a  code  whose  regulations  are  systematically  ob- 
served, and  whose  requirements  are  so  despotic 
that,  to  omit  them  in  the  least  is  to  drop  oneself 
into  utter  seclusion ;  for  here,  during  the  season,  the 
votaries  of  fashion  have  no^ime  to  step  out  of  the 
whirl  of  society  even  to  look  upon  the  faces  of  old 
friends  who  may  be,  from  whatever  cause,  with- 
drawn from  it.  Not  only  worldlings,  whose  natural 
element  it  is,  but  even  some  of  those  who  are  reg- 
ular in  all  Christian  duties,  occasionally  find  them- 
selves drawn  by  circumstances  into  the  vortex  of 
the  'pomps  and  vanities,'  and  daily  participants  in 
scenes  of  amusement  and  frivolity  which  distract 
and  undermine  their  devotion,  and  require  the 
bitter  tonic  of  a  rigid  Lent  to  restore  them  to 
spiritual  health.  But  to  these  the  world  teaches  a 
salutary  lesson  as  they  scan  its  transitory  delights 
from  the  grave  outlook  of  the  soul, — a  lesson  that 
drives  them,  as  by  a  reflex  current,  nearer  to  God ; 
for  they  see  and  know,  by  comparison,  how  much 
easier  is  the  yoke,  and  lighter  the  burden  of  His 
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service  who  mingles  every  bitter  cup  with  the  sweet- 
ness of  hope,  and  is  ever  ready  to  heal  the 
fainting  heart  when  the  earth-staff  on  which  it 
leaned  too  securely  breaks  and  pierces  it.  They 
mark  the  incessant,  life-wearing  fatigues  endured 
by  fashionable  people,  in  the  performance  of  what 
they  love  to  call  their  social  duties  and  the  pursuit 
of  enjoyment,  and  wonder  how  a  mortal  physique 
can  bear  the  wear  and  tear  of  it  all !  to  say  noth- 
ing of  the  rivalries,  the  incessant  sameness  of  rou- 
tine, the  jealousies,  the  tortures  of  vanity,  the  vexa- 
tion of  spirit,  the  waste  of  time,  the  misapplied 
energies,  and  bitter  experiences  which  are  the  in- 
evitable conditions  of  the  path  they  have  chosen ; 
and  which,  except  by  a  miracle,  make  shipwreck  of 
all  that  is  best  in  their  nature.  And  while  contem- 
plating the  nothingness  of  it  all,  they  realize  that 
the  'prince  of  this  world '  exacts  sacrifice  from 
his  votaries ;  that  he  spares  them  nothing  of  his 
tyrannical  decrees,  but  demands  payment  to  the 
uttermost  farthing;  that  he  has  even  his  martyrs; 
that  his  sophistries  beguile  and  bewilder  the  soul ; 
that  the  evanescent  splendors  of  his  kingdom 
dazzle  but  to  betray;  that  the  rosy  garlands  by 
which  he  leads  them  turn  to  corroding  fetters  that 
bind  them  to  an  inexorable  servitude,  from  which 
they  are  ever  intending  to  break  away  at  'a  more 
convenient  season ' — which  never  comes:  until,  at 
last,  they  find  the  night  drawing  on,  darkness  be- 
fore them,  and  beyond  that  a  dies  tree,  from  which 
there  is  no  escape. 

Thus  reading  the  world's  riddle  by  the  light  of 
religion,  as  by  a  lamp,  many  fly  to  the  refuge  of 
the  cloister:  others  doff  the  livery  of  the  world,  or, 
if  their  circumstances  entirely  forbid  that,  wear  it 
as  a  loose  garment,  and  do  their  good  works  in 
secret;  while  there  are  yet  others,  "  in  it, yet  not  of 
it,"  who  show  by  a  pure  and  consistent  example 
how  holy  and  beautiful  religion  is,  and  so,  confess- 
ing the  faith  by  their  daily  walk,  win  souls.  For, 
as  strange  as  it  may  s<*em,  it  is  nevertheless  true 
that  while  worldlings  render  sincere  homage  to 
the  Christian  virtues,  they  are  scandalized  by  in- 
consistencies in  the  Christian  character,  which,  like 
keen-sighted  hawks,  they  see  from  afar.  And  who 
knows  but  that  they,  so  seemingly  unobservant  in 
the  wild  career  of  their  pleasures,  of  all  else,  may 
not  form  part  of  the  cloud  of  witnesses  against  us 
when  the  great  Dies  Irce  comes  ? 

Mrs.  Weston — the  wife,  you  know,  of  the  rich 
banker — being,  from  her  wealth  and  position,  and 
her  inclination  also,  one  of  the  foremost  leaders 
in  society,  pacified  her  conscience  for  the  spiritual 
delinquencies  consequent  upon  her  devotion  to  the 
world,  by  sending  donations  to  this,  that,  and  the 
other  charitable  institution,  of  which  she  was  di- 
rectress or  one  of  the  board  of  managers,  and  dele- 


gating to  her  sister-in-law,  Mrs.  "\Vaite,  the  manage 
ment  of  her  more  private  charities;  then,  consider- 
ing her  duties  well,  though  vicariously,  fulfilled, 
felt  entirely  free  to  buckle  on  her  worldly  harness 
until  Lent — for  Lent  has  become  a  fashionable  in- 
stitution— and  devote  herself  exclusively  to  her  so- 
cial duties. 

"  You  know,  Louisa,"  she  went  on,  seeing  that 
Mrs.  Waite  showed  some  unwillingness  to  be  her 
almoner,  "I  am  absolutely  obliged  by  my  hus- 
band's position  to  mingle  a  great  deal  in  the 
world:  I  get  heartily  sick  of  it, — but  what's  to  be 
done?  If  I  don't  go  about,  and  entertain,  people 
would  begin  to  whisper  that  Weston's  Bank  was 
getting  shaky;  and  then,  you  know,  I  have  to  con- 
sider Sybil, — who,  I  suppose,  will  come  home 
soon " 

"Who?"  interrupted  Mrs.  Waite,  with  a  slight 
start. 

"  Mr.  Weston  wishes  her  called  so ;  you  know  she 
was  christened  Cecilia  Sybil,  but  for  some  reason 
or  other  he  prefers  that  she  should  be  called  Sybil. 
Men  get  odd  fancies  sometimes;  but  don't  you 
think  that  'Sybil'  is  very  unique  and  poetic?" 

"  It  matters  very  little,  after  all ;  we  love  it,  my 
brother  and  I,  because  it  was  our  mother's  name," 
replied  Mrs.  Waite,  who  understood  the  reason  for 
this  change,  knowing  how  Mr.  Weston  shrunk 
from  the  ghost  of  happier  memories  that  the  dear 
and  unforgotten  name  of  Cecilia  would  evoke  if 
it-entered  into  the  hearing  of- his  daily  life.  But 
this  was  a  thing  that  a  nature  like  Mrs.  Weston's 
could  never  have  comprehended ;  so  Mrs.  Waite 
simply  asked :  "  Is  she  coming  home  soon  ? " 

"I  think — at  least  I  hope  so;  and  if  she  does, 
she  will,  of  course,  have  to  be  introduced  into 
society,  and  I'm  afraid  it  will  be  up-hill  work, 
she  has  been  kept  so  long  with  those  dear  good 
nuns  praying,  and  fasting,  and  all  the  rest  of  it. 
So,  you  see,  I  must  absolutely  keep  up  my  visiting, 
for  I  should  not  like  to  have  to  form  a  new  circle, 
and  introduce  my  stepdaughter  only  to  strangers. 
You  know  exactly  how  it  is  here:  if  I  were  to 
seclude  myself  for  only  six  weeks  I  should  be  as 
much  forgotten  as  if  I  were  dead  and  buried.  I 
have  Eclyth  to  think  of,  too:  oh,  dear  me,  it  is  very 
tiresome!  But  do  now,  there's  a  good  soul,  take 
care  of  all  these  pious  affairs  for  me,  and  let  Clara 
and  Edyth  be  together  as  much  as  possible. 
Clara's  a  dear,  sweet  child,  and  I  always  feel  safe 
when  she  and  Edyth  are  together." 

Mrs.  Weston  was  always  voluble,  and  Mrs. 
Waite  rarely  attempted  to  argue  with  her  unless 
some  very  serious  principle  was  in  question,  which 
she  deemed  it  her  duty  to  define  as  affecting  her 
own  sentiments,  when  she  took  care  to  make  her- 
self very  clearly  understood.  She  would  have  pre- 
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furred.  Mrs.  Weston's  attending  to  her  own  charities ; 
but,  seeing  how  the  case  stood,  she  feared  that  the 
destitute  on  her  list  would  suffer  if  not  looked  af- 
ter, and  yielded  to  her  wishes,  hoping  in  her  heart 
that  the  lavish  alms,  whether  given  through  osten- 
tation, habit,  or  from  whatever  cause,  might,  by 
the  relief  they  brought  to  the  want-stricken  and 
suffering,  bring  to  her  after  many  days,  like  bread 
cast  upon  the  waters,  some  grace  wherewith  to 
feed  her  hungry  soul  and  give  it  new  life.  Mrs. 
Waite  hoped  so  for  this  worldly,  thoughtless 
woman,  knowing  that  God's  promises  never  fail ; 
and  Mrs.  Westou,  glad  that  the  affair  was  settled, 
called  her  a  "  dear  little  woman,"  kissed  her,  said 
"Ta-ta,"  and  rustled  into  her  carnage,  gave  orders 
to  the  coachman  to  make  the  horses  go  as  fast  as 
they  could  to  her  French  dressmaker's,  snapped 
the  door  to,  and  rolled  away. 

But  the  banker  was  getting  restive.  His  only 
concession  to  society  was  to  give  and  attend  stately, 
heavy  dinners  occasionally,  and  he  found  it  very 
irksome  in  the  intervals  to  spend  his  evenings  en- 
tirely alone,  or  have  his  house  crammed  with  fash- 
ionable people  most  of  whom  were  strangers  to 
him,  who  came  to  attend  his  wife's  evening  and 
morning  receptions,  her  opera  suppers,  soirees-dan- 
sante,  and  private  theatricals.  He  wanted  a  more 
quiet  home-life,  and  a  companionship  akin  to  that 
he  had  once  known.  "But  how  vain  such  aspira- 
tions when  the  natures  that  make  or  mar  the  hap- 
piness of  those  with  whom  they  are  associated 
differ  so  widely!"  was  th'e  thought  that  forced 
itself  into  the  banker's  mind, — which,  so  far  from 
comforting  him,  increased  his  discontent  by  its 
impracticable  reality. 

There  was  nothing  that  Mrs.  Weston  shrunk 
from  with  greater  abhorrence  than  a  hum-drum 
evening  alone,  with  only  her  husband  to  talk  to  and 
yawn  at,  for  his  conversation  ran  entirely  on  the 
rise  and  fall  in  stocks,  speculations,  railroad  enter- 
prises, the  expansion  and  shrinkage  of  values,  and 
money  affairs  generally, — topics  inexpressibly  dull 
to  her,  her  only  interest  in  money  being  to  have  at 
command  as  much  as  she  could  spend.  But,  lately, 
Mr.  Weston  had  lessened  her  usual  liberal  supplies, 
and  had  once  remonstrated  with  her,  in  grave  tones, 
on  her  extravagant  and  reckless  expenditures,  re- 
proached her  with  neglect  of  sacred  home  duties, 
and  threatened  to  break  up  his  elegant  establish- 
ment and  go  to  live  at  "  Westover,"  his  country-seat, 
some  ten  miles  from  the  city,  unless  there  was  a 
change  for  the  better.  Mrs.  Weston  could  see  no 
reason,  and  her  husband  gave  none,  for  this  sud- 
den interference  and  evident  desire  to  check  her 
enjoyments;  and,  having  a  high  spirit  of  her  own, 
she  confronted  him  with  anger  and  defiance,  which 
exasperated  the  usually  self-contained  man  to 


words  which  had  been  better  left  unsaid.  There 
was  ill-feeling  and  coldness  between  them  for  sev- 
eral days,  which  was  particularly  uncomfortable 
to  Mrs.  Weston,  whose  supplies  were  running  very 
low,  and  she  had  entered  into  engagements  which 
would  shortly  make  a  demand  upon  her  husband, 
for  money,  indispensable.  But  she  was  too  proud 
to  break  the  ice,  although  she  was  constantly 
thinking  how  she  might  do  so  without  seeming  to 
intend  it,  and  in  a  way  that  would  not  in  the  least 
humiliate  her;  but  her  invention  was  at  fault, — 
she  had  not  the  least  dramatic  talent  for  scenes, 
and  a  square,  straightforward  course  was  beyond 
her  comprehension.  And  then,  when  she  least  ex- 
pected it,  and  had  made  up  her  mind  to  let  things 
take  their  own  course,  a  letter  came  to  her  from 
her  step-daughter  asking  her  to  procure  and  send 
her  a  supply  of  different-colored  silks,  worsteds, 
and  what  not,  for  a  famous  piece  of  embroidery 
she  wanted  to  begin  immediately, — a  sweet,  affec- 
tionate, dutiful  letter,  which,  if  it  did  not  touch 
Mrs.  Weston's  heart,  inspired  her  with  an  idea 
that  promised  to  solve  all  the  difficulties  of  the  situ- 
ation. She  would  have  Sybil  home.  Sybil's  af- 
fairs being  a  subject  of  mutual  interest,  Mrs.  Wes- 
ton felt  that  she  could  make  the  first  approaches 
towards  securing  her  object  without  in  the  least 
compromising  her  dignity. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Baptism  of  Bells. 


[To  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "AVE  MARIA."] 
I  am  so  touched  and  affected  with  your  article 
on  the  "Bell,"  and  the  "page  from  Chateaubri- 
and," in  a  former  issue,  and  filled  with  such  a  gush, 
of  emotional  reminiscences  on  this  same  subject 
that  I  venture  to  relate  them.  To  make  it  at  all 
intelligible,  I  will  say  I  am  a  lady  convert,  and 
in  the  clays  of  my  darkness  and  ignorance, 
being  in  wretched  health,  my  husband  took  me 
to  Montreal,  for  the  benefit  of  consulting  an  emi- 
nent physician  .  there.  The  morning  after  our 
arrival,  we  were  greatly  disturbed,  before  the 
dawn  of  day,  by  noise  and  commotion,  seemingly 
as  if  the  whole  hotel  was  on  the  qui-vive.  As  I 
was  very  weak,  and  foolishly  nervous,  I  begged 
my  husband  to  get  up  and  see  what  in  the  world 
could  be  the  matter,  Accordingly  he  did  so,  and 
soon  returned,  saying  the  house  was  full  of  Ameri- 
can ladies,  chiefly  from  Boston,  and  the  whole 
party  were  bustling  off,  to  some  convent,  to  witness 
the  ceremony  of  a  bell  being  baptized!  "What!  " 
said  I,  petrified  with  astonishment,  "a  bell  being 
baptized!  Do  I  hear  aright?"  "Yes;  even  so," 
was  the  reply.  "Well,"  said  I,  "can  there  be 
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such,  fools  iii  the  world  as  to  believe  in  a  religion 
that  b«ptize<  bdh  ?  Bapt-ze  brass  !  b  ipttze  metal!  " 
and  I  worked  myself  up  into  a  perfect  whirl  of 
excitement  and  disgust,  while  my  husband  very 
tranquilly  gave  himself  up  to  a  little  more  sleep 
as  the  house  quieted  down. 

But  there  was  no  more  sleep  for  me;  I  pondered 
and  pondered,  and  revolved  the  thing  over  in  my 
mind,  in  a  thousand  different  ways;  all  in  vain;  I 
could  make  neither  head  nor  tail  of  it,  in  vulgar 
parlance.  I  knew  nothing  of  the  Catholic 
Church;  and,  except  in  Canada,  I  knew  nobody 
whom  I  called  decent,  that  was  a  Catholic.  At 
that  distant  period,  when  the  Church  in  this 
country  had  scarce  made  its  appearance,  much 
less  being  felt,  I  was  in  no  condition  to  solve  the 
problem. 

Time  passed  on;  years  revolved:  I  had  a  keen 
sense  of  right  and  wrong;  my  mind  was  logical, 
and  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  accept  the  incon- 
sistencies I  met  with,  not  only  in  the  world,  but 
in  what  was  called  religion.  Almighty  God,  in 
His  great  goodness  and  m?rcy,  enlightened  my 
darkened  intelligence,  and  brought  me  into  His 
One,  Holy,  Infallible  Church.  You  will  find  an  ac- 
count of  my  conversion  in  the  March  No.  of  the 
Mwenger  of  tin  Saaei  Heirt,  1867. 

Of  course  my  soul  was  in  peace:  and  such 
peace!  Of  course  I  was  in  a  new  world;  and 
what  a  world!  An  interior  world  of  my  own, 
with  a  Heavenly  Guest!  Of  course  I  was  Hie 
butt  of  everybody;  the  world  understood  nothing, 
no  in  >re  than  I  did  formerly.  Of  course  the  world 
was  a  feather  and  a  phantom  to  me  then.  But 
my  friends  could  not  comprehend  it.  "You  re- 
m3inber,"  said  they,  "what  you  said  about  their 
btipt  zinj  a  b-tt  f  II  >w  disgusted  you  were — as  well 
you  might  have  been  with  all  the  rest  of  their 
sup3rstiliom  practices?"  "Yes,"  said  I,  "people 
are  very  apt  to  misunderstand  a  subject  of  which 
they  are  entirely  ignorant;  and  still  more  apt  to 
be  obstinate  in  their  darkness  when  they  are  beset 
with  prejudices.  I  have  now  discovered  the  true 
meaning  of  consecrating  a  bM  to  the  service  and 
worship  of  God.  And  I  have  furthermore  discov- 
ered, out  of  the  land  of  chaos  in  which  I  was.  that 
there  is  a  Church  on  earth  All-Divine,  and  every- 
thing in  or  appertaining  to  that  Supernatural  Or- 
ganization is  all  consecrated  and  set  apart  to  the 
exclusive  service  of  its  Divine  Founder, — bell*  and 
all, — brass,  and  gold,  and  everything  that  the 
heart  with  purity  of  motive  can  offer;  and  the 
world  cannot  touch,  take,  nor  handle  without 
sacrilege."  My  reply  silenced,  but  did  not  con- 
vince: for  it  was  addressed  to  the  spirit  of  that 
world  for  which  Our  Lord  did  not  pray.  I  found 
the  sound  of  that  bM  (which  had  so  scandalized 


nv-)  was  as  the  voice  of  God,  calling  us  to  praise 
Him,  to  thank  Him,  to  glorify  Him;  and  like 
Chateaubriand,  whom  you  so  beautifully  quote,  I 
found  my  soul  in  a  thousand  secret  relations  with 
the  sound  of  that  "6e7."  Faith  has  inspiration, 
and  brings  to  the  intellect  the  knowledge  of  truths 
beyond  the  loftiest  intelligence  which  no  power 
of  genius  can  supply. 

Years  passed  airain, — and,  through  the  Provi- 
dence of  God,  a  lady  unknown  to  me  entered  my 
room,  extended  her  arms,  and  embraced  me  in 
the  most  affectionate  manner.  "Oh  !"  said  she, 
"you  are  the  lady  who,  when  in  Montreal,  at  such 
a  time,  was  so  disturbed  by  our  going  early  in  the 
morning  to  the  Convent!  I  am  one  of  those  Uni- 
tarian ladies,  from  Boston,  who  went  to  see  the 
ceremony  of  the  bell,  and  I  was  as  much  puzzled 
as  yourself.  Behold  me  now,  like  yourself,  a 
happy  convert  to  the  true  Faith,  called,  interiorly* 
by  a  bra**  bell.  God  can  make  use  of  any  means 
He  pleases."  That  lady  translated  three  different 
Catholic  works,  from  three  different  languages, 
and  has  now  gone  to  her  great  reward. 

L.  M.  C. 


Striking! 

To-dny  if  ye  shall  hear  His  voice,  harden  not  your 
hearts. — Ps.  xeiv,  8. 

A  priest  of  our  diocese,  says  the  Semaine  Reli- 
gieuaenf  Mans,  the  worthy  pastor  of  St.  Ann's,  was 
going  to  visit  an  aged  sick  man  who  apparently 
had  only  a  short  time  to  live.  When  nearing  the 
patient's  house,  he  met  Mr.  X.,  his  next  neighbor. 
He  was  a  man  of  respectability;  but  his  religion, 
since  many  a  year,  consisted  only  in  going  to 
church  every  Sunday.  The  zealous  priest  said  to 
him  :  "  My  friend,  your  neighbor's  sickness  is  for 
yourself  a  warning.  Let  me  tell  you  it  is  wise  for 
yon  to  think  in  earnest  of  your  salvation."  "Oh!" 
said  he,  "I  am  not  quite  as  old  as  he;  and  my 
health  is  excellent,  thank  God.  I  can  work  as  I 
did  at  twenty.  Be  not  uneasy  on  my  account,  Mon. 
sieur  le  Cure;  should  I  feel  at  any  time  seriously 
unwell,  I  would  not  wait  for  your  visit;  I  would 
go  and  see  you  first."  "  My  good  friend,"  replied 
the  priest,  "  I  advise  you  not  to  delay — we  can 
never  rest  on  life." 

A  few  days  after,  the  aged  man  died  ;  the  Chris- 
tian Brothers  carried  his  remains  to  the  church, 
and  his  neighbor,  Mr.  X.,  followed  the  funeral  con- 
voy. The  Office  for  the  Dead  was  commenced; 
ere  it  was  half  through,  a  noise  is  heard  in  the 
church,  from  one  of  the  pews  next  to  the  coffin. 
Instantly  a  number  of  persons  had  gathered 
around  Mr.X.,  for  it  was  himself,  who  had  dropped 
on  his  seat  as  pale  as  death.  The  good  pastor  had 
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left  the  sanctuary,  and  was  holding  him  in  his 
arms,  and  at  the  same  time  beckoning  everyone 
around  to  retire  thathe  might  hear  his  confession. 
All  withdrew;  but,  alas!  it  was  already  too  late. 
Before  the  good  pastor  could  address  him  a  word 
he  had  passed  away  into  his  eternity,  without 
confession  or  absolution,  and  had  lett  but  a  corpse 
in  the  arms  of  his  zealous  and  desolate  pastor. 

A.  MANOUKY. 

Reader,  would  you  like  to  die  such  a  death  ? 
would  you  like  to  see  your  father  or  brother  die 
in  such  a  manner.  Now  is  the  time  for  you  to 
show  your  faith  and  your  affection. 


Precious  Relics. 

Besides  the  more  celebrated  relics  of  Aix-la- 
Chapelle,  the  following  are  also  venerated  there : 

1.  The  leathern  girdle  of  Our  Lord,  the  ends  of  which 
bear  the  seal  of  the  Emperor  Charlemagne. 

2.  The  linen  girdle  of  Mary. 

3.  A  part  of  the  cord  which  girded  the  loins  of  Our 
Lord. 

4.  In  a  golden  shrine  a  part  of  the  sponge  which  was 
placed  to  the  lips  of  Our  Lord;  a  fragment  of  the  true 
Cross;  hair  of  St.  Bartholomew;  bones  of  St.Zacharias, 
father  of  St.  John  Baptist;  and  two  teeth  of  St.  Thomas 
the  Apostle. 

5.  Another  shrine  in  silvergilt,  representing  the  pres- 
entation of  Our  Lord  in  the  Temple,  containing  the 
fore-arm  of  Simeon. 

6.  The  pectoral  cross  of  Charlemagne,  containing  a 
fragment  of  the  true  Cross. 

7.  In  a  »'othic  shrine,  the  point  of  one  of  the  Nails  of 
the  Crucifixion,  a  tooth  of  St  Catherine,  and  a  leg-hone 
of  Charlemagne. 

8.  In  a  shrine  representing  a  gothic  church,  a  frag, 
ment  of  the  Reed;  a  part  of  the  Napkin  which  covered 
Our  Lord  in  the  Tomb;  hair  of  St.  John  the  Baptist;  a 
rib  of  St.  Stephen,  king  and  martyr. 

9.  In  a  shrine  in  the  Greek  style,  the  head  of  St. 
Anastasius. 

10.  A  rib  of  St.  Stephen,  king  of  Hungary. 

11.  A  shrine  containing  hair  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  a  fragment  of  the  true  Cross. 

12.  In  a  silvergilt  casket  representing  an  arm,  pre- 
sented by  Louis  XI,  the  upper  part  of  the  right  arm  of 
Charlemagne. 

13.  A  bust,  in  silvergilt,  of  Charlemagne,  containing 
the  skull  of  that  monarch. 

14.  A  statue  of  St.  Peter,  holding  in  liis  hands  a  part 
of  the  chain  wherewith  he  was  held  in  prison. 

15.  Bones  of  St  Spens,  Bishop  and  martyr. 

16.  A  casket  containing  bones  of  St.  Stephen,  king 
of  Hungary. 

17.  An  urn  containing  relics  of  SS.  Catherine,  Agnes 
etc. 

18.  An  urn  with  relics  of  St.  Felix,  Bishop  and  mar- 
tyr; SS.  Martina,  Christina,  and  several  other  saints. 

19.  Bones  of  the  holy  Pontiff  Leo  III. 


20.  A  shrine  in  silvergilt,  artistically  adorned  -with 
statuettes,  containing  the  bones  of  Charlemagne,  ex- 
cept the  skull,  a  leg-bone,  and  a  portion  of  the  right 
arm. 


Hope  of  the  Despairing. 

Francis  Ottajano,  a  student  of  the  famous  univer- 
sity of  Alcala,  was  most  devout  to  the  Bk-ssed  Vir- 
gin, but  was  so  troubled  with  doubts  of  his  predes- 
tination thathe  was  continually  tormented  with  the 
most  terrible  fears  of  his  damnation.  He  was  on 
the  very  brink  of  despair.  One  clay  when  he  had 
been  more  than  usually  troubled  by  those  thoughts? 
the  Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  him,  accompanied 
by  a  multitude  of,  angels  and  saints,  especially  those 
to  whom  he  was  most  devout,  and  said  to  him: 

"My  son,  why  dost  thou  fear?  why  dost  thou  not 
confide  in  me?  dost  thou  not  know  that  1  am  the 
Mother  of  compassion  and  mercy?  Look  at  this 
book:  it  is  the  Book  of  Life,  in  which  aie  written 
the  names  of  all  those  that  will  be  saved.  Here  is 
your  name,  as  also  the  names  of  all  those  who  are 
to  be  saved  by  your  preaching."  The  young  man, 
raising  his  eyes,  saw,  with  infinite  delight,  his 
name  written  in  letters  of  gold  ;  but  however  much 
he  tried  to  read  the  names  of  the  others,  it  was  im- 
possible for  him  to  do  so.  The  Queen  of  heaven 
then  smiling  closed  the  book,  and  giving  him  her 
benediction  disappeared;  and  with  her  all  I  lie  trou- 
ble and  melancholy  of  the  young  man,  \\ho  re- 
mained so  confident  of  his  salvation  that  he  was 
afterwards  accustomed  to  say  that  if  he  had  a  prom- 
ise of  his  salvation,  written  and  signed  by  the  hand 
of  God,  he  would  destroy  it,  wishing  rather  to  hope 
for  it  from  the  Divine  Goodness  tlmnigh  the.  inter- 
cession of  the  Bk-sscd  Virgin.  He  afterwards  be- 
came a  religious  of  the  Company  of  Jmis,  and,  be- 
ing sent  to  the  Philippine  Islands,  converted  in- 
numerable souls;  afterwards  returning  to  Rome, 
he  died  in  that  city  in  the  odor  of  sanctity. 


'Miraculous  Cure. 

The  following:  account  of  a  miraculous  cnre  by  the 
water  of  Lourdes  isfiotn  the  Catltolic  Advocate  ol  March 
18th.  Such  miracles  have  become  very  Inqucnt  in 
the  United  States.  Thof-e  who  use  the  miraculous 
water  should  be  careful,  in  the  prajers  and  mnenas 
they  offer,  not  to  make  conditions  with  God  Re-sign  ntion 
to  whatever  He  wills  must  always  exist.  Many  per- 
sons in  asking  a  favor  in  m  Heaven  nmke  up  thiir 
minds  to  pray  just  so  long — to  say  juxi  *o  many  prayers, 
and  then  give  up.  Let  them  remember  thnt  God  often 
grants  graces  and  blessings  only  after  long  perseve- 
rance in  petitioning.  We  lemcmber  a  wondeiful  cure 
performed  through  the  intocesbion  of  the  Yen.  La 
Salle,  after  making  ten  noveuas. 
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SAVANNAH,  GA.,  March  11, 1875. 
Editor  Catholic  Advocate: 

Please  allow  me  space  in  your  paper  to  record  a  mir- 
acle performed  by  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  some  three 
•weeks  since.  The  patient  was  a  small  boy  of  eleven 
years,  son  of  Mr.  George  Blake,  of  this  city.  While  in 
the  Catholic  orphan  asylum  at  this  place,  he  was  at- 
tacked by  disease  of  the  eyes,  which  grew  worse  daily. 
He  was  taken  out  of  the  asylum,  when  the  condition 
of  his  eyes  improved,  but  some  three  years  afterward 
they  became  worse.  At  dusk  he  could  not  see,  and 
had  to  be  led  about  like  one  blind.  We  tried  several 
doctors,  but  with  no  effect.  He  could  not  go  to  school 
nor  read  a  book.  ....... 

When  we  saw  that  the  phj-sicians  could  do  nothing 
to  relieve  him,  we  offered  a  novena  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin and  used  the  water  of  Lourdes,  but  without  effect. 

....  Sometime  afterward  the  Missionaries  came 
here.  We  carried  the  patient  to  one  of  them,  and  he 
told  us  to  offer  up  a  novena  for  him  and  use  the  water 
of  Lourdes,  after  having  lighted  a  blessed  candle.  We 
did  as  directed,  and  after  having  said  the  novena  for 
three  days,  we  were  rejoiced  to  find  that  he  was  cured 
and  could  read  all  the  prayers,  when  three  weeks  be- 
fore he  could  not  look  for  a  minute  without  experi- 
encing pain  in  his  eyes  J.  B. 
<i>  • 

New  Publications. 


THE  ORPHAN'S  FRIEND.  A"  Series  of  Plain  Instruc- 
tions for  the  use  of  Orphans  after  leaving  the  Asy- 
lum, and  for  persons  of  the  same  class  living  in  the 
world.  By  A.  A.  Lambing,  Late  Chaplain  of  St. 
Paul's  Roman  Catholic  Orphan  Asylum,  Pittsburgh, 
Pa.  New  York  and  Montreal:  D.  and  J.  Sadlier 
&Co. 

This  is  an  excellent  little  book,  written  expressly 
for  orphans,  by  one  who  knows  their  wants,  and 
knows,  too,  how  to  supply  them.  Orphans,  the 
author  tells  us,  form  a  distinct  body,  with  peculiar 
trials  and  temptations;  they  need,  after  leaving 
the  protecting  roof  of  our  charitable  institutions, 
a  friend  to  go  with,  them  into  the  world,  where 
they  are  exposed  to  so  many  dangers  and  tempta- 
tions. Such  a  friend  is  the  author  of  the  volume 
before  us,  which  we  feel  sure  will  do  great  good, 
if  widely  circulated.  To  secure  this,  the  publish- 
ers generously  offer  a  liberal  discount  to  institu- 
tions ordering  in  quantities.  The  book  is  well 
printed  and  bound,  and  is  sold  for  the  low  price 
of  $1.00.  Father  Lambing  is  well  known  to  the 
readers  of  the  AYE  MARIA.  His  articles  are 
signed  F.  L. 

The  Catholic  Publication  Society  has  in  press  "The 
Life  of  Father  Bernard,  C.  SS.  R,"  "  The  Life  of  St.  John 
the  Evangelist,"  "Be  Not  Hasty  in  Judging,"  "  Manual 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,"  "  The  Internal  Mission  of 
the  Holy  Ghost." 

A  Third  Edition  of  Dr.  Newman's  pamplet  is  an- 
nounced. 


INSTRUCTIONS  ON  THE  JUBILEE,  AND  PRAYERS  RECOM- 
MENDED TO  BE  SAID  IN  THE  STATION  CHURCHES.     To 
which  is  prefixed  the  Encyclical  Letter  of  his  Holi- 
ness, Pope  Pius  IX,  and  the  Pastoral  Letter  of  his 
Grace  the  Most  Rev.  the  Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 
Murphy  and  Co.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
A  neat  little  pamphlet  of  61  pages,  giving  full 
instruction  on  the  Jubilee;    as  also  appropriate 
prayers  and  litanies.    It  will  serve  equally  well 
for  all  parts  of  the  United  States.    Piice  only  five 
cents,  though  well  printed  and  on  good  paper. 


In  press,  by  Murphy  &  Co.,  Baltimore: 

LUDOVIC  AND  GERTRUDE.    A  Story  of  Antwerp  in  the 

10th  Century. 
THE  YOUNG  DOCTOR.    Two  New  Tales.    By  Hendrik 

Conscience. 
THE  MANUAL  OP  THE  SISTERS  OF  CHARITY.   Adapted 

to  General  Use. 


Catholic  Notes. 

—The  Catholic  population  of  the  city  of  London 
amounts  to  over  600,000. 

— A  cousin  of  President  Grant  is  a  Christian  Brother 
in  La  Salle  Institute,  New  York.  He  is  a  convert. 

— The  missions  recently  given  by  the  Paulist  Fathers 
of  New  York,  in  California,  were  eminently  successful. 

— Bishop  Rosecrans,  of  Columbus,  Ohio,  teaches  five 
hours  every  day  in  the  parochial  schools  of  his  city. 

— The  senior  Prelate  of  the  Catholic  Hierarchy  of 
England,  Bishop  Ullathorne,  will  celebrate  this  year 
his  Silver  Jubilee. 

— The  Bishop  of  Salford,  in  England,  has  condemned 
the  Independent  Order  of  Good  Templars.  It  was  es- 
tablished in  New  York  in  1851. 

— St.  Patrick's  day  was  joyously  celebrated  all  over 
the  United  States.  Devotion  to  the  great  Apostle  of 
Ireland  seems  to  increase  every  year. 

—Out  of  8,000  German  Catholic  priests,  only  two 
have  elected  to  obey  the  May  Laws  rather  than  the 
laws  which  govern  the  Church  of  God. 

— The  San  Francisco  Monitor  and  the  Guardian,  two 
excellent  Catholic  exchanges,  have  been  consolidated, 
and  will  hereafter  be  issued  as  one  paper. 

— An  Italian  pilgrimage  is  being  organized  to  the 
shrines  of  Paray-le-Monial  and  Lourdes.  It  will  be  on 
a  large  scale,  and  will  start  from  Rome  in  May. 

— Messrs.  Kreuzer  &  Bros.,  of  Baltimore,  have  re- 
cently published  a  series  of  Catechisms  by  one  whose 
name  recommends  them — Rev.  Fr.  Miiller,  C.  SS.  R. 

— The  Duke  of  Norfolk  has  munificently  subscribed, 
for  three  years  £1,000  annuaHy,  to  the  current  expenses 
of  the  Catholic  University  College,  Kensington,  Eng- 
land. 

— Dom  Gueranger's  death  is  mourned  by  the  whole 
Catholic  world.  The  Holy  Father,  as  he  himself  re- 
marked, has  lost  in  him  a  dear  friend,  and  the  Church 
a  devoted  servant. 

—The  School  Question  continues  to  be  agitated  in 
Catholic  newspapers.  So  be  it  until  all  are  convinced 
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of  its  importance— that  the  souls  of  Catholic  children 
are  jeopardized  by  sending  them  to  public  schools. 

— The  Catholics  of  Germany  have  resolved  to  de- 
monstrate their  unfaltering  allegiance  to  the  Holy  See, 
by  a  pilgrimage  to  Rome,  in  which  deputations  from 
every  diocese  in  the  Empire  are  to  take  part. 

— Statistics  show  that  there  was  a  very  marked  de- 
crease in  the  consumption  of  intoxicating  liquors  in 
Ireland  last  year.  This  is  due  to  the  zeal  of  the  Irish 
Bishops  and  priests  in  the  cause  of  temperance. 

— A  new  Catholic  paper,  the  Daily  Telegraph,  has  re- 
cently been  established  in  New  York.  We  heartily 
wish  it  success.  The  want  of  a  Catholic  daily  has  long 
been  felt.  We  hope  our  readers  will  contribute  to  its 
support. 

— The  Italie  informs  us  that  when  employees  of  the 
Roman  mint  were  recently  asked  to  take  the  oath  of 
allegiance  to  Victor  Emmanuel,  everyone  of  them  re- 
fused do  so,  openly  stating  that  they  were  subjects  of 
Pius  IX. 

— The  Order  of  Mercy  in  London,  and  indeed  re- 
ligion itself,  has  recently  received  a  severe  blow  by  the 
death  of  the  reverend  Mother  Mary  Clare  Moore, 
one  of  the  first  companions  of  the  venerated  foun- 
dress of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy. 

— A  resolution  has  been  introduced  in  the  Min- 
nesota House  of  Representatives  which  provides  for 
an  amendment  to  the  Constitution,  authorizing  the 
Legislature  to  grant  an  equitable  share  of  the  school 
fund  to  all  free  parochial  schools. 

— A  Catholic  association  for  the  Sanctification  of 
Sunday,  called  L'CEuvre  du  Eepos  du  Dimanrfie,  has 
been  formed  in  Paris.  The  members  of  the  association 
bind  themselves  not  to  buy,  sell,  work,  nor  cause  work 
to  be  done  by  others  on  Sunday. 

— Very  Rev.  Father  Hecker,  Superior  of  the  Paulist 
Fathers,  had  an  audience  with  the  Holy  Father  on  the 
19th  of  last  month.  Father  Hecker  has  for  tMro  years 
been  travelling  abroad  for  his  health,  which,  we  are 
happy  to  hear,  is  somewhat  improved. 

—On  the  19th  of  March,  the  Feast  of  St.  Joseph,  the 
following  novices  made  their  Profession  in  the  Con- 
gregation of  the  Holy  Cross:  Brother  Julius  (Mr. 
John  Wall),  Brother  Bernard  (Mr.  Thomas  Fleming), 
Brother  Sulpicius  (Mr.  Louis  J.  Dubois). 

— "LONDON-,  March  16. — A  confidential  exchange  of 
views  in  regard  to  the  election  of  a  successor  to 
Pope  Pius  IX,  is  taking  place  between  Germany  and 
Italy."—  Ca ble.  Better  wait  till  Pius  IX  is  dead.  He 
may  yet  outlive  the  present  Governments  of  Germany 
and  Italy. — Catholic  Union. 

— Twenty-two  of  the  exiled  Sisters  of  Charity  from 
Mexico  have  found  a  home  and  a  welcome  in  the 
houses  of  their  Order  in  New  Orleans.  Forty  more 
arrived  in  San  Francisco  last  week.  The  whole  world 
is  their  home;  they  only  regretted  leaving  Mexico  be- 
cause of  their  orphans  and  sick. 

— Mr.  Eusrene  Cummiskey,  of  Philadelphia,  has  sent 
us  a  beautiful  and  life-like  chromo  portrait  of  the  re- 
nowned Father  Burke.  It  is  a  fine  specimen  of  chromo 
art,  and  the  best  picture  of  the  great  Dominican  we 
have  seen.  The  many  friends  and  admirers  of  Father 
Burke  will  be  glad  to  possess  it.  Size,  16x20.  Price  $2.30 


— The  Swiss  persecution  is  progressing  much  in  the 
same  manner  as  heretofore.  The  Parish  of  Montiers, 
near  Geneva,  has  about  fifty  Old  Catholics  to  fifteeu 
hundred  Catholics,  notwithstanding  which  the  Old 
Catholics  have  contrived  to  get  possession  of  the  only 
church,  and  now  use  it  as  their  own ;  whereas  the  Cath- 
olics are  obliged  to  attend  Mass  in  a  stable. 

—Certain  statistics  published  at  Berlin  show  how  the 
religious  orders  have  increased  in  Prussia  during  the 
last  twenty-five  years.  In  1873  there  were  in  Prussia 
1,037  monks  and  8,011  nuns.  In  Cologne  the  number 
of  monks  and  nuns,  in  1850,  was  only  272;  but  in  1873 
it  was  3,131.  In  Breslau  the  number  increased  from 
228  in  1850  to  1,458  in  1873;  in  Posen,from  10  to  337; 
in  Kulm,  from  8  to  191. 

— The  Camaldolese  monks  have  just  opened  a  monas- 
tery at  Antibes,  near  Nice,  France.  This  is  the  first 
monastery  of  their  own  which  they  have  established 
since  the  French  Revolution.  They  have  attached  to 
it  an  hospital  for  sick  and  delicate  priests  who  need 
change  of  air  and  a  mild  climate  during  the  winter 
months.  The  fathers  are  Frenchmen  who  have  been 
turned  out  of  their  monastic  home  in  Rome. 

— A  Papal  Brief,  in  answer  to  the  address  of  the  Ger- 
man Episcopate,  is  published.  It  declares  that  the 
Vatican  decrees  contain  nothing  which  alters  the  re- 
lations of  the  Pope  and  the  Roman  Catholics,  or  which 
can  afford  a  pretext  for  further  oppressing  the  Church 
and  interfering  with  the  election  of  the  next  Pope. 
It  endorses  the  statement  made  by  the  Bishops,  that 
judgment  as  to  the  validity  of  the  .Papal  elections 
appertains  to  the  Church  alone,  and  concludes  by  urg- 
ing the  Bishops  to  continue  to  resist  and  expose  the 
error- 

— The  Polish  residents  of  this  city,  in  that  love  for 
the  faith  which  distinguishes  them  in  their  own  land, 
and  upon  every  soil  that  they  have  trodden  in  exile, 
have  been  working  for  years  to  raise  funds  to  pur- 
chase a  building  for  Divine  worship.  Their  energy 
and  zeal  have  been  at  last  crowned  with  success.  Last 
week  they  bought  the  Lutheran  Church  on  the  corner 
of  Liberty  and  Cutter  streets.  It  will  be  immediately 
fitted  up  for  Catholic  worship.  The  depletion  of  Pro- 
testant congregations  has  become  so  great  that  it  is 
found  necessary  to  consoMdate  in  order  to  meet  ex- 
penses.— Cincinnati  Catholic  Telegraph. 

— Of  the  six  new  Cardinals,  two  are  Italian,  one 
French,  one  Polish,  one  English  and  one  American;  as 
follows:  Mgr.  Bartolini,  Archbishop  of  Sardia,  and 
Mt-r.  Giannelli,  Consultor  of  the  Roman  Court;  Mgr. 
Deschamps,  Archbishop  of  Mechlin,  and  Primate  of 
Belgium;  Mgr.  Leodochowski,  Archbishop  of  Posen 
and  Cologne;  Archbishop  Manning,  of  Westminster 
and  Archbishop  McCloskey  of  New  York.  The  illustri- 
ous Mgr.  Leodochowski,  as  is  well  known,  is  one  of 
the  victims  of  Bismark's  persecution,  and  has  been  con- 
fined in  a  Prussian  dungeon  at  Ostro\vo  for  more  than 
a  year.  Archbishop  Manning  is  known  everywhere  as 
a  Prelate  of  great  talent,  distinguished  virtues,  and 
untiring  zeal.  Our  own  Cardinal  is  an  American  by 
birth,  and  is  one  of  the  most -zealous,  holy,  and  most 
beloved  of  our  Prelates.  The  elevation  of  Archbishop 
McCloskey  to  the  Cardinalate  is  in  appreciation  of  his 
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great  virtues  and  to  honor  the  Church  in  the  United 
States.  America  is  proud  of  her  Cardinal.  Count 
Marefoskey  is  expected  to  arrive  soon  from  Rome  with 
the  official  notification  of  the  appointment,  in  com- 
pany with  Mgr.  R"iicetti.  who  brings  the  Cardinal's 
hat.  Archbish  >p  B.iyley  is  designated  to  couferit. 


Obituary. 

March,  6.— At  Cleveland,  V.  REV.  JAMES  CONLAN. 
March,  13.— At  touisville,  Ky.,  REV.  FATHEK  MONT- 

ARIOL. 
March,  15. — At  Richmond,  Va.,  STSTER  MART  ANGELA 

BELL.  Pequiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM   THE   10TH   TO  THE     17TH   OF   MARCH,    1875. 

One  hundred  and  fr'ty  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  forty-five  iiew  Associates  have 
been  enrolled;  conversion  lias  been  asked  for 
eighty-four  individuals  and  three  families;  sev- 
enty-five sick  persons  have  been  recommended; 
special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  ten  individ- 
uals, four  missions,  two  schools,  two  communities 
and  eight  families. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: 

A   REMARKABLE    CONVERSION. 

"About  two  months  ago  I  wrote  to  have  a  young 
man  enrolled  in  the  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  hoping  to  have  him  converted.  He 
was  the  son  of  a  widow,  whose  heart  he  had  nearly 
broken  with  his  bad  conduct.  For  nine  years  he  had 
not  been  to  confession,  and  when  his  mother  would 
ask  him  to  go  to  Mass  or  when  she  spoke  of  a  priest, 
he  would  curse  both  her  and  the  priest.  He  even, 
took  his  scapular  off  and  would  not  wear  it  for  her. 
She  is  a  very  pious,  good  woman,  and  never  ceased 
praying  for  her  wayward  child.  When  I  received  the 
medal  from  you,  my  daughter  took  it  to  him,  asking 
him  if  he  would  not  wear  it,  and  told  him  it  was  to 
keep  him  from  ever  meeting  with  a  sudden  death. 
He  said  to  please  her  he  would  wear  it  as  long  as  he 
lived.  His  mother  made  a  novena  and  went  to  Holy 
Communion  at  the  close  of  it.  We  have  had  a  mission 
here,  given  by  the  good  Jesuit  Fathers.  At  the  begin- 
ning of  the  mission  the  unfortunate  youth  would  not 
listen  to  anyone  who  would  ask  him  to  go  to  church; 
but  thanks  be  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  three 
days  after  having  received  the  medal  he  went  to 
church  and  attended  the  Mission.  His  poor  mother 
does  not  know  how  to  thank  our  Blessed  Mother  for 
having  sent  such  a  happiness  to  her,  and  yet  he  does 
not  know  anything  about  being  enrolled.  I  think  this 

is  a  miracle  too  good  not  to  let  you  know."  "  My 

Mother  has  recovered  from  a  most  dangerous  illness 
by  the  use  of  the  water.  During  her  sickness  she  had 
received  the  last  Sacraments." "I  am  very  thank- 
ful to  you  for  the  water  of  Lourdes,  which  you  sen 


me  last  fall.  It  has  cured  my  child's  eye,  thanks  be  to 
God  and  His  Blessed  Mother.  One  night  my  little 
girl  was  very  sick  and  in  a  raging  fever.  I  was 
afraid  she  was  going  to  take  convulsions;  I  gave  her 
a  few  drops  of  the  blessed  water,  and  she  fell  asleep 

and  slept  till  morning." "I  am  very  thankful  for 

the  vial  you  sent  me  last  November.  I  gave  some  to 
a  neighbor  who  kept  the  bed  for  six  months,  being 
prostrated  with  rheumatism ;  he  is  now  well,  and  able 
to  work  for  his  family.  The  water  has  also  worked 
miracles  in  my  own  family;  it  has  cured  my  little  boy 
of  the  croup.  We  thought  he  was1  breathing  his  last.  I 
gave  him  a  drop  of  the  blessed  water  and  he  was  cured." 
"  The  blessed  water  which  3-011  sent  me  almost  a  year 
ago  has  relieved  me  very  much  of  my  ailment,  for 
which  I  sincerely  offer  my  thanks  to  the  Blessed 
Mother,  and  to  you  for  having  the  prayers  of  the  Asso- 
ciation offered  in  my  behalf." "  Almiirhty  God  in 

His  mercy  has  conferred  a  great  favor  upon  my  hus- 
band, who  is  a  life-subscriber  to  Our  Lady's  paper.  He 
was  very  ill,  and  during  his  illness  received  Holy  Com- 
munion. I  obtained  some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  from 
the  good  Sisters  here  and  gave  him  a  little  every  day 
for  nine  days.  He  is  now  quite  well.".  .."Please  offer  a 
Mass  of  thanksgiving  to  our  dear  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  for  a  petition  granted.  Two  years  last  October 
a  loved  cousin  died  in  Paris,  France,  from  the  opera- 
tion of  a  tumor.  A  few  days  before  the  operation,  as 
she  was  very  pious,  she  made  every  arrangement  for 
her  death,  and  wrote  several  letters;  in  one  of  them,  to 
her  brother  (her  executor),  she  bequeathed  to  my  sis- 
ter and  myself  a  legacy  of  five  hundred  dollars  each  in 
a  most  solemn  manner.  As  we  were  not  mentioned  in 
her  will,  made  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  we  had  no  claim 
according  to  law.  I  sent  a  petition  to  you,  and  lately 
sent  one  to  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer.  On  the  29th  of 
February,  I  received  a  kind  letter  from  the  heiress,  en- 
closing the  checks  for  the  amount  to  each.  Thanks 
be  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  to  her  Divine 

Son!" "Rev.  Father,  I  received  the  holy  water 

sent  to  me  about  two  months  ago.  After  using  it 
three  days,  the  pain  I  suffered  in  my  eyes  was  entirely 
removed  "  ....  "I  used  some  of  the  water  on  one  of 
my  children.  His  eyes  were  closed  from  the  effect  of 
a  fever.  They  are  now  perfectly  cured." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association 
are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  members: 
THOMAS  D.  KIERNAN,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who 
departed  this  life  .on  the7ih  inst.,  fortified  with 
all  the  Sacraments  of  our  Holy  Clinrch;  Very 
REV.  JAMES  CONLAX,  of  Cleveland,  Ohio,  who  died 
March  6th;  MRS.  ANNE  MAGUIRE,  of  Philadelphia, 
Pa.,  who  died  Feb.  25th.  WILLIAM  W.  SHEPHARD, 
of  Jerseyville,  111.,  who  died  in  the  beginning  of 
March,  fortified  with  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church  ; 
MRS.  ELLEN  FENTON,  of  Xew  York  City,  who 
died  on  the  lltli  of  March,  after  having  received 
all  the  consolations  of  our  Holy  Church:  she 
died  a  truly  beautiful  and  happy  death.  MRS. 
ANXE  BARRY,  of  North  Adams,  Mass,  who  died 
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the  20th  of  November  last;  Mil.  M.  W.  COLE- 
MAN,  of  Allegheny  City,  who  died  about  a  month 
ago;  MR.  P.  SPALDING,  of  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  who 
died  the  21st  of  February:  Miss  MARY  McOAUTUY, 
MRS.  INRIGHT,  Miss  iNRiGirr.and  MR.  O'KEEFE, 
of  Wisconsin;  SKNOR  DON  JOSE  DB  JESUS  BEN- 
AVIDES,  MIGUEL  MANUEL  CAMEROS  and  ANTONIO 
CAMEROS,  MATIIIAS  ZIRVAS,  MARGARKT  ZIHVAS, 
MARIA  MAGDALENA  ZIRVAS,  MARIA  ANNA  BEN- 
AVIDES,  ANNA  MARIA  HERBEL,  all  of  Webb  Co., 
Texas ;  MR.  HENRY  STRATTON,  of  Petersburg,  Va , 
who  died  on  the  18th  of  Feb.,  and  forty-one  per- 
sons whose  names  are  not  mentioned. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 

NOTE.— We  have  been  again  obliged  to  defer  the 
sending  of  the  Lourdes  water,  ou  account  of  the  late 
cold  spell. 


Of  Good  Will. 


BT  MKS  M.  M.  WARDE. 

[CONCLUSION.] 

Quiet  Susie  helped  the  other  two  in  their  efforts 
to  bring  back  life  to  the  motionless  form ;  quiet 
Susie,  not  shedding  a  tear,  not  once  wringing  her 
hands,  but  going  about  all  the  anxious  tasks,  with 
mortal  fear  stamped  on  her  face,  agony  of  sorrow, 
such  as  you  might  see  in  a  woman's,  settled  in  her 
tearless  eyes.  Finally,  no  sign  of  life  appearing  in 
answer  to  all  their  cares,  the  old  lady  said,  in  a 
voice  of  dread : 

"  Howard,  dear,  I  am — I  am  afraid  it  is  the  end — 
what  are  we  to  do  ?" 

"Pray!"  cried  little  Tine,  her  voice  rising  like 
a  silver  trumpet;  "if  Mamma  is  dead  even,  God 
can  make  her  alive  again,  and  no  one  else  can  do 
that!" 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  was  the  instinct  of 
obedience  to  faith  that  must  live  in  true  Catholic 
hearts,  or  the  utter  helplessness  of  their  present 
grief  and  fear,  but,  as  if  it  were  a  command  from 
Heaven,  they  obeyed.  Tliey  knelt  instantly,  and 
in  solemn  silence,  around  the  beloved,  who  lay  as 
if  really  beyond  all  earthly  help.  I  think  now 
that  at  the  next  sound  which  broke  the  silence 
angels  must  have  entered,  as  at  an  irresistible  call, 
and  filled  the  humble  room.  For  it  was  Tine's 
child-voice,  in  tones  wrung  from  agony  such  as  a 
child-heart  seldom  feels. 

"  Oh  !  Baby-God  ! ''  she  cried — evidently  forget. 
*ul  of  the  presence  of  all  the  others,  absorbed  en- 


tirely in  the  persistence  of  her  prayer — "You  were 
God,  and  still  what  would  You  have  clone  without 
Your  Mother  when  You  came;  and  this  is  the  very 
night  You  came,  and  please  remember  how  You 
loved  her,  and  give  me  back  mine,  because  You 
loved  Your  own  so  much  !  " 

At  this,  so  simple  yet  almost  sublime  in  its 
force,  they  who  listened  wept  tears  that  they 
could  not  restrain;  and  Howard  thought  if  the 
prayer  so  touched  their  poor  human  hearts,  how 
much  more  must  it  touch  the  great  Heart  of  God. 
to  whom  it  was  so  earnestly  addressed,  for,  you 
know,  the  Heart  of  God,  is  quite  as  far  above  the 
capacity  of  ours,  in  love,  or  in  pity,  as  it  is  in 
power  or  justice.  Ah!  He  did  answer  it!  The 
closed  eyes  opened,  wandered  from  one  face  to 
the  other,  and  rested  on  Tine's  eager  one  gladly, 
fondly. 

"  My  Tiny,  my  pet ! "  murmured  the  inother-lips ; 
"  come  and  kiss  mamma ! " 

But  before  Tine  flew  to  obey  the  tender  command, 
she  clasped  her  hands  a  moment,  and  bowed  her 
golden  head. 

"Thank  You,  sweet,  sweet  Baby-God!"  she 
said;  "I  knew  You'd  know!"  Then  the  kiss  was 
given,  and  then  on  the  outside  air  arose  the  sol- 
emn and  joyful  sounds  that  announce  to  the 
Christian  world  the  hour  of  our  Savio.ur's  birth. 
Bell's  rang  triumphantly;  cannons  boomed  in 
victorious  conclave;  chimes  floated  out  on  the  air 
in  echoes  of  sweet  jubilee;  and  into  the  room 
where  bowed  those  hearts  happy  with  new  joy  of 
their  own,  these  sounds  came  with  all  the  force  of 
the  "  Venite  Aiore/nus,"  addressed  to  them,  alone, 
of  all  the  listening  world.  So  silence  marked 
their  answer  to  the  call — silence  in  which  they  were 
transported  in  spirit  to  the  Crib,  where,  at  that 
moment,  was  offered  the  adoration  of  all  the  wak- 
ing Christian  world.  At  the  end  of  this,  How- 
ard solemnly  exclaimed: 

"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high,  and  peace  on  earth  to 
men — " 

"  Of  good  will!"  softly,  spftly,  chimed  little  Tine's 
voice,  in  unison  with  his. 

"And  is  that  the  end?" 

Nearly,  my  clear  little  readers.  That  Christmas 
day  was  the  happiest  the  children  had  ever  seen, 
and  it  was  spent  in  the  little  brick  house — not  the 
grand  mansion,  to  which  they  were  taken  when 
their  mother  was  well  enough,  and  where  they  re- 
mained always  the  pets  and  the  sunshine  of  the 
great  house.  All  the  wonders  that  took  place  that 
clay  in  the  little  house  would  require  a  magic  pen 
to  describe,  for  they  were  brought  about  by 
money,  which,  all  will  admit,  is  a  magician.  How 
a  fabulous  Christmas-tree  appeared  for  Tine  and 
Susie,  loaded  with  just  the  particular  things  they 
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coveted  most;  how  a  sumptuous  dinner  rose,  like 
fairy-work,  upon  their  little  table,  served  on  silver 
and  china  and  Bohemian  glass,  by  attentive  serv- 
ants, who  said  "Miss  Susie"  and  "Miss  Tine"; 
how  the  mantel  bloomed  with  flowers,  and  the 
•walls  with  evergreens;  how,  when  the  children 
presented  their  gifts  to  mamma,  the  purse  had 
grown  corpulent  with  bank  notes,  and  the  needle- 
book  wouldn't  shut  for  the  same:  these  are  all 
things  I  for  one  will  not  try  to  describe.  You 
must  set  your  bright  imaginations  to  work  to  know 
them.  I  will  only  tell  you  a  little  talk  between 
Howard  and  Tine. 

"  Why  does  mamma  call  you  '  brother  Howard,' 
and  your  mother,  'mother'?"  she  said,  in  her 
earnest,  quick  way ;  "  and  how  was  she  lost,  for 
you  know  she  was  at  home  all  the  time  ?" 

"It  is  a  story,  little  Tine,  you 'cannot  entirely 
understand,  but  I  will  try  to  make  it  easy  and 
short.  Come,  Susie,  listen,  too,  little  woman." 
Susie  crept  close  to  his  side. 

"Long  ago,  your  dear  mamma  was  my  mother's 
little  girl,  and  she  loved  her  like  mamma  loves 
you  now.  And  a  stranger  came  and  coaxed  her 
to  love  him  best,  and  to  steal  away  from  her  mother 
and  stay  with  him." 

"Just  as  if  Susie  or  me'd  sneak  off  with  you, 
now?"  put  in  Tine. 

He  laughed. 

"Not  quite;  but  that  will  do  to  make  you  un- 
derstand. Well,  she  went,  and  neither  mother  nor 
I  never  knew  where;  and  he  got  tired  and  left  her, 
and  she  wandered  and  wandered,  till  she  found  her 
way  back  here;  but  we  didn't  know  that  till  God 
brought  us  here  last  night." 

"  Why,  I  love  you  awfully,"  cried  Tine,  honestly, 
"  but  I  wouldn't  have  gone  off  and  left  mamma, 
last  night,  even  if  you  had  asked  me ;  but,  then, 
you  didn't !  Who  was  the  stranger ! " 

"  Hush ! "  cried  Susie,  reddening. 

"No,"  said  he,  gravely,  "she  must  be  told,  Susie, 
that  herwonderful  power  of  prayer  maybe  exerted 
for  him.  Dear,  he  is  your  father,  and  your  mother 
loves  him  still ! " 

Tine's  eyes  dilated  to  the  utmost ;  she  looked  first 
at  him,  then  at  Susie,  then  straight  up  to  heaven. 

"  Dear  God ! "  she  said,  "  he  is  not  a  stranger  any 
more!"  Howard's  voice  was  very  husky,  as  he 
added : 

"And  the  end  of  the  story,  dear,  is,  you  are  to 
come  home  with  us  and  be  happy,  and  have  all 
you  want,  and  we  will  pray  that  God  may  yet  bring 
your  father  back." 

"And  that's  my  grandma!"  cried  Tine;  "and  I 
have  a  father,  somewhere ;  and  we'll  have  cake 
every  day ;  and  Susie  will  get  as  nice  dresses  as  me ; 
and — and — oh!  what  am  I  to  you?" 


He  held  her  very  close, — he  kissed  her  shining 
head: 

"  I  don't  know,  my  sweet,  what  it  can  be  called, 
on  earth  or  in  heaven,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  that 
came  from  the  very  inmost  depths  of  his  heart, 
"but  that  you  are  my  good  angel,  for  through  you 
God  has  sent  us  this  peace  to-day." 

"  Xo,"  said  the  little  child ;  "  He  sent  it  because 
last  night  you  were  of  good  -will,  and  the  angels, 
you  know,  promised  '  peace  on  earth  to  men  of  good 
will,'  and  oh!  God  wouldn't  break  the  angels' 
promise,  and  that's  all !  " 

[THE  END.] 
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— We  shall  begin  next  week  the  "Life  of  Mere 
Marie  de  la  Providence,"  written  for  the  "  AVE  MARIA," 
by  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton. 

— The  papers  on  the  "Angelus,"  which  we  were 
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next  number. 
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The  Angelas. 

"No.  XXIII. 

The  functions  of  the  bell  are  not  imaginary,  but 
real.  That  is  to  say,  in  virtue  of  the  blessing  be- 
stowed upon  it,  the  bell  has  the  power  of  produc- 
ing the  different  effects  of  which  we  are  about  to 
speak.  This  belief  belongs  to  Catholic  faith. 
Four  questions  and  their  answers  will  prove  this 
to  the  satisfaction  of  every  man  capable  of  con- 
necting two  ideas. 

Has  God  the  power  to  bless  ?  Has  He  exercised 
that  power?  Can  He  delegate  it?  Has  He  dele- 
gated it,  and  to  whom  ? 

1st.  Has  God  the  power  to  bless;  that  is,  to  give 
to  any  creature  a  particular  efficacy,  over  and 
above  its  natural  powers,  in  order  to  produce 
certain  effects  otherwise  impossible?  One  who 
would  refuse  to  acknowledge  such  power  in  God 
would  be  too  much  honored  by  any  reply:  his 
madness  would  be  evident. 

2nd.  Has  God  exercised  this  power?  Yes: 
since  the  very  beginning  of  the  world  this  power 
has  been  unceasingly  exercised.  Matter  is  inert. 
Plants,  for  example,  are  but  matter.  Whence  have 
they  the  faculty  of  reproduction?  From  the  bless- 
ing which  God  pronounced  upon  them  at  their 
creation.  He  said :  "  Let  the  earth  bring  forth  the 
green  herb,  and  such  as  may  seed  according  to  its 
kind :  and  it  was  so  done."  How  often  in  the  Old 
Testament  do  we  see  the  Lord  exercising  in  a  still 
more  sensible  manner  this  power  of  blessing!* 
He  attaches  to  a  piece  of  wood  the  virtue  of  ren- 
dering sweet  the  bitter  waters  of  Mora ;  f  to  the  rod 
of  Moses  the  power  of  causing  water  to  issue  from 
a  rock ;  \  to  the  brazen  serpent  the  power  of  heal- 
ing all  who  looked  upon  it.  § 

In  the  New  Testament,  He  orders  water  to  be- 


*  Gen.,  i,  11.      f  Exod.,  xv,  29,  44. 
§  Num.,  xxi,  8-9. 


\  Ibid.,  xvii,  6. 


come  wine,  and  it  obeys.  He  blesses  five  loaves 
and  two  fishes,  and  this  blessing  communicates  to 
them  the  miraculous  power  of  multiplying  them- 
selves so  as  to  suffice  to  nourish  five  thousand 
men. 

3d.  Can  God  delegate  this  power?  Why  not? 
In  this,  as  in  any  other  point,  who  has  the  right  to 
limit  the  Divine  power? 

4th.  Has  God  delegated  this  power  to  the  Church  ? 
Unless  we  would  believe  that  the  Catholic  Church, 
the  greatest  human  and  Divine  authority  upon 
earth,  has  for  the  last  eighteen  centuries  been  suf- 
fering under  mental  alienation,  the  answer  is  not 
doubtful.  The  Church  has  always  believed  and 
always  taught  that  she  has  this  power ;  and  ever 
does  she  exercise  it. 

Did  not  the  Son  of  God  promise  His  Apostles  to 
bless  their  words,  their  hands,  their  shadow  even, 
so  as  by  means  of  these  purely  natural  things  to 
produce  supernatural  effects;  such  as  the  healing 
of  the  sick  and  the  raising  of  the  dead  ?  Numerous 
and  striking  miracles  have  proved  the  reality  of 
this  benediction.  The  Church  possesses  the  same 
power  as  the  Apostles;  for  she  has  received  the 
same  mission,  and  the  same  Spirit  dwells  within 
her. 

We  come  now  to  speak  of  the  functions  of  the 
bell.  Let  itself  tell  them.  "  When  I  speak,  listen ; 
I  call  to  prayer,  come.  I  call  the  living,  I  bewail 
the  dead ;  I  break  the  lightning ;  I  praise  the  True 
God ;  I  assemble  the  faithful ;  I  unite  the  clergy  ;* 
I  banish  tempests ;  I  adorn  solemnities."  As  we 
have  seen  in  the  prayers  of  the  baptism,  these  dif- 
ferent functions  are  given  by  the  Church  to  the 
bell.  Among  them  there  is  one  which  the  savants 
of  the  nineteenth  century  have  made  the  subject 
of  their  attacks  and  ridicule.  I  mean  the  power 

*  Dum  trahor,  audite;  voco  vos  ad  sacra,  venite. 
Vivos  voco,  mortuos  plango,  fulgura  frango;  laudo 
Deum  vivum,  plebera  voco,  confrego  clerum;  defunc- 
tos  ploro,  nimbum  frego,  festaque  honoro. 
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given  to  the  bell  of  putting  demons  to  flight,  of 
warding  off  lightning,  and  dissipating  tempests. 
Ignorant  because  materialists,  and  materialists  be- 
cause of  their  ignorance,  these  men  see  in  the 
sound  of  the  bell  nothing  but  a  sound  like  any 
other;  and  in  the  vibrations  of  the  bell,  when 
sounded  during  a  storm,  nothing  but  a  disturbance 
of  the  air,  calculated  only  to  attract  the  lightning. 
They  do  not  know,  and  they  do  not  wish  to  know, 
that  the  human  race,  pagan  as  well  as  Chris- 
tian, has  al  ways  believed  that  the  air  with  which  we 
are  surrounded  is  inhabited  by  demons,  our  eter- 
nal enemies.*  In  their  implacable  hatred,  these 
wicked  beings  would  place  themselves  above  our 
heads  to  cut  off  all  communication  between  the 
Church  of  heaven  and  that  of  earth.  Who  will 
break  this  formidable  barrier,  put  to  flight  these 
legions,  and  so  open  a  passage  to  the  good  angels, 
that  they  may  come  to  defend,  here  below,  their 
future  companions  in  glory?  Who  will  deliver 
us  from  these  homicides,  whose  power  over  men, 
instead  of  diminishing,  is  ever  increasing  by  sin 
which  makes  us  their  slaves?  Our  Holy  Mother 
the  Church,  who  has  received  from  God  all  power 
to  defend  and  to  save  her  children.  She  will  pre- 
sent herself,  like  Daniel,  holding  in  her  hands  but 
a  weak  instrument,  attack  these  proud  Goliaths, 
and  deliver  the  people  of  God  from  their  hands 
by  her  prayers  and  ceremonies,  more  terrible  by 
reason  of  the  grand  mysteries  which  it  proclaims 
than  the  power  of  its  sounds.  At  the  signal  of  the 
intervention  of  the  God  of  armies  and  of  tern  pests  in 
favor  of  man,  terror  seizes  upon  these  proud  usurp- 
ers, and  hastily  they  betake  themselves  to  flight. 
"  When  the  sound  of  this  bell,"  says  the  Pontifical, 
traverses  the  clouds,  the  hand  of  the  angels  will 
protect  the  faithful:  Dum  Jivjus  vasculi  sonitus 
transient  per  nubila,  Ecclesia  tune  conventwn  ma- 
nus  conservet  angelica."  This  incontestable  power 
of  the  bell  over  the  demons  of  the  air  justifies  the 
virtue  it  has  of  dissipating  the  winds  and  clouds; 
of  sweeping  before  it  hail  and  lightning;,  of  ap- 
peasing tempests;  since  all  these  pernicious  influ- 
ences of  the  atmosphere  come  less  from  natural 
causes  than  from  malice  of  these  wicked  spirits. 

In  the  Ages  of  Faith  we  do  not  see,  as  we  do 
nowadays,  that  mysterious  malady  of  plants  which 
for  thirty  years  has  defied  all  the  resources  of  hu- 
man science;  nor  those  myriads  of  ravaging  in- 
sects, unknown  up  to  the  present  time,  and  come 
from  nobody  knows  where ;  nor  those  plagues,  more 
or  less  periodical,  which  cover  the  whole  earth 
with  mourning.  The  reason  is  very  simple :  our 


*  Hajc  omnium  doctorum  opinio  est,  quod  aer  iste, 
qui  coelum  et  terram  medius  dividens  inane  appellatur, 
plenus  sit  contrariis  formidinibus.  (S.  Hieron.  Ad 
Ephes.,c.  vi.) 


religious  ancestors  did  not  regard  the  consecra- 
tions and  invocations  of  the  Church  as  vain  formal- 
ities; neither  did  they  consider  as  useless  prac- 
tices the  use  of  holy  water  and  the  recitation  of 
the  Angelus. 

At  the  hour  of  danger,  these  true  Christians  re- 
curred with  confidence  to  some  one  of  these  Divine 
preservatives,  and  particularly  to  the  sound  of  the 
sacred  bell.  They  thus  made  their  first  cry  of 
alarm  heard  by  the  Heavenly  Father.  In  His  turn, 
the  Lord  would  not  remain  long  insensible  to  the 
voice  of  His  people,  and  often  the  sudden  cessation 
of  a  plague  announced  that  God  had  once  more 
saved  His  children.  When  will  there  be  a  return 
to  the  simple  and  innocent  faith  of  our  fathers  ? 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


The  Annunciation. 

As  when  across  a  darkened  room 

A  golden  sunbeam  strays, 
Myriads  of  tiny  motes  are  seen 

Disporting  in  its  rays, 

Such,  in  the  dread  Eternal's  sight, 

This  universe  appears, 
With  all  its  million  million  worlds, 

In  their  revolving  spheres! 

Ah  then!  what  thanks,  Incarnate  Lord, 

Do  I  not  owe  to  Thee, 
Who,  being  in  Thyself  so  high, 

Wast  made  so  low  for  me. 

And  what  must  be  Thy  majesty, 

Pure  Archangelic  Queen; 
Through  whom  the  Infinite  appeared 

Upon  the  finite  scene. 

O!  throned  in  power  and  splendor  high 

Above  all  human  praise, 
0!  Mother  of  my  Lord  and  God, 

Through  everlasting  clays, 

Pray  Him  in  whom  our  substance  sits 

At  Deity's  right  hand, 
That  I  my  littleness  may  feel, 

My  greatness  understand.  — CASWALL. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  IV.— (CONTINUED.) 
The  very  next  evening,  at  dinner,  after  the  des- 
sert was  brought  on,  and  the  servants  had  left  the 
room,  one  of  them  charged  with  a  message  to  the 
nursery,  that  "Edyth  was  to  go  to  her  aunt  Waite's, 
with  Barbara,  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  with  her 
cousin,  and  that  nurse  must  see  that  she  wore  her 
thick  shoes,  and  was  well  wrapped  up,"  she 
braced  herself  up  for  her  task. 
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That  the  exhibition  of  any  tender,  maternal  traits 
in  his  wife  should  give  Mr.  Weston  pleasure 
proved  the  rarity  of  them,  and  this  little  circum- 
stance lit  up  his  face  with  gratification ;  for,  after 
what  had  passed,  he  thought  she  was  at  last  awak- 
ening to  a  sense  of  her  duties,  and  that  there  was 
happiness  yet  in  store  for  him;  the  scowl  that  had 
for  clays  clouded  his  brow  cleared  off  and  select- 
ing a  large  and  delicious  cluster  of  Hamburg 
grapes,  he  leaned  over  and  laid  them  upon  her 
plate,  with  some  pleasant  remark  about  their  size 
and  fragrance. 

"Thanks!  they  are  lovely!  Do  they  come  from 
the  '  Westover '  grapery  ?  They  are  like  the  fruit 
one  sees  in  pictures?  And  so  delicious!  "  was  the 
gracious  reply.  Again  she  pleased  him,  for  "Wes- 
tover" and  his  graperies  there  were  quite  hobbies 
of  his.  Then  he  told  her  about  the  magnificent 
fruit  produced  by  his  dwarf  pear-trees,  as  large 
and  golden  as  the  apples  of  the  Hesperides,  and 
that  he  had  ordered  some  to  be  brought  in,  think- 
ing to  surprise  her. 

"There's  nothing  I  dote  on  half  so  much  as 
pears !  How  very  kind  of  you  to  think  of  me,  full 
of  business  cares  as  you  are !  What  a  blessing 
glass  is  to  the  lovers  of  good  fruits!" 

Then  they  fell  into  a  pleasant  chat  about  some 
Australian  plants  Mr.  Weston  had  imported  a 
year  previous,  and  several  rare  cacti  which  would 
bloom  within  four  or  five  weeks, — cacti  of  the 
night-blooming  species,  which  open  their  superb 
flowers  but  once  in  seven  years.  Mrs.  Weston  was 
enchanted  to  hear  of  them,  being  determined  in 
her  own  mind  to  find  out  exactly  when  they  might 
be  expected  to  open,  that  she  might  have  them  in 
among  the  floral  decorations  of  a  ball  she  intended 
giving,  if  she  could  so  manage,  for  she  knew  that 
they  would  be  the  greatest  novelties  of  the  season, 
and  she  envied  by  all  her  acquaintance  in  their 
possession.  At  length  the  opportunity  she  was 
waiting  for  presented  itself;  for,  after  a  little  pause 
in  the  conversation,  Mr.  Weston  remarked :  "  I 

hope  that  Ce ,  I  mean — I  hope  that  Sybil  is 

fond  of  flowers." 

"  I  am  sure  she  is ;  but  don't  you  think,  dear, 
that  it  is  time  for  Sybil  to  come  home?  She  is  a 
woman  grown  now,  and  a  very  pretty  one  too, 
and  unless  you  intend  her  for  the  cloister " 

"What!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Weston,  setting  down 
with  a  sudden  quickness  the  decanter  of  port  wine 
that  he  had  at  that  instant  taken  up  to  replenish 
his  glass.  "  I'd  rather  she'd  die  than  be  a  nun. 
Have  you  heard  from  my  daughter  lately  ?  Has 
anything  been  said  like  that?" 

"No:  I  have  heard  nothing;  but  you  know  that 
Sybil's  way  of  life  there  has  become  a  second  na- 
ture ;  she's  been  there  ever  since  she  was  three  or 


four  years  old,  I  understand  ;  and  as  she  has  never 
expressed  a  wish  to  come  home  to  live,  and  you 
none  to  have  her  come,  I  very  naturally  inferred, 
that  with  your  consent,  she  would  some  day  take 
the  veil,"  observed  Mrs.  Weston,  with  an  air  of 
unconcern  as  natural  as  if  every  word  she  said  was 
true. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Weston,  after  a  few  moments' 
thoughtful  silence,  "  I  am  not  surprised  at  your 
having  such  nonsensical  thoughts.  The  fact  is,  I 
am  so  overwhelmed  with  business-matters  that  I 
lost  sight  of  the  fact  that  Sybil  must  be  grown  up 
by  this  time ;  for  although  I  have  seen  her  at  inter- 
vals, I  have  never  accustomed  myself  to  think  of 
her  except  as  a  little  child.  I  suppose  I  was  wait- 
ing to  be  reminded  by  her  aunt,  or  yon,  or  herself, 
that  it  was  time  for  her  to  come  home  and  take  her 
place  in  the  world  as  my  eldest  daughter."  Mr. 
Weston  spoke  in  slow,  measured  tones,  as  if  unrav- 
elling thoughts  quite  new  to  him. 

"  Oh,  as  for  myself,  Mr.  Weston,  I  laid  it  down 
as  one  of  the  rules  of  my  life  when  we  were  mar- 
ried never  to  meddle  in  Sybil's  affairs;  a  step- 
mother, you  know,  is  never  safe  to  do  as  she  may, 
even  when  she  is  right;  and  I  should  not  have 
spoken  now,  but  that  I  have  been  asked  a  great 
many  questions  lately,  by  your  old  friends,  whom 
I  meet  now  and  then,  about  Sybil;  and  I  really 
wished  to  know  how  I  should  answer  them,  for  it 
placed  me,  being  your  wife,  in  a  very  embarrass- 
ing position." 

"Very  naturally.  I  am  so  glad  that  you  men- 
tioned the  subject.  I  will  send  for  Sybil.  I  will 
write  this  evening  for  her  to  be  sent  home  imme- 
diately.". 

"They  will  send  one  of  their  lay-sisters  with  her 
if  you  request  it,  dear,  and  pay  her  expenses.  I 
don't  think  it  will  be  proper  for  Sybil  to  travel 
alone,  such  a  distance,  and  part  of  the  way  by 
stage  coach." 

•'  Certainly,  certainly;  thank  you  for  the  sugges- 
tion, rn^  dear." 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  very  glad  she  is  coming  home !  It 
will  make  everything  bright  and  pleasant;  one 
won't  care  so  much  then  about  going  out.  It  will 
be  delightful.  Must  I  see  about  furnishing  the 
room  that  you  named  for  her  when  you  built  the 
house?" 

"  I  had  forgotten  that,"  said  Mr.  Weston,  warm- 
ing into  pleasant  anticipations  as  his  wife  spoke 
"Has  it  never  been  furnished?" 

"  No  indeed.  I  did  not  urge  it,  because  I  thought 
it  would  be  better  to  wait  until  Sybil  came  home? 
that  everything  might  be  new  and  fresh." 

"  Kindly  thought  of.  Get  whatever  you  please. 
I  suppose  I  can  afford  to  waste  a  little  money  on 
the  occasion  of  my  eldest  daughter's  return.  I  am 
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really  very  much  obliged  to  you,  Anne,  for  remind- 
ing me  that  Sybil  is  no  longer  a  child,"  said  the 
banker,  experiencing  as  much  happiness  at  the 
thought  of  having  her  home  as  it  was  in  his  na- 
ture, crusted  over  as  it  was  by  love  of  gain,  to  feel. 

"  Dear  child !  I  am  thankful  that  there  is  no  im- 
pediment to  my  devoting  myself  entirely  to  her 
enjoyment;  for  Edyth  will  be  in  the  nursery  for 
sometime  to  come,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  delighted 
with  success,  and  now  plunging  into  deeper  sound- 
ings, for  she  had  not  yet  come  to  the  gist  of  the 
matter,  and  did  not  know — thinking  of  their  re- 
cent unpleasantness — what  conditions  or  restric- 
tions her  husband  might  see  fit  to  impose  when 
his  daughter  came  home. 

"Yes!  yes!  I  understand!"  he  answered,  with 
a  grim  smile;  "I  am  glad  that  it  is  so;  there'll  be 
no  rivalries  to  make  it  uncomfortable  between 
them-  My  daughter  must  of  course  make  her  de- 
but in  your  world ;  I  imagine  that  it  will  be  proper 
for  her  to  do  so ;  and  I  give  you  carte-blanche  for 
whatever  expenditure  may  be  necessary;  but  be 
prudent,  Anne,  for  people  say  that  a  war  with  the 
South  is  inevitable;  stocks  of  all  description  are 
continually  fluctuating;  in  fact  the  signs  of  the 
times  threaten  a  great  financial  panic,  which  may 
be  upon  us  before  we  know  where  we  are." 

"I  wouldn't  think  so  much  about  panics  and 
things,  if  I  were  you :  I  don't  think  it  caii  be  good 
for  your  digestion,  dear,  and  you  know  that  when 
the  acids  and  bile  are  all  stirred  up,  one  always 
has  a  burden  of  despondency  by  day,  and  visions 
by  night,  quite  enough  to  turn  one's  blood  to 
gall,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  laughing. 

"I  am  never  troubled  with  indigestion. — for 
which  I  cannot  be  too  thankful ;  but  we  have  to 
watch  the  signs  of  the  financial  atmosphere,  and 
if  they  threaten  a  storm  we  must  prepare  for  it  in 
time,  or  go  down  when  it  comes,"  he  said,  while 
a  gray  look  of  care  came  into  his  countenance. 

"Let  us  hope  for  the  best;  'Weston,  Banker,'  is 
not  built  on  sandy  foundations,  and  that's  all  I 
know  about  it.  Now  let  us  go  back  to  Sybil,  clear. 
On  second  thought,  it  will  be  better,  I  imagine,  to 
delay  her  return  until  everything  is  in  readiness 
for  her.  I  wish  her  to  find  everything  so  lovely 
and  attractive  here  that  she  won't  get  homesick 
about  the  convent." 

"  When  shall  I  say  ? " 

"  In  about  a  fortnight  from  to-day.  Let  me  see : 
that  will  bring  it  about  the  25th,"  said  Mrs. 
Weston, 'counting  her  fingers  rapidly;  "by  that 
time  all  my  arrangements  will  be  completed. 
How  will  you  spend  the  evening,  dear  ?  Shall  I 
read  the  papers  to  you,  or  sing,  or  what? " 

"What!  not  going  out?"  said  the  banker,  with  a 
flush  of  surprise  and  pleasure  in  his  face.  "  Really 


I  am  at  a  loss  what  to  ask  for,  but  think  I  shall  be 
satisfied  to  sit  and  look  at  you,  it  is  so  rarely  that 
I  have  that  gratification." 

"Don't  be  sarcastic:  it  spoils  the  compliment." 

"  I  did  not  intend  to  be  so.  I  am  content  to 
have  a  quiet  home  evening  with  you,  Anne;  and 
when  you  are  tired  of  my  dulness  perhaps  you 
won't  object  to  whist." 

Mrs.  Weston  hated  whist,  but  she  only  said : 
"  With  pleasure,  whenever  you  are  ready,"  opened 
the  card-table  and  set  everything  in  readiness  for 
her  husband's  favorite  amusement;  construing 
the  situation  by  degrees  of  comparison  as  she  did 
so:  Home  dull;  an  evening  alone  with  Mr.  Weston, 
more  dull ;  whist,  the  stupidest  and  most  dull  of 
all;  but  she  could  endure  it  this  once,  when  there 
was  so  much  excitement  and  pleasure  in  store  for 
her  in  the  future. 

The  servants  came  in  to  clear  the  dinner-things 
away, — well-trained,  orderly  servants,  who  per- 
formed their  duties  as  by  scientific  rules,  entering 
and  going  noiselessly — leaving  nothing  out  of 
place,  touching  the  great  lumps  of  sea-coal  in 
the  polished  grate  just  at  the  right  moment  to 
make  them  crumble  and  blaze,  spreading  the 
damp  evening  papers  on  the  wire  rack  near  the 
fire,  to  dry,  and  placing  two  lighted  wax  candles 
on  Mr.  Westou's  reading  stand,  the  last  thing,  I 
knowing  that  he  preferred  them  to  the  tremulous 
flicker  of  the  gas  to  ^ead  by.  He  glanced  over 
the  stock-exchange  reports  first,  then  over  the 
stormy  Congressional  proceedings,  in  which  he 
saw  not  the  least  sign  of  mutual  concession :  both 
were  unsatisfactory  in  the  extreme;  but  he  felt 
that  it  would  be  ungracious  to  his  handsome  wife, 
who  had  voluntarily  relinquished  some  agreeable 
engaegment  to  make  his  evening  pass  pleasantly, 
to  sit  there  glowering  and  boding  over  events  that 
might  yet  by  some  happy  chance  be  averted ;  then 
he  allowed  himself  to  be  entertained,  or  seem  to  be. 
But  it  was  a  great  drag  to  Mrs.  Weston ;  the  sub- 
jects that  interested  each  of  them  being  so  entirely 
antithetical  that  any  thing  like  sympathetic  rapport 
was  simply  impossible.  Then  whist — no  talking 
now  to  her  great  relief — so  she  played  badly,  as  a 
substitute,  knowing  how  much  enjoyment  her  hus- 
band had  in  winning  the  game;  and  was  planning 
the  upholstering  of  Sybil's  room,  and  the  course  of 
the  season's  campaign  all  the  time,  which  relieved 
her  mind  of  half  the  tedium  of  the  evening's  in- 
finite dulness. 

Mrs.  Weston  paid  a  flying  visit  to  Mrs.  Waite 
the  next  day,  to  impart  the  intelligence  that  Sybil 
was  certainly  coining  home  in  two  weeks  to  re- 
main ;  that  great  preparations  were  to  be  made  for 
her  debut,  and  the  house  was  to  be  extremely  gay: 
so  that  she  must  not  take  it  ill  if  she  did  not  see 
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her  for  some  time,  knowing  how  much  she  had  on. 
her  hands. 

"  God  forbid,"  thought  Mrs.  Waite,  as  her  fash- 
ionable relative  drove  from  her  door,  "  that  Ce- 
cilia's child  should  be  made  a  worldling  of!  I 
would  rather  she  had  died  in  her  sinless  infancy. 
But  why  should  I  be  in  dread,  when  with  her  dy- 
ing lips  her  mother  confided  her  to  the  protection 
of  Our  Blessed  Lady;  and  is  now  doubtless  in  those 
abodes  of  peace,  where  her  prayers  will  be  effica- 
cious for  the  preservation  of  her  child's  innocence. 
But,  oh !  the  trial  of  such  temptations  to  one  so 
young  and  untried  I  "  Mrs.  Waite  sighed,  but  she 
could  not  avert  anything  of  the  dangers  that  were 
thickly  sown  in  the  way  of  Sybil's  future;  she 
could  only  offer  prayers  for  her  security,  and, 
trusting  ia  the  promises  of  God,  hope  for  the  best 


The  Cross  in  the  Wood. 

Outlined  against  the  western  sky 
A  Cross  familiar  meets  my  eye, 

A  perfect  cross-shaped  tree; 
By  nature's  constant  care  and  skill, 
Its  branches  grew  at  her  sweet  will. 
Forming  the  sacred  symbol,  till 

The  finished  Cross  we  see. 

It  is  not  near  my  home ;  I've  strayed 
In  fancy  only  to  its  shade,— 

I  could  not  find  its  site; 
'Tis  somewhere  in  a  distant  wood, 
A  sort  of  sylvan  solitude, 
But  where  it  can  be  clearly  viewed 

By  me,  from  morn  till  night. 

The  seasons  come  and  go;  my  tree, 
Still  cruciform, -through  all  I  see, 

'Mid  elemental  jars: 

Though  decked  with  crystal  radiance  rare, 
Though  swept  by  tempests  brown  and  bare, 
Or  clothed  with  emerald  foliage  fair, 

No  change  the  symbol  mars, 

I  see  it  in  the  moon's  bright  rays, 
Like  a  fair  altar  all  ablaze, 

With  an  empyreal  sheen ; 
And  I  remember  'tis  the  time, 
When  over  earth  in  every  clime, 
For  the  true  Sacrifice,  sublime 

Faith's  Calvaries  are  seen. 

Oft  through  the  day,  0  steadfast  tree! 
I  look  across  the  fields  to  thee, 

And  long  to  seek  thy  shade; 
When  petty  spite,  wrong's  cruel  heir, 
Ungenial  converse,  teasing  care, 
And  menial  tasks  that  vex  and  wear, 

Like  an  armed  host  invade. 

As  erst  imperial  Constantino 
Saw  luminous  that  sacred  Sign 
Bright  flashing  over  heaven, 
So  doth  that  bright  tree  crciform, 


Teach  me  to  conquer  when  the  storm 
Of  sin's  wild  agents  round  me  swarm,— 

And  strength  Divine  is  given. 
And  one  sweet  lesson  thou  dost  teach, 
Fair  tree,  my  wounded  heart  to  reach, 

These  words  I  seem  to  hear: 
"  They  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait"; — 
I  think  of  this  with  mind  elate, 
When  prone  to  murmur  at  my  fate, 

So  desolate  and  drear. 
Perchance  no  other  eye  but  mine 
Has  ever  marked  the  sacred  Sign, 

Set  in  that  lonely  wood; 
I,  privileged  alone  may  be, 
The  sweet  significance  to  see, 
Revealed  by  that  mysterious  tree, 

Alone  of  multitude. 
It  matters  not ;  .upraised  wert  thou, 
I  need  not  question  when  or  how, 

Or  why  placed  there  by  Heaven; 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  know, 
Thou  hast  a  power  to  teach  and  show, 
That  beautiful  each  cross  may  grow, 

To  every  mortal  given. 
And  with  thee  deeper  meaning  lies, 
And  thoughts  far  holier  arise, 

That  thrill  my  soul  with  awe; 
Thou  dost  recall  that  "  noblest  tree," 
Raised  on  the  Mount  of  Calvary, 
Where  hung,  in  mortal  agony, 

The  God  whom  we  adore. 
I  looked  upon  the  thorn-crowned  Head, 
Low  drooping  on  that  cruel  bed, 

The  veiling  eyes  I  see, 

Turned  earthward  through  the  gathering1  haze, 
To  overspread  with  life's  last  rays, 
And  on  His  best  beloved  to  gaze, 

Who  stood  beneath  that  tree. 
I  see  the  white  lips  faintly  part, 
His  voice  once  more  thrills  the  pierced  heart> 

Once  more  He  calls  the  name 
To  all  so  precious  and  so  dear, — 
MOTHER; — she  lists  intent  to  hear, 
What  words  seek  her  attentive  ear, 

What  is  His  last  life  claim. 

We  know,  dear  Mother,  His  last  care 
Was  this,  that  we  with  Him  might  share 

Thy  sweet  maternal  love ; 
Although  transfixed  with  sorrow's  dart, 
That  mandate  from  his  broken  Heart, 
Hath  bound  with  links  that  cannot  part 

Our  souls  to  thee  above. 


Oh,  blessings  shield  thee,  lovely  tree! 
May  sunshine  o'er  thee  lovingly, 

With  purest  lustre  shine; 
And  when  day's  "  garish  hours"  have  fled, 
May  night  her  gentlest  dewdrops  shed, 
Where  wide  thy  mystic  branches  spread, 

And  show  Redemption's  sign.  A.  M.  G. 

CKOMPTOST,  March  3. 
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The  Life  of  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 

It  is  not  without  emotion  that  an  English  Cath- 
olic authoress  takes  up  her  pen  to  write  for  the 
first  time  in  an  American  Journal,  and  one  especi- 
ally devoted  to  the  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mother  of  God.  For  some  years  past,  the  writer  of 
the  following  sketch  has  derived  consolation  and 
pleasure  from  the  thought  that  her  works  have 
found  acceptance  with  the  Catholics  of  the  United 
States,  and  has  indulged  a  hope  that  they  may 
have  obtained  for  her  unknown  friends  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Atlantic. 

It  is  both  a  joy  and  an  honor  to  be  permitted  to 
contribute,  even  in  the  slightest  measure,  to  the 
great  work  which  is  going  on  in  the  New  "World, 
and  of  which  the  development  of  Catholic  litera- 
ture forms  no  insignificant  portion. 

The  Essay — the  Tale — the  Journal — makes  its 
way  into  many  a  dark  corner  of  the  moral  wilder- 
ness of  conscious  or  unconscious  unbelief,  into 
which  no  living  tone  can  penetrate,  dispelling 
clouds  of  error,  opening  the  eyes  of  the  blind, 
awakening  new  perceptions  and  stirring  up  latent 
energies  in  souls  scarcely  aware  of  what  God  de- 
mands in  these  days  of  the  children  of  the  Church. 
Catholic  literature  fights  the  world  with  its  own 
chosen  weapons;  and  if  there  is  danger  in  wield- 
ing a  power  so  often  and  so  terribly  misused,  there 
are,  we  may  trust,  guardian  angels  guiding  the 
pens  of  those  who  lay  themselves  at  God's  feet, 
to  be  sanctified  and  blest  as  instruments  in  His 
service. 

The  subject  I  have  selected  for  my  first  offering 
to  the  pages  of  Our  Lady's  Journal  is  intimately 
connected  with  devotion  to  that  Holy  Mother,  for 
Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence  is  the  Foundress  of 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls:  and  is  not  Mary, 
the  Mother  of  God,  the  first  of  their  Helpers?  Is 
she  not  the  Queen  of  Purgatory,  as  well  as  the 
Queen  of  Heaven  ?  On  the  Feast  of  her  glorious 
Assumption  athrill  of  joy  runs  through  that  region 
of  holy  suffering,  and  the  light  of  her  smile  greets 
every  soul  for  which  the  prayers  of  her  children 
on  earth  have  unlocked  the  gates  of  Paradise. 

Devotion  to  the  souls  departed  is  a  feeling  nat- 
tural  to  all  Christians.  Even  those  outside  the 
Church  experience  an  instinctive  emotion  at  the 
thought  of  prayers  for  the  dead ;  even  though  they 
do  not  believe  in  their  efficacy,  the  sentiment  is 
universal;  but  even  when  it  is  founded  on  faith 
it  does  not  always  bear  the  fruits  it  ought  to  pro- 
duce. Few  there  are  who  steadily,  fervently  and 
perseveringly  act  on  their  convictions  in  this  re. 


spect.  The  dead  are  too  often  neglected,  even  by 
those  who  fondly  loved  them  on  earth.  So  thought 
the  chosen  soul  whom  God  inspired,  some  twenty 
years  ago,  to  found  the  Congregation  of  the  Help- 
ers of  the  Holy  Souls.  The  following  pages  will 
present  a  sketch  of  her  life  and  of  her  work. 

Should  this  simple  record  of  what  one  valiant 
woman  effected  during  a  brief  period  of  years,  in 
our  own  times,  and  without  any  other  resources 
than  an  ardent  faith,  a  strong  will,  and  a  devoted 
heart,  inspire  some  American  reader  with  the 
thought  of  working  like  her  for  the  holy  souls,  of 
treading  in  her  footsteps,  and  of  implanting  on  the 
soil  of  the  New  World  this  recent  blossom  of  Chris- 
tian charity,  this- fresh  development  of  Catholic 
devotion,  this  embodiment  into  a  Religious  Order 
of  one  of  the  dearest  solicitudes  of  the  Church,  the 
prayer,  the  hope,  and  the  end  of  the  writer  will  be 
abundantly  fulfilled. 

CHAPTER  I. 
EUGENIE'S  CHILDHOOD*. 

Eugenie  Smet  was  born  at  Lille,  in  France,  on 
the  Feast  of  the  Annunciation,  1825.  Her  father, 
M.  Henry  Smet,  was  a  highly-respected  citizen  of 
the  town  ;  and  her  mother,  Mile.  Pauline  de  Mont 
d'Niver,  belonged  to  an  ancient  and  noble  family 
in  Picardy. 

The  position,  the  ample  means,  as  well  as  the 
moral  and  social  qualities  of  her  parents,  combined 
to  make  her  home  as  bright  and  happy  a  one  as  pos- 
sible. She  was  beloved  by  her  numerous  rela- 
tives. The  world  smiled  upon  her  from  her  in- 
fancy. She  would  not  have  exchanged  her  lot  for 
any  other  upon  earth.  No  sorrows,  no  ill  usage, 
no  bereavement  or  disappointments,  clouded  her 
early  days.  She  was  a  strong,  healthy,  high- 
spirited  and  highly-gifted  girl,  who  enjoyed  to  the 
utmost  the  genial  atmosphere  of  affection  and 
kindness  in  which  she  lived,  the  society  of  loving 
friends,  the  beauties  of  nature, and  all  the  innocent 
pleasures  of  existence.  But  even  in  the  gay  hours 
of  her  happy  childhood  a  Divine  voice  spoke  to 
her  heart  of  the  sufferings  which  were  to  become 
the  object  of  her  lifelong  solicitude. 

She  was  scarcely  more  than  an  infant  when  the 
idea  of  Purgatory  laid  hold  of  her  mind.  She 
used  to  picture  it  to  herself  as  a  dark  room,  in 
which  a  little  friend  of  hers  who  had  lately  died 
was  perhaps  shut  up,  whilst  she  was  running  about 
amongst  the  flowers  in  the  bright  sunshine;  and 
she  longed  to  open  the  door  and  to  let  her  out. 

When  a  little  older,  as  she  was  bounding  along 
one  day  at  the  head  of  a  troop  of  young  compan- 
ions, in  hot  pursuit  of  butterflies,  she  suddenly 
stopped  short,  and  remained  pensive  and  motion- 
less. The  other  children  gathered  around  her, 
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anxious  to  know  what  was  occupying  her.  Roused 
from  her  fit  of  abstraction,  she  said :  "  Do  you 
know  what  I  was  thinking  of?"  As  none  of  them 
guessed,  she  exclaimed:  "Tell  me,  if  one  of  our 
playfellows  was  shut  up  in  a  fiery  prison,  and 
that  by  saying  a  few  words  we  could  let  her  out, 
should  we  not  be  sure  to  do  it?"  There  wus  a 
pause;  no  one  could  understand  what  she  was 
driving  at.  "The  Holy  Souls,"  she  went  on  to 
say, "  are  shut  up  in  a  prison  of  fire;  the  good  God 
would  let  them  out  if  we  prayed  for  them :  why 
don't  we  pray  for  those  poor  souls  ?  " 

Thus  early  did  the  thought  haunt  her  mind 
which  was  to  take  hereafter  a  definite  shape  and 
influence  her  whole  life.  Even  though  the  next 
bright-winged  butterfly,  darting  by  the  little 
pleader  for  the  Holy  Souls,  dispelled  the  solemn 
vision,  and  sent  her  scampering  over  the  daisied 
field,  we  cannot  but  discover  in  this  little  inci- 
dent the  germ  of  a  vocation,  so  strongly  dawning 
amidst  the  wild  glee  of  a  childish  heart. 

Another  trait  of  the  future  foundress's  early  days 
suggests  the  same  idea.  Her  hair  had  sometimes 
to  be  dressed  in  the  complicated  manner  which 
was  then  in  fashion.  Every  successive  generation 
has  to  endure  a  certain  amount  of  physical  suffer- 
ing, in  compliance  with  the  reigning  absurdity  of 
the  moment,  which  if  it  was  practised  as  a  pen- 
ance would  excite  in  some  cases  compassion  and 
in  others  ridicule. 

The  intense  discomfort  we  see  persons  going 
through  in  endeavoring  to  balance  themselves  on 
the  high-heeled  shoes  now  in  vogue,  makes  one 
sometimes  wonder  how  far  this  absolute  submis- 
sion to  the  caprices,  of  fashion  might  extend,  and 
whether  sensible  women  would  obey,  if,  from 
those  mysterious  sources  whence  the  word  of  com- 
mand proceeds  in  such  matters,  an  intimation  was 
given  that  the  Chinese  habit  of  compressing  the 
feet — so  as  to  make  walking,  not  difficult,  but  im- 
possible— was  to  be,  for  a  time,  the  law  of  the 
world  of  fashion. 

At  the  time  we  are  writing  of,  the  head,  instead 
of  the  feet,  was  subjected  to  a  painful  ordeal;  and 
to  an  eager,  restless  child,  the  constraint  of  this 
elaborate  process  amounted  to  a  real  suffering, 
which  sometimes  drew  tears  from  her  eyes.  Eu- 
genie's nurse,  concerned  at  the  pain  she  was  in- 
flicting on  her  young  charge,  would  say:  "Shall 
I  leave  off,  my  dear?"  "No,  no,"  the  little  girl 
answered, "  go  on  " ;  and  then  was  heard  speaking 
to  herself,  and  saying  in  a  loud  voice:  "It  is  for 
the  souls  in  Purgatory ! " 

Whence,  but  directly  from  God, — who  had 
chosen  her  as  an  instrument  of  mercy  to  wards  His 
loved  and  suffering  creatures, — could  have  arisen 
this  spontaneous  and  abiding  solicitude  for  the 


Holy  Souls,  so  early  evinced,  so  independent  of 
personal  feelings,  so  apparently  at  variance  with 
the  brightness  of  her  early  lot,  and  the  joyous 
temperament  with  which  nature  had  endowed 
this  child  of  prosperity  ? 

Those  who  knew  her  in  youth,  as  well  as  those 
who  were  intimately  acquainted  with  her  in  after- 
years,  could  not  but  feel  that  her  vocation  had  all 
the  marks  of  a  Divine  mission,  so  singularly  out 
of  keeping,  if  we  may  use  that  expression,  did  its 
solemn  and  mournful  import  appear  with  the 
tenor  of  her  early  life  and  the  gaiety  of  her  char- 
acter. 

When  we  hear  of  a  vocation  to  a  life  of  prayer, 
labor  and  suffering  in  behalf  of  departed  souls,  the 
first  thought  which  suggests  itself  is  that  of  a 
heart  broken  by  some  agonizing  bereavement,  or 
full  of  intense  anxiety  as  to  the  fate  of  some  be- 
loved one,  which  can  only  find  relief  in  continual 
appeals  to  God's  merciful  goodness;  of  one  dead 
to  all  earthly  joys,  and  following  with  yearning 
solicitude  the  spirit  of  a  relative  or  a  friend,  dearer 
than  life  itself,  to  that  mysterious  region  beyond 
the  grave,  over  which  it  broods  with  impassioned 
tenderness. 

True  it  is  that  many  who  have  joined  the  Order 
Eugenie  founded  have  been  mourners  of  this  de- 
scription, who  have  sought  and  found  in  it,  what 
nothing  on  earth  could  have  given  them,  patience 
for  the  weary  length  of  a  life  they  once  trembled 
to  contemplate. 

But  much  as  the  special  devotion  of  this  new 
family  of  religious  souls  adapts  itself  to  the  spir- 
itual needs  of  mourners,  there  is  something  beau- 
tiful in  the  thought  that  she  who  was  to  lead  the 
way  in  the  path  of  heroic  devotion  to  the  Holy 
Souls  gave  no  blighted,  no  aching  heart  to  that 
new  work  of  supernatural  mercy  which  she  con- 
ceived and  achieved.  We  might  borrow  a  line 
from  one  of  the  poets,  and  say  that  her  bark  was 
launched  on  the  stream  of  life  with  "Youth  at  the 
prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  helm."  A  wonderful 
love  of  God  and  of  His  creatures,  and  no  personal 
affliction,  pointed  to  the  place  of  expiation,  to  that 
scene  of  devout  suffering,  where,  St.  Catherine  of 
Genoa  tells  us,  the  pain  is  beyond  human  experi- 
ence,— but,  oh,  may  she  be  blessed  for  saying  it, 
and  most  blessed  be  our  Father  in  Heaven  for  per- 
mitting her  to  say  it — where  there  is  likewise  a  joy 
beyond  what  we  can  imagine.  Our  nearest,  though 
still  remote,  conception  of  it  is  the  happiness  of  the 
martyrs  amidst  excruciating  torments.  But  they 
had  not  seen  God  for  one  brief  instant,  and  then 
felt  what  it  was  to  lose  the  bliss  of  that  vision. 

When  our  Divine  Lord  has.  marked  out  a  soul 
for  a  special  purpose,  He  confers  upon  it  certain 
gifts,  which  are  the  preludes,  the  tokens,  and  usu. 
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ally  the  means,  by  which  it  effects  its  appointed 
work.  The  singular  gift  which  enabled  Eugenie 
to  fulfil  her  mission  in  its  practical  development, 
was,  like  that  mission  itself,  indicated  in  her  child- 
hood. This  gift  was  an  unbounded,  firm,  invaria- 
ble, bold,  faithful,  daring  reliance  on  Divine 
Providence.  Her  whole  course  was  a  visible  illus- 
tration, a  perpetual  homage,  to  the  existence  of 
that  sacred  attribute  of  God — scoffed  and  derided 
by  Infidels,  lovingly  adored  and  proclaimed  by 
His  children. 

The  first  time  that  she  distinctly  remembered 
having  made  an  earnest  appeal  to  Providence  Avas 
at  the  age  of  eleven,  when  she  was  at  the  school  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  at  Lille.  She  took  the  greatest 
delight  at  that  time  in  all  the  ceremonies  of  Divine 
worship.  From  her  seat  in  the  Convent  Chapel, 
which  was  close  to  the  sanctuary,  she  could  see 
the  altar,  and  gaze  on  the  Tabernacle  to  her  heart's 
content.  Great  was  her  despair  one  day  when  the 
nun  at  the  head  of  her  class  announced  that  on 
the  occasion  of  an  approaching  festival  those  of 
the  pupils  who  were  not  provided  with  white 
dresses  would  have  to  give  up  the  front  seats,  and 
sit  behind  the  others,  in  order  not  to  spoil  the 
general  effect.  Eugenie's  heart  sank  within  her. 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  that  was  the  very  one 
on  which  she  cared  most  to  have  a  full  view  of  the 
sanctuary. 

There  seemed  no  help  for  it.  Her  parents  were 
in  the  country.  There  was  no  time  to  write  home 
for  a  white  dress.  It  suddenly  occurred  to  her 
that  in  this  emergency  her  dear  Divine  Providence 
would  come  to  her  assistance.  No  sooner  had  the 
thought  entered  her  mind  than  she  knelt  down, 
clasped  her  hands  together,  and  made  her  petition. 
"  O  my  dear  Providence ! "  she  cried,  "  I  do  beg  of 
You  to  send  me  a  white  dress.  I  will  always  love 
You,  and  ask  You  for  everything  I  want,  from  the 
least  thing  to  .the  greatest, — for  a  pin,  or  for 
Heaven."  More  than  thirty  years  afterwards,  she 
vividly  recalled  the  intense  ardor  and  the  entire 
confidence  with  which  she  put  up  this  prayer. 
Never  was  there  an  engagement  more  faithfully 
adhered  to  than  the  bargain  Eugenie  made  that 
day  with  her  Divine  Lord.  What  she  promised 
in  her  childhood  was  performed  to  the  letter. 

God  vouchsafed  on  that  occasion  to  reward  her 
faith,  and  to  give  her  a  pledge  of  His  readiness  to 
grant  her  prayers.  On  the  eve  of  the  Feast,  she 
went  up  to  the  dormitory,  as  certain  as  any  girl  in 
the  school  that  she  should  find  on  her  bed  the  cov- 
eted white  dress.  Others  had  asked  their  parents, 
or  their  friends,  for  what  they  wanted :  she  had 
applied  directly  to  the  good  God.  He  was  sure, 
she  thought,  not  to  disappoint  her.  And  so  it 
turned  out.  By  some  means  which  she  never  dis- 


covered, the  white  dress  was  forthcoming,  and  from 
that  day  forward  Eugenie  never  hesitated  to  deal 
with  God  as  a  favorite  child  with  a  loving  Father. 

The  little  girl  who  prayed  at  school  for  a  white 
frock  was  described  by  the  martyred  Pere  Olivaint, 
in  after-years,  as  "  that  good  Mere  Marie,  the 
spoilt  child  of  Providence,  who  is  exacting,  capri- 
cious, dictatorial  with  Almighty  God;  who  asks 
for  everything  she  wants,  and  makes  her  own 
terms  with  the  Divine  Majesty." 

Purgatory  on  the  one  hand,  Providence  on  the 
other,  were  the  two  devotions  blended  together,  as  it 
were,  in  Eugenie's  soul.  She  kept  thinking:  "How 
can  I  help  God  ?  He  is  my  Helper,  He  gives  me 
everything:  what  can  I  give  Him  in  return?" 

As  she  was  trying  to  solve  that  question,  a  sud- 
den light  came  into  her  mind,  "Ah,  I  know  what 
I  will  do !  I  see  now  how  I  can  be  the  Providence 
of  God.  He  loves  the  Holy  Souls  in  Purgatory, 
and  yet  He  cannot,  on  account  of  His  justice,  let 
them  free.  Well,  I  will  give  Him  those  souls  He 
loves,  and  I  will  ask  all  my  friends  to  join  with 
me  in  saying  prayers  and  making  little  sacrifices 
for  their  souls.  I  shall  say  to  them:  God  is  your 
Providence ;  will  you  refuse  to  be  His  Providence  ? 
He  has  given  you  everything:  surely  you  will 
give  Him  something." 

The  spirit  of  apostleship  was  already  strongly 
apparent  in  thisyoung  disciple  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
From  her  religious  teachers  she  had  learned  les- 
sons of  self-devotion  and  zeal  which  were  begin- 
ning to  bear  fruit,  and  her  devotion  to  the  Holy 
Souls  was  the  form  which  that  zeal  was  beginning 
to  assume. 

She  was  endowed  with  all  the  natural  gifts 
which  tend  to  give  a  personal  influence  over  oth- 
ers. Her  countenance  and  her  manner  were  so 
winning — her  affectionate  frankness,  her  bright- 
ness and  gaiety  so  irresistible,  that  she  was  a  gen- 
eral favorite  with  all  her  companions.  Quick  and 
clever  at  learning,  and  always  at  the  head  of  her 
class,  her  liveliness  and  high  spirits  made  her 
equally  the  life  and  soul  of  the  play-hours.  The 
moment  she  appeared  in  the  playground,  all  the 
girls  crowded  around  her;  and  it  was  at  these 
times  that,  with  youthful  eloquence,  she  pleaded 
the  cause  of  the  holy  souls,  and  obtained  on  every 
side  promises  of  prayers  and  acts  of  mortification 
in  their  behalf. 

These  appeals  were  short  and  earnest,  and  the 
transition  rapid  to  an  eager  participation  in  active 
games  and  childish  sports.  She,  who  in  a  short 
space  of  years  was  to  accomplish  a  great  work, 
was  quick  in  all  she  did.  It  was  her  wont  then, 
and  ever  afterwards,  to  carry  her  point  by  a  few 
heartfelt  words,  which  never  failed  in  their  effect. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 
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Circular  Letter  of  the  Eight  Eev.  Bishop 
of  Fort  Wayne. 


JOSEPH,  BY  THE  GRACE  OF  GOD  AND  THE  FAVOR 

OF  THE  APOSTOLIC  SEE,  BISHOP  OF  FORT  WAYNE, 

TO  THE  CLERGY  AND  LAITY  OF  OUR  DIOCESE, 

HEALTH  AND  BENEDICTION. 

It  is  our  pleasant  duty  to  announce  to  you,  offi- 
cially, the  solemn  Jubilee  which,  on  the  24th  De- 
cember of  last  year,  our  Holy  Father,  the  Pope, 
proclaimed  for  this  present  year,  1875,  to  the  whole 
Catholic  world. 

How  extraordinary  a  season  of  grace  the  year  of 
Jubilee  is,  we  may  learn  by  a  reference  to  its  type 
in  the  Old  Law.  By  a  special  ordinance  to  His 
chosen  people,  God  commanded  them  to  sanctify 
and  celebrate  every  fiftieth  year,  or  the  year  of 
Jubilee.*  All  bondmen  were  freed,  possessions 
reverted  to  their  former  owners,  all  debts  were 
cancelled.  In  a  like  manner,  but  in  a  far  higher 
sense  of  the  word,  the  Church  of  God  calls  upon 
us  to  sanctify  this  year;  and  she,  to  whom  God  has 
given  the  power  to  bind  and  to  loose,  offers  to  us  a 
special  opportunity  of  freeing  ourselves  from  the 
fetters  of  sin,  of  regaining  the  innocence  we  ac- 
quired by  baptism,  and  cancelling  the  debts  we 
owe  to  the  infinite  justice  of  God. 

A  Jubilee  is  the  most  ample  and  solemn 
form  of  a  plenary  indulgence.  You  know,  dear 
children  in  God,  an  indulgence  is  not  a  license 
to  commit  sin,  nor  a  forgiveness  of  sin  "past, 
present  or  future,  but  the  remission  of  the  tem- 
poral punishment  still  due  to"  the  justice  of 
God,  after  the  eternal  guilt  of  sin  has  been  for- 
given  to  the  repentant  sinner.  This  debt  must  be 
paid  by  our  penitential  endeavors,  or  cancelled  by 
indulgences,  in  this  world,  or  it  will  be  exacted  of 
us  to  the  last  farthing  in  the  purifying  flames  of 
purgatory.  Now,  how  wise,  therefore,  how  im- 
portant the  precaution  of  appeasing  the  anger  of 
God,  of  satisfying  the  claims  of  His  infinite  jus- 
tice and  holiness,  when  so  many  means  of  grace 
are  placed  at  our  disposal  in  this  "  acceptable 
time,  these  days  of  salvation." 

Need  we  refer  you  to  the  practice  of  the  faith- 
ful in  all  ages  of  the  Church,  to  the  esteem  in 
which  the  Jubilee  has  always  been  held  by  the 
most  pious  and  fervent  of  her  children?  In  the 
"Ages  of  Faith,"  when  the  Church  required,  and 
the  faithful,  besides  a  worthy  reception  of  the 
Sacraments,  cheerfully  performed,  the  most  severe 
penances,  this  blessed  season  witnessed  the  grand- 
est pilgrimage  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Thou- 
sands upon  thousands  arose  at  the  voice  of  the 
Supreme  Pontiff;  and,  although  deprived  of  all  the 

*  Levit.,  xxv,  10. 


modern  conveniences  of  travel,  they  sacrificed 
every  bodily  comfort,  braved  every  danger,  in 
order  to  visit  the  shrines  of  the  Apostles,  and 
secure  the  blessings  of  the  "  Holy  Year."  These 
sacrifices,  it  is  true,  are  not  required  of  us;  but, 
for  all  that,  they  teach  us  a  most  important  lesson. 
They  are  a  silent,  yet  most  eloquent  and  touching 
appeal  to  us  to  imitate  those  brethren  of  ours  in 
the  faith,  if  not  in  their  exterior  works  of  morti- 
fication and  penance,  at  least  in  the  interior  dis- 
positions that  actuated  them. 

The  indulgence  of  the  Jubilee  may  be  gained  at 
any  time  during  the  present  year.  We  advise, 
however,  the  priests  of  the  diocese  to  appoint  a 
special  time,  either  two  weeks,  or  in  smaller  mis- 
sions a  shorter  period,  when  they  may  assist  each 
other  in  hearing  confessions,  and  in  preparing  the 
people,  by  sermons  and  other  religious  exercises, 
for  a  worthy  reception  of  the  Sacramenfs. 

The  conditions  for  gaining  the  plenary  indul- 
gence of  the  present  Jubilee  are  as  follows: 
1st.  The  faithful  are  required  to  receive  worthily 
the  Sacraments  of  Penance  and  Holy  Eucharist. 
The  Easter  Confession  and  Communion,  being  a 
duty,  will  not  answer  the  purpose  of  gaining  the 
indulgence  of  the  Jubilee.  Children  who  have  not 
made  their  First  Holy  Communion,  can  gain  the 
indulgence  by  receiving  worthily  the  Sacrament 
of  Penance,  and  complying,  as  far  as  they  are  able, 
with  the  other  conditions.  2d.  The  Holy  Father 
requires  the  faithful  to  visit,  for  fifteen  days,  four 
churches,  and  there,  at  each  visit,  to  pray  for  the 
prosperity  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church  and  the 
Apostolic  See,  for  the  extirpation  of  heresies,  for 
the  conversion  of  sinners,  for  the  peace  and  unity 
of  the  Christian  people.  Those  who  reside  in 
Fort  Wayne  should  visit,  once  a  day  for  fifteen 
days,  the  Cathedral,  St.  Mary's,  St.  Paul's  and  St- 
Peter's.  In  Lafayette,  Logansport  and  Laporte, 
the  faithful  should,  for  fifteen  days,  visit  twice  a 
day  each  of  the  two  Catholic  churches  in  those 
places.  In  other  localities  they  should  visit  their 
church  or  chapel  four  times  a  day  during  the  term 
specified.  These  visits  may  be  made  on  fifteen 
consecutive  days,  or  at  intervals.  Tlie  faithful  are 
not  required  to  return  home  after  each  visit;  they 
may  leave  the  church  for  a  moment  and  re-enter 
it  until  they  have  completed  the  requisite  number 
of  visits.  Hearing  Mass  on  Sundays,  or  Holydays 
of  obligation,  cannot  be  regarded  as  one  of  these 
visits,  since  it  is  already  a  matter  of  duty  for  every 
Catholic.  Members  of  religious  communities  may 
make  the  requisite  number  of  visits  to  their  own 
chapel.  Pastors  and  Confessors  may  dispense 
from  these  visits  the  sick  and  infirm,  children  un- 
der ten  years  of  age,  and  also  those  that  live  a  great 
distance  from  a  church,  especially  in  places  vis- 
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ited  by  a  priest  but  rarely — for  example,  once  a 
month. 

During  the  Jubilee,  priests  who  have  jurisdiction 
in  this  diocese  can  absolve  those  who  make  their  Ju- 
bilee  confession  from  all  reserved  cases  and  cen- 
sures, with  the  following  exceptions:  1st.  The  cases 
enumerated  in  the  Bull  of  Benedict  XtV,  "  Sucra- 
msntumPcenitenticp;"  2d.  All  censures  inflicted  on 
an  individual  by  name;  3d.  All  irregularities, 
"Exdefictu."  With  regard  to  the  commutation  of 
vows,  no  greater  powers  are  conferred  than  those 
contained  in  the  ordinary  faculties  of  the  diocese. 
Religious  may  choose  for  their  Jubilee  confession 
a  confessor  from  among  those  who  are  approved 
to  hear  their  confessions. 

Fasting  and  alms  are  recommended,  but  they 
are  not  made  a  necessary  condition  for  gaining  the 
indulgence  of  the  present  Jubilee.  We,  however, 
avail  ourselves  of  the  opportunity  to  again  call 
your  attention  to  the  greatest  and  most  pressing 
•want  of  our  diocese,  viz.:  A  proper  provision  for 
the  poor,  helpless  orphans.  The  Christinas  collec- 
tion was,  in  general,  better  than  ever  before;  still 
we  have  received  hardly  anything  for  the  erection 
of  a  new  Asylum.  Nevertheless,  trusting  in  God, 
and  relying  on  your  charity,  we  have  commenced 
the  work,  and  let  the  contracts  for  the  new  build- 
ing. The  successful  issue  of  this  noble  undertak- 
ing depends  upon  your  zealous  co-operation.  We 
desire,  therefore,  all  the  Pastors  to  take  up,  in 
every  Church  and  Mission,  a  special  collection  for 
the  building  of  the  new  Orphan  Asylum.  Prove, 
then,  _dearly  beloved  in  Christ,  by  your  liberality 
and  generosity  on  this  occasion,  that  my  confidence 
in  ^ou  has  not  been  misplaced.  Prove  by  deeds  of 
active  charity,  especially  during  this  year  of  grace 
and  mercy,  that  those  who  are  so  near  and  dear  to 
Our  Blessed  Saviour,  whom  He  has  especially  rec- 
ommended to  our  care,  are  also  near  and  dear  to  you. 

And  now,  dearly  beloved,  allow  me  to  direct 
your  attention  more  particularly  to  the  spirit  in 
which  we  should  enter  upon  the  observance  of 
this  "acceptable  time — these  days  of  salvation." 
We  are  living  in  most  extraordinary  times.  Cast 
your  eyes  abroad,  and  you  cannot  fail  to  ob- 
serve how,  in  almost  every  part  of  the  world,  a 
most  systematic  persecution  has  been  organized 
against  the  Church  of  God; — a  persecution,  if  not 
as  bloody,  at  least  as  dangerous  as  any  she  has 
ever  encountered;  a  persecution  not  directly 
against  every  member  of  her  communion,  but 
principally  against  her  visible  head  and  her  other 
pastors,  and  through  them  against  the  whole  body 
of  the  faithful.  Thus  we  must  witness  with  sor- 
row how  her  Supreme  Pontiff,  whose  purity  of 
life,  whose  loftiness  of  character,  whose  exalted 
virtues  even  his  enemies  must  admit,  has  been  un- 


justly despoiled  of  his  temporal  dominions,  and 
is  now  a  virtual  prisoner  in  the  hands  and  at  the 
mercy  of  robbers.  Thus  we  see  many  noble 
Bishops,  hundreds  of  zealous  priests,  imprisoned, 
fined,  driven  into  exile;  whole  communities  of 
religious  men  and  women  accused,  judged,  and 
condemned  without  a  hearing,  and  banished  from 
their  native  country.  And  what  seems  most  ex- 
traordinary, all  this  isdone  in  the  name  of ''Prog- 
ress "  and  "Liberty."  Liberty!  Yes,  the  liberty, 
or  rather  the  licentiousness  to  insult  with  impu- 
ni'y  God  and  His  Church.  "Progress!  "  Yes,  the 
progress  that  leads  to  the  pagan  idea  of  the 
"Omnipotence  of  the  State,"  claiming  absolute, 
unlimited  sway  over  the  bodies  and  souls  of  its 
subjects.  Under  the  exorbitant  assumption  of 
power,  the  State  of  yesterday  claims  the  right  to 
rule  the  Church  which  God  Himself  has  founded 
on  the  "Rock  of  Ages,"  and  which  during  well- 
nigh  nineteen  centuries  has  beheld  powerful  na- 
tions rise  and  fall — the  strongest  thrones  crumble 
into  dust.  And  because  she  cannot  recognize  this 
preposterous  assumption  on  the  part  of  the  civil 
power,  and  because  she  warns  her  children  not  to 
"give  to  Caesar  the  things  that  belong  to  God,"  she 
is  charged  with  fostering  disloyalty,  sanctioning, 
or  rather  inculcating,  disobedience  to  the  laws  of 
the  State;  arousing  and  nursing  a  spirit  of  resist- 
ance to  order  and  authority;  and  these  false 
charges  must  serve  as  a  pretext  for  inaugurating  a 
persecution  that,  in  more  than  one  point,  reminds 
us  of  the  first  centuries  of  the  Christian  era.  Even 
in  a  so-called  free  Republic,  Switzerland,  Cath- 
olics can  hear  Mass  only  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  in  private  houses  or  in  the  caves  of  the  earth ; 
the  Sacraments  they  can  only  receive  by  stealth; 
even  the  dying  are,  so  far  as  the  "law  "  can  do  it, 
deprived  of  the  consolations  of  their  religion. 

We  should,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren,  be 
devoid  of  Christian  chanty,  if  we  failed  to  sympa- 
thize with  our  brethren  in  the  heavy  afflictions 
that  have  befallen  them.  We  should  be  devoid  of 
faith,  if  we  failed  to  recognize  in  these  visitations 
the  chastising  hand  of  God,  who  afflicts  and 
strikes  in  order  to  correct  and  heal  us.  We  should, 
finally,  be  devoid  of  humility  if  we  ascribed  the 
violence  of  the  persecution  rather  to  the  wicked- 
ness of  the  world  than  to  our  sins.  The  magni- 
tude and  extent  of  a  storm  serve  to  indicate  the 
amount  of  impurities  which  impregnate  the  at- 
mosphere. We  have  every  reason  therefore  to  ac- 
knowledge with  the  Maccabees,  "  We  suffer  for 
our  sins."  We  should  cry  out,  "Spare,  O  Lord, 
spare  Thy  people,  and  give  not  Thy  inheritance 
to  reproach."  *  With  the  first  Christians,  when 
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St.  Peter  was  in  chains,  we  should  "persevere  in 
prayer."  Lei  us,  then,  in  tliis  storm  of  persecu- 
tion, cry  out  with  the  Apostle,  "Lord,  save  us, 
•we  perish !  "  It  is  true  we  should  not  be  "  of  little 
faith,1' for  we  know  that  "He  that  dwelleth  in 
heaven  shall  laugh  at  them,  and  the  Lord  shall 
divide  them."f  We  know  that  the  Church  of  God 
cannot  perish;  of  that  we  are  assured  by  explicit 
promise  of  her  Divine  Founder;  and,  if  that  were 
not  sufficient,  by  her  wonderful  existence  during 
nineteen  centuries.  But  how  many  lukewarm 
Catholics  may  be  scandalized;  how  many  of 
weak  and  little  faith  may  perish;  how  many  chil- 
dren may  be  .entirely  lost  to  the  faith,  because  in 
many  places  the  Church  is  not  allowed  to  instruct 
them  in  our  holy  religion. 

The  Church  will  triumph.  Yes;  but  how  much 
may  we  shorten  the  clays  of  trial,  how  much  en- 
hance and  increase  her  triumph  and  its  glorious 
fruits,  by  fervent  prayers,  by  a  good  example,  by 
deeds  of  Christian  charity,  and,  to  use  the  words  of 
St.  James,  "By  keeping  yourselves  unspotted  from 
this  world."  These  words  of  the  Apostle  lead  us 
to  a  subject  that  has,  especially  of  late,  assumed  a 
vast  importance,  and  which  requires  us  to  address 
to  you  a  few  earnest  words  of  warning  and  instruc- 
tion. We  refer  to  SECRET  SOCIETIES.  The  pres- 
ent gigantic  struggle  of  the  Church  against  so 
many  enemies  has  "revealed  the  counsels  of  many 
hearts  "  ;has  exposed  to  the  public  view  their  aims 
and  objects.  Many  of  these  societies,  condemned 
by  the  Church  at  different  periods,  have,  at  least 
in  some  countries,  at  last  thrown  off  the  mask  and 
publicly  proclaimed  their  principles  and  tenden- 
cies. Hitherto  they  claimed  to  have  been  con- 
demned unjustly,  contending  that  they  interfered 
with  no  religion — had  no  political  aim;  that  they 
were  established  only  for  purposes  of  benevolence 
and  charity.  The  Church,  however,  the  "  light  of 
the  world,"  understood  these  children  and  wor- 
shippers of  darkness  and  secresy.  She  now  stands 
justified.  They  have,  in  some  instances,  pub- 
lished their  rituals,  their  jurisprudence,  their  in- 
structions. Some  of  their  Grand  Lodges  have 
published  papers,  in  which  they  boldly  avow  their 
opposition  to  revealed  religion.  They  now  tell  us 
defiantly  that  they  have  a  religion,  viz-:  that  of  the 
;'  Great  Architect  of  the  Universe,"  and  of  the  im- 
mortality of  the  soul.  In  other  words,  they  pro- 
fess a  certain  form  of  Deism,  or  natural  religion, 
opposition  to  the  supernatural  religion  revealed 
to  us  by  God  through  His  prophets,  and  espec- 
ially through  His  only  begotten  Son,  our  Savior, 
Jesus  Christ.  In  many  instances  they  deny  even 
the  immortality  of  the  soul.  They  profess  to 
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believe  in  the  Bible,  whereas  it  is  a  notorious 
fact  that  very  few  among  them  acknowledge 
the  Bible  as  a  divine  revelation;  that  they,  on 
the  other  hand,  attach  more  importance  to  tra- 
ditions not  at  all  found  in  the  Bible,  nor  other- 
wise authenticated  for  many  centuries;  that 
finally  they  call  themselves  by  the  same  omin- 
ous name,  which,  according  to  St.  Augustine, 
the  terrible  sect  of  the  Manicheans  gave  to 
themselves:  "The  Children  of  the  Widow— The 
Widow's  Son."  They  form  a  church  of  their  own, 
with  their  own  ritual,  chaplains  and  religious  ex- 
ercises. No  Catholic  can  approve  of  this,  or  take 
any  part  therein  without  a  denial  of  his  faith. 
For  him  there,  is  but  one  faith  divinely  revealed, 
one  Church  divinely  instituted,  one  priesthood  or 
hierarchy.  He  believes  not  only  in  an  "  Architect 
of  the  Universe  "  an  1  the  immortality  of  the  soul, 
but  he  accepts  all  that  Christ  has  taught  through 
those  to  whom  He  said:  "Teach  them  all  things 
whatsoever  I  have  commanded  you;  he  that  be- 
lieveth  not  shall  be  condemned."  This  is  the 
great  objection  of  the  Catholic  Church  against  se- 
cret, societies:  We  know  they  are  based  upon 
mere  natural  religion,  which  is  in  reality  opposed 
to  supernatural  religion,  and  nothing  else  but  infi- 
delity. They  are  thoroughly  imbued  with  it; 
everything  in  them  preaches:  believe  this — all  the 
rest  is  not  necessary,  is  nothing;  our  society — our 
order — is  above  all  churches  and  denominations; 
this  is  the  religion  of  the  universe ;  this  is  the  com- 
mon centre  where  all  can  unite.  How  radically 
opposed  is  this  to  a  supernatural  religion  given  to 
us  by  God  Himself,  which  we  must  believe — a  di- 
vine authority  which  we  must  obey  under  pain  of 
eternal  damnation.  We  cannot  serve  two  masters. 
He  who  is  not  with  Christ  is  against  Him.  Though 
not  to  our  knowledge  in  this  country,  yet  in  many 
places  in  Europe  and  South  America  have,  es- 
pecially the  higher  secret  societies,  openly  pro- 
claimed themselves  as  the  most  bitter  and  uncom- 
promising enemies  of  revealed  supernatural  relig- 
ion in  general  and  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  par- 
ticular. Moreover,  no  Catholic  can  take  that  ter- 
rible secret  oath  without  understanding  it  thor- 
oughly, and  bind  himself  to  obey  blindly  a  secret 
and  unknown  authority,  perhaps  in  things  that 
may  be  against  his  conscience.  But  in  that  case, 
we  are  told,  he  can  resign  or  leave  the  order.  They 
desire  the  Catholic  first  to  yield  his  liberty  and 
bind  himself  blindly  by  a  most  fearful  oath,  and 
then  afterwards  throw  off  the  fetters  as  best  he 
may.  He  may  leave  the  order  if  it  is  against  his 
conscience.  This  we  suppose  to  be  true  generally, 
but  is  it  always  ?  Does  the  motto,  "  Death  to  the 
traitor,"  mean  none  else  but  him  who  reveals  the 
secrets  of  their  order  ?  We  have  our  doubts  about 
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it.  In  fact,  we  know  instances  of  the  contrary ;  at 
least  we  find  that  if  any  one  leaves  these  secret  so- 
cieties he  is  ostracised  and  persecuted.  Even  in 
civil  life,  how  wrong,  is  it  not,  if  the  members  of  a 
secret  society  cannot  vote  for  the  best  candidate, 
but  must  vote  for  a  brother  member;  if,  in  the  ad- 
ministration of  justice,  he  cannot  follow  the  dic- 
tates of  his  conscience,  but  must  shield  a  brother? 
We  do  not  assert  that  all  members  of  secret  socie- 
ties in  this  country  are  aware  of  the  infidel  tend- 
encies of  their  orderv  or  that  they  understand  the 
now  publicly  avowed  aim  of  the  higher  degrees, 
or  that  they  are  individual  enemies  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church.  But  to  the  Catholic,  we  say,  remem- 
ber the  words  of  Christ:  "  He  that  does  not  hear 
the  Church  is  like  a  heathen  and  a  public  sinner." 
Beware! 

Keep  away  from  secret  societies.  Look  with 
suspicion  on  all  such  orders  and  societies,  as,  in 
their  organization,  oath,  secret  signs  and  pass- 
words, and  secret  initiations,  etc.,  imitate  those 
condemned  by  the  Church.  If  they  refuse  to  give 
you  a  copy  of  their  constitution,  of  their  laws  and 
by-laws,  of  their  pledge  and  oath;  and  if  they  re- 
fuse to  allow  you  to  show  these  to  your  pastor,  and 
to  consult  him,  join  them  not.  If  they  have  their 
own  chaplains,  religious  exercises  and  services, 
as  prayers,  benedictions  and  burial  rites,  you  can- 
not join  them.  A  good  Catholic  knows  no  other 
chaplains  than  the  Catholic  priesthood;  no  other 
religious  services  than  those  of  his  Church.  You 
can  easily  understand,  dearly  beloved  children  in 
God,  that  in  giving  you  this  caution  we  have  ref- 
erence to  Grangers  and  other  new  societies.  To 
say  the  least,  they  present  a  very  suspicious  ap- 
pearance. Even  in  trades  unions  we  see  danger 
of  a  communistic  tendency;  and  especially  in 
strikes  we  find  sometimes  that  to  protect  them- 
selves they  violate  the  just  rights  of  others. 
Rather  leave  them  than  be  a  party  to  a  wrong. 
We  deem  it  necessary  to  make  these  admonitions, 
in  order  that  you  may  avoid  the  danger  and 
snares  with  which  you  are  beset  on  all  sides;  that, 
as  true  and  obedient  children  of  the  Church,  you 
enjoy  in  this  free  country  the  liberty  of  the  chil- 
dren of  God,  and,  cleansed  by  the  Blood  of  Christ, 
you  may  partake  of  His  infinite  merits  in  this 
year  of  grace  and  salvation. 

To  the  Priests  we  will  also  send  a  copy  of  the 
beautiful  instruction  of  Leo  XII  on  the  Jubilee. 

We  ordain  that  this,  our  Pastoral  Letter,  be  read 
in  every  church  of  our  diocese  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible or  convenient. 

Given  under  our  hand  and  seal  this  Holy 
Thursday,  1875. 

^  JOSEPH  DWENGER, 

Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 


Letter  from  Rome. 


ROME,  March  7, 1875. 

THE   EIGHTT-THIRD    BIRTHDAY  OF   OUR  HOLT   FATHER, 
PIUS  IX. 

The  great  majority  of  tbe  people  of  Italy  love  the 
Holy  Father  too  much  not  to  avail  themselves  of 
every  occasion  that  presents  itself  of  openly  manifest- 
ing the  veneration  and  filial  affection  they  bear  him. 

On  the  13th  of  May  next,  as  is  well  known,  will  be 
the  eighty- third  birthday  of  his  Holiness,  and  the  16th 
of  June  will  usher  in  the  30th  year  of  his  glorious 
Pontificate.  Great  preparations  are  being  made  to 
honor  in  a  becoming  manner  the  august  Prisoner  of 
the  Vatican  on  these  two  occasions.  Nor  will  it  be 
for  him  a  lesser  source  of  consolation  to  see  at  his 
feet  his  devoted  children  of  the  New  World. 

Immediately  after  Dominica  in  Albis,  eighty  eccle- 
siastics will  start  from  Montpellier,  France,  to  make  a 
pilgrimage  to  Rome,  where  they  will  arrive  about  the 
12th  of  April,  memorable  as  the  occasion  of  the  re- 
turn of  Pius  IX  from  Gaeta,  on  the  12th  of  April,  1850, 
also  as  the  20th  anniversary  of  his  miraculous  escape 
at  Sant'  Agnese,  Without-the-Walls,  on  the  12th  of 
April,  1855;  a  day  which,  previous  to  the  breach  of 
Porta  Pia,  was  celebrated  by  all  true  Romans  with 
great  joy  and  gladness.  F.  P.  B. 


New  Publications. 

DoMusDEi:  A  Collection  of  Religious  and  Memorial 
Poems.  By  Eleanor  C.  Donnelly.  Philadelphia: 
Peter  F.  Cunningham. 

We  are  glad  to  see  another  collection  of  Miss 
Donnelly's  poems,  all  of  which  are  beautiful,  and 
have  the  ring  of  genuine  poetry.  We  particularly 
admire  the  legends  of  the  Saints  contained  in  this 
volume,  some  of  which  our  readers  will  remember. 
Those  entitled  "A  Saint's  Answer"  and  "The  An- 
gelic Youth"  are  real  gems.  Miss  Donnelly  re- 
minds one  of  Miss  Procter,  and  this  we  think  is 
the  greatest  praise  that  can  be  bestowed  upon  her. 
The  book  is  published  for  the  benefit  of  St.  Charles' 
Church,  Philadelphia,  and  is  issued  in  a  very 
pretty  style. 

INSTRUCTIONS  AND  PRATERS  FOR  THE  JUBILEE.  24mo. 
32pp.  Price,  Scents;  per  hundred,  $2.50.  Benziger 
Bros.,  New  York  and  Cincinnati. 

Another  neat  little  pamphlet  for  the  Jubilee. 
It  contains  the  Pastoral  Letter  of  Card.  McCloskey, 
appropriate  prayers  and  litanies,  as  also  (what  we 
consider  a  good  feature)  a  carefully-written  expla- 
nation of  the  Jubilee,  in  the  form  of  question  and 
answer. 

SILVER  THREADS  or  SONG  FOR  HOME  AND  SCHOOL. 
By  A.  Millard.  New  York:  S.  T.  Gordon  &  Son. 

A  selection  of  popular  songs,  duels,  trios,  &c.: 
also  an  operetta  for  children.  This  work  will  be 
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found  useful,  too,  for  the  complete  course  of  ele- 
mentary instruction  which  it  contains,  together 
with  exercises  for  practice. 

REPORTS  of  the  Board  of  Directors  and  of  the  Com- 
mittees of  the  Xavier  Union,  New  York. 

Too  much  importance  cannot  be  attached  to 
such  excellent  organizations,  they  are  productive 
of  great  good.  The  Xavier  Union  is  in  a  flourish- 
ing condition.  Similar  societies  should  be  formed 
in  all  our  cities. 

We  have  received,  from  the  publishing  house 

of  Messrs.  Muhlbauer  &  Behoole,  41  South  La 
Salle  st.,  Chicago,  a  copy  of  a  very  beautiful 
Chromolithograph,  entitled  "A  Memorial  of  Mar- 
riage." The  design  is  very  appropriate  and  in 
good  taste. 

The  Messenger  oftlw  Sicred  Heart  for  April 

contains:  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  ; 
St.  Eudoxia;  The  Popes  in  Exile;  The  Acolyte; 
The  Resurrection;  A  Child  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
(Poetry);  St.  Nina;  General  Intention;  Graces 
Obtained.  The  Messenger  should  be  a  visitor  to 
every  Catholic  family  in  the  United  States. 

We  have  received  the  first  No.,  for  1875,  of 

the  "  Periodiscfie  Blatter  zur  wisvensclirftlichen  Be- 
sprechung  der  groszen  rdiyiosen  Frngen  der  Gegen- 
wart" — a  learned  periodical,  edited  by  Dr.  M. 
Scheeben,  and  published  by  Fr.  Pustet,  of  Regens- 
burg,  New  York  and  Cincinnati.  It  contains  a 
number  of  interesting  and  ably-written  articles  on 
the  great  religious  questions  of  the  day,  and  is,  we 
doubt  not,  destined  to  do  a  great  deal  of  good. 
We  earnestly  recommend  it  to  our  German-speak- 
ing Catholics  as  one  of  the  best  periodicals  of  the 
kind  with  which  we  are  acquainted. 


Catholic  Notes. 

In  Chicago,  14,000  Catholic  children  are  edu- 
cated in  Catholic  schools. 

Father  Toner  is  to  lecture  in  Cleveland  on  the 

15th  for  the  benefit  of  the  new  church  at  Parma,  Ohio. 
— Bishop  Foley  of  Chicago  recently  administered 
Confirmation  to  four  hundred  children  at  Blooming- 
ton,  111. 

— For  the  first  time  since  the  days  of  Henry  VIII, 
the  College  of  Cardinals  contains  three  English-speak- 
ing members. 

— Mr.  Bernard  McNallyisthe  oldest  living  pioneer 
of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Columbus,  O.  He  has  been 
there  43  years. 

— George  W.  Childs,  proprietor  of  the  Philadelphia 
Public  Ledger,  has  contributed  $100  to  the  Colored 
Catholic  Mission. 

—  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Wood,  of  Philadelphia, 
has  been  ordered  to  Florida,  for  a  couple  of  mouths, 
by  his  physician. 


Archbishop  McCloskey  has  received  from  Car- 
dinal Franchi  the  official  notification  of  his  elevation 
to  the  Cardinalate. 

— Rev.  John  H.  Green,  of  the  Colored  Catholic 
Mission,  has  been  collecting  in  Philadelphia  the  past 
month,  in  aid  of  the  Mission. 

— We  publish  this  week  a  Circular  Letter  of  the 
Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne,  and  commend  it  to 
the  careful  perusal  of  our  readers. 

— The  .Dublin  Freeman's  Journal  states  that  the 
wife  of  the  Sub-Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  (Protestant  Cathe- 
dral, Dublin,)  has  been  received  into  the  Church. 

TheRt.  Rev.  J.  O'Brien,  of  Brockville,  Ont.,  has 

been  appointed  by  the  Holy  Father  Bishop  of  King- 
ston, Ont.,  to  succeed  the  late  lamented  Bp.  Horan. 

We  are  glad  to  learn  from  the  Catholic  Universe 

that  the  health  of  Bishop  Gilmour  is  steadily  improv- 
ing. He  is  expected  home  from  the  South  in  May. 

An  illustrious  religious.  Rev.  Father  Freyd,  of 

the  Society  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  Consultor  of  the  Index, 
and  Superior  of  the  French  Seminary,  died  recently 
in  Rome. 

The    indefatigable    Father    Damen  will   open 

another  mission  in  New  York,  on  Low  Sunday.  Our 
missioners  are  reaping  abundant  harvests  in  every 
part  of  the  country. 

A  mission  given  by  the  Redemptorist  Fathers 

Dold  and  Miller  has  jnst  been  closed  in  St.  Albans. 
Upwards  of  200  received  Holy  Communion,  and  about 
600  were  invested  with  the  scapulars. 

We  are  glad  to  place  on  our  list  of  exchanges 

the  Qazeta  Polnka.  Katolicki,  an  excellent  Catholic 
paper  in  the  Polish  language.  It  is  edited  by  Mr.  Jan 
Barznski,  and  published  in  Chicago,  111. 

The  death    is   announced   of  Maximin   Giraud, 

the  shepherd  of  La  Salette,  one  of  the  two  witnesses  of 
the  appearance  of  the  Virgin  Mary  on  the  19th  of 
September,  1846. 

There   are   three  Bishops,    eighty-two    priests, 

eighty-five  churches,  one  hundred  and  sixty-five 
chapels  and  a  Catholic  population  estimated  at  two 
hundred  thousand,  in  the  three  dioceses  of  Texas. 

The  Domincan  Fathers  recently  gave  a  very  suc- 
cessful mission  at  St  Paul's  Church,  Brooklyn.  "The 
communions  were  fifteen  thousand."  The  mission  was 
attended  fro/m  all  parts  of  Brooklyn,  and  also  from  New 
York. 

We  are  gTadi  to  hear  from  the  editor  of  the  CatJk- 

olic  Columbian,  who  visited  us  last  week,  that  our  new 
contemporary  is  receiving  the  support  it  so  well  de- 
serves. The  ColumMcm  is  one  of  our  best  Catholic 
newspapers. 

A    writer    in  the   Cecilia  states  that  since  1869 

seventy-eight  churches  have  been  closed  in  Palermo, 
and  in  the  neighboring  city  of  Lucca  three  magnifi- 
cent old  churches  have  been  destroyed,  and  four  con- 
vents turned  into  barracks  for  soldiers. 

In  the  two  cities  of  Pittsburgh  and  Allegheny, 

Pa.,  there  are  no  less  than  forty-eight  Catholic  churches 
and  chapels,  most  of  which  have  been  built  within  the 
last  twenty  years.  The  Catholic  population  of  the 
diocese,  which  comprises  fifteen  counties,  is  estimated 
at  200,000. 
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The  Roman  papers  announce  the  death  of  one  of 

the  greatest  Italian  preachers  Father  Emmanuel 
Ribera,  of  th-'  Congregation  of  the  Most  Holy  Re- 
deemer, expired  at  Porta  Alba,  on  the  10th  ult.  Pie 
was  born  at  Molfet'a,  in  the  Neapolitan  provinces,  and 
was  of  Spanish  origin. 

BEULI.V,  March  17. — The  Archbishop  of  Co- 
logne, on  behalf  of  the  whole  Catholic  Episcopate  of 
Prussia,  has  sent  a  petition  to  the  low^r  house  of  the 
Prussian  Diet,  urging' it  not  to  pass  that  part  of  the 
ecclesiastical  bill  which  gives  the  people  a  share  in 
the  administration  of  local  church  property. 

The  Publ  cation  of  the  Pope's  Jubilee  Encyclical 

in  Russia  has  been  forbidden  by  the  Czar's  Govern- 
ment, on  the  ground  that  such  >  xtraoidinary  ecclesias- 
tical celebrations  only  increase  the  disposition  of  the 
Catholic  populations  to  deify  the  Pope;  and,  besides, 
lead  to  idleness,  waste  of  time  a-id  disturbances. 

The   Servile   Fathers  of   Chelsea,   London,   are 

building  anew  and  magnificent  church;  when  finished, 
it  will  be  one  of  the  finest  religious  edifices  in  the 
English  metropolis.  The  building  is  Gothic,  and  is 
designed  by  Mr.  Hanson,  the  architect  of  the  fine 
Church  of  St.  Philip,  recently  erected  by  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  at  Arundel. 

At  a  mission   lately  given  by  the  Redemptorist 

Fathers  in  the  Cathedral  of  Savannah.  Ga.,  t"ere  were 
thirty  conversions  to  the  Faith.  Missions  tnven  by  the 
same  Fa  hers  in  other  parts  of  Georgia  were  equally 
succes.-ful;  altoir^ther,  one  hundred  and  twenty  five 
persons  abjured  their  errors  and  were  received  into  the 
Church,  and  ab-mt  an  equal  number  were  left  under 
instructions. 

In  Canada  there  are  four  Catholic  Archbishops 

and  14  Bishops.  In  1871,  the  population  of  the  Dom- 
inion was  3,485,761,  of  whom  493,020  were  Catholics, 
and  the  remainder  Protestants  of  various  sects.  Cath- 
olicity prevails  most  extensively  in  Quebec,  formerly 
Lower  Canada,— amounting  there  to  85  per  cent,  of  the 
population.  In  the  province  of  Ontario  the  Catholics 
in  1871  numbered  274,162,  while  the  Protestants  were 
about  800.000. 

Rev.  Fr.  Dily,  the  Dominican  missioner,  re- 
cently closed  a  mission  at  St  Mary's  Cathedral,  Ham- 
ilton, Out.,  which  resulted  in  nearly  4,000  persons 
having  received  Holy  Communion,  about  1,000  being 
invested  with  the  Scapular  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and 
enrolled  in  the  Society  of  the  Holy  Rosary.  The 
Cathedral  was  crowded  fiom  five  in  the  morning  until 
ten  at  night.  The  good  Dominicans  are  working  hard 
in  all  parts  of  the  country. 

Grrtn.  Charles  Ewing,  Catholic  Coimras*ioner,  at 

Wa^hin^ton,  D.  C..  has  issued  a  circular,  appealing  for 
funds  to  protect  the  inter-sts  of  Catholic  Indians.  He 
says:  "Great  efforts  are  being  now  made  to  destroy 
the  Catholic  Indians'  freedom  of  conscience,  by  forcing 
them  under  the  control  of  Protestant  Churches,  this 
Fund  will  provide  the  means  of  checking  those  efforts 
and  thereby  afford  protection  also  to  liberty  of  con- 
science throughout  the  United  States. 

The  Journal  cle  Florence   informs  us  that  "the 

cause  for  the.  beatification  of  that  venerable  servant 
of  God,  the  Cure"  of  Ars,  John  Baptist  Mary  Vianuey, 


has  just  received  a  fresh  impetus.  This  piece  of  new 
wi.l  rejoice  the  faithful  of  the  whole  wor'd.  The  Con- 
gregation of  Rites  has  published  a  decision  ratified  by 
t'-e  S')verei^n  Pontiff  which  confirms  the  judgmentof 
the  diocesan  tribunal,  which  n-couf'iizes  and  declares 
observed  in  the  case  of  the  Cure  of  Ars  those  Pontifical 
laws  which  oppose  public  culfus  being  rendered  to  a 
person  before  beatification. 

Mgr.    Pietro  Cappellari,   Bishop  of  Concordia, 

Italy,  has  announced  his  intention  to  give  the  sum  of 
1.000  francs  to  the  writer  of  the  best  work  on  the 
Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  If  is  to  be  a  popular  book,  and 
written  within  the  present  year,  and  in  a  lively  and 
agreeable  style.  A  committee  will  be  appointed  in 
Rome  to  judge  the  merits  of  the  book  and  to  pro- 
nounce who  is  entitled  to  receive  the  prize.  The 
Bishop  has  set  an  example  worthy  of  being  followed 
by  other  wealthy  Catholics,  and  one  which  would  be 
of  great  service  to  Catho  ic  literature. 

At  St.  Augustine's  Church,  this  city,  [Philadel- 
phia,] there  occurred  recently  two  very  beautiful  and 
edifying  concidences.  On  Sunday,  March  14th,  Rev.  P. 
A.  Marsden,  O.  8.  A.,  who  received  his  theological 
education  at  Villanova,  said  his  first  Mass.  His  elder 
brother,  Rev.  C.  A.  Marsden,  O.  S.  A.,  was  a  deacon  of 
this  Mass;  and  a  younger  brother.  Rev.  Win.  Marsden, 
O.  S.  A.,  was  subdeacon.  Thus  God  has  signally  blessed 
this  family,  callinir  these  three  brothers  to  a  religious 
life,  and  in  the  same  religions  Ordrr;  two  of  them 
ordained  priest*,  and  the  third  having  taken  the  first 
steps  towards  that  sacred  office. 

On  the  preceding  Sunday,  the  Right  Rev.  Martin 
Crane,  O.  S.  A.,  Bishop  of  Sandhurst,  Australia,  pon- 
tificated at  St.  Augustine's.  In  the  sanctuary  at  the 
time  was  his  brother,  Rev.  Peter  Crane,  O.  S.  A.,  pas- 
tor of  St.  Augustine's.  Besides  these  two,  three  of 
their  brothers  have  also  been  ordained  to  the  priest- 
hood, making  in  all  five  brothers  in  that  sacred  office 
Two  of  these  we  have  already  mentioned.  Another 
is  the  Rev.  Patrick  Crane,  0.  S.  A.,  Prior  of  Grants- 
town  Convent,  County  Wexford,  Ireland.  Another  is 
the  Rev.  Nicholas  Crane,  O.  M  I.,  Prior  of  the  House 
of  Retreat,  Inchicore,  Dublin,  Ireland.  There  is  still 
another,  Rev.  Mark  Crane,  O.  S.  A.,  deceased,  former 
pastor  of  St.  Augustine's  Church,  this  city,  well 
remembered  for  his  many  virtues,  and  deeply  la- 
mented.— Catholic  Standard. 


Eeligious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

Feb.  20. — At  the  Seminary  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels. 

Niagara,  N.  Y.,  Diocese  of  Buffalo — Rev. — J.    Mc- 

Grath,  D.  Duubar,  J.  C.  Riely,  T.  Johnston,  and  C. 

Caraher. 
Diocese  of  Brooklyn — Rev.  M.  Malone,  M.  Denison.M. 

Boylan  and  C.  Curtin. 
Diocese  of  Dubuque— Rev.  T.  McDermot  and  T.  Mur- 

toagh. 

Diocese  of  Albany— Rev.  T.  S.  Cullen. 
Tonsure  and  Minor  Orders  were  conferred  on  Messrs. 

M.  Murray  and  M.  Gavin— the  former  of  the  Dio- 
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cese  of  Brooklyn,  and  the  latter  of  Albany.  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Ryan,  of  Buffalo,  officiated. 

PROFESSIONS. 

At  the  Ursuline  Convent,  Pitt-burgh,  Pa.,  March  19: 
Sister  St.  Rose  (Miss  Ellen  Gleeson);  Sister  St.  Mad- 
eline (Miss  Mary  Farrell). 

At  the  Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Ninetieth  St., 
New  York,  on  the  19th  of  March,  Miss  Dillon,  Sister 
M.  Josephina;  Miss  Cronin,  Sister  M.  Julia;  Miss 
Reilly,  Sister  M  Emmanuel;  Miss  Torpy,  Sister  M. 
John  Baptist;  Miss  Gannon,  Sister  M.  Austin;  Miss 
Kelly,  Sister  M.  Martha,  and  Miss  Monaghan,  Sister 
M.  Charity. 

RECEPTIONS. 

At  the  Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  New  York,  on 
the  19th  of  March,  Miss  Margnret  Twohig,  Sister  M. 
of  the  Incarnation;  and  Miss  Mary  darken,  Sister  M. 
of  St.Columban. 


Obituary. 

March    19,  1875. — At    Boston,   SISTER    ANN   ALEXIS 
SHORB,  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 

Eequiescat  in  pace. 

Church  of  Our  Lady  of  The  Sacred  Heart. 


S.  M.  C.,  New  Rochelle,  N.  Y $5  00 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

One  hundred  and  forty-three  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  sixty-five  new  associates  have 
been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  fifty- 
three  individuals;  fifty-five  sick  persons  have  been  rec- 
ommended; special  intentions  have  been  asked  for 
ten  individuals,  three  families,  two  schools,  and  two 
undertakings. 

FAVOTIS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "  Rev.  Father,  it  is  with  most  profound  t-ra- 
titude  that  I  return  thanks  to  the  Holy  Mother  of  God 
for  her  powerful  intercession;  the  use  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes  has  restored  me  almost  to  perfect  health.  I 
was  confined  to  my  bed  for  four  months,  with  con- 
sumption, and  now  I  am  able,  thank  God  and  His  holy 
Mother,  to  do  all  my  housework.  Of  the  last  water  I 
received  I  gave  a  vial  to  a  gentleman  and  his  daugh- 
ter who  both  had  fits.  The  little  girl  has  had  them  no 

more,  and  her  father  is  better."  "I  received  a 

few  vials  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  a  short  time  for  my 
mother  and  the  effect  was  nothing  short  of  miracu- 
ous.  Her  eyes  are  to-day  as  bright  and  clear  as  a 
young  girl's,  and  s-he  had  been  for  years  very  surely 

troubled  with  them."  "A  lady  of  this  city  desires 

to  have  two  masses  said  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  in  thanksgiving  for  her  cure,  obtained 

by  the  water  of  Lourdes." "  I  gave  the  last  of  the 

water  I  had  away  to  poor  persons,  who  were  very  ill, 

and  it  cured  them."  "I  have  great  pleasure  to 

have  it  in  my  power  to  send  a  little  token  of  my  love 
and  grafltude  to  aur  powerful  Advocate  and  Mother; 


please  add  it  to  the  fund  for  our  dear  Lady's  Altar. 
j  This  is  an  offering  in  thanksgiving  for  a  temporal  fa- 

|  vor  obtained  from  our  gracious  Mother." "I  got 

|  a  letter  from  Ireland  a  few  days  ago,  and  my  mother 
is  in  good  health.  Thank  God,  she  is  now  able  to  go 
to  church.  She  says  the  people  say  they  never  did 
see  a  greater  miracle.  It  spread  far  and  near." 
A  Sister  on  mission  writes  thus: 
"Will  you  please  send  us  some  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes  I  have  so  many  application  for  it  that  what 
y}u  sent  me  some  weeks  since,  although  divided  in 
twenty  parts,  is  all  gone.  One  of  the  scrofulous  cases 
whose  name  I  sent  to  be  enrolled  in  the  Association 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  for  whom  you 
sent  a  little  of  the  water  of  Lourdes,  is  entirely  well." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MRS.  ANN 
MCCAFFREY,  of  Detroit,  Mich.,  a  contributor  of  the 
daily  Mass,  who  died  February  16th,  after  a  long  and 
painful  illness  borne  with  truly  Christian  fortitude. 
MR.  BREEN,  of  Tarrytown,  N.  Y.,  MR.  GEORGE  STRONG, 
of  Windsor  .Locks,  Conn.,  He  was  a  convert  to  our 
holy  religion.  Miss  MARY  FLOOD,  of  the  same  place 
And  several  others  whose  names  are  not  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace.  Amen. 

A.  Granger,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Mary's  Dream. 

BY   A.   M.  N. 

One  lovely  morning  in  May,  Annie  and  Mary 
were  gathering  flowers  in  a  garden  to  decorate  an 
altar  that  they  had  erected  in  their  little  room  in 
honor  of  our  Blessed  Lady,  when  Mary  exclaimed: 
"  Oh !  Annie !  I  had  such  a  beautiful  dream  last 
night.  Oh,  it  was  so  beautiful!" 

"What  was  it  about,  dear?"  said  Annie;  "do 
tell  it  to  me ;  I  would  like  to  hear  it." 

"  Well,"  said  Mary, "  I  thought  I  went  into  a  beau- 
tiful country,  and  it  appeared  like  one  vast  garden 
teeming  with  delights — it  surpassed  anything  I 
had  ever  seen  in  this  world.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
I  had  spent  more  than  a  week  in  it,  and  yet  there 
was  no  night  there.  It  was  all  one  bright  day. 
The  climate  was  mild  and  delightful,  the  air  pure, 
clear,  and  balmy,  and  filled  with  a  delicious  fra- 
grance from  the  most  exquisite  flowers,  that  cov- 
ered the  grounds  like  a  carpet.  My  ears  were  en- 
chanted with  the  melody  of  lovely  little  birds,  so  soft 
and  so  sweet;  and  with  the  sounds  of  golden  harps 
suspended  in  the  air.  I  imagined  that  those  sweet 
strains  came  from  instruments  composed  of  the 
softest  velvet. 
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"Everything  that  could  delight  the  senses  was 
there.  Fountains  were  springing  up,  throwing  out 
crystal  water  which  had  the  perfume  of  roses. 
The  grass  had  the  appearance  of  bright  green 
velvet,  and  the  foliage  of  the  trees  was  the  richest 
and  loveliest  I  ever  beheld.  The  branches  were 
all  covered  with  a  bright  emerald-green  moss,  and 
dear  little  birds  of  various  sizes  and  colors  ve:re 
hopping  about  on  the  boughs  of  the  trees,  their 
wings  like  gold,  and  they  were  singing  hymns  and 
praises  to  God.  In  another  part  of  the  grounds  I 
thought  I  saw  some  children,  strewing  rose-leaves 
along  the  pathways, — others  weaving  garlands, 
and  wreaths  of  fresh  flowers  for  crowns,  and  mak- 
ing seats  for  new  visitors.  Those  seats  were  com- 
posed of  different  materials — sone  were  formed  of 
green  moss,  supported  by  olive  branches,  and  or- 
namented with  wreaths  of  lilies; — others  were 
made  of  down  from  the  breasts  of  doves,  decora- 
ted with  wild  hyacinths  and  primroses — others 
again  were  composed  of  seaweed  of  very  brilliant 
colors,  and  ornamented  with  sea-shells  and  spray 
from  the  sea.  Many  of  those  seats  were  situated 
in  delightful  arbors,  and  grottos,  and  fanned  by 
cool  and  gentle  zephyrs. 

"  Some  seats  were  alone  formed  of  vine-leaves 
and  tendrils  interlaced ;  others  of  morning-glories 
and  woodbine.  Then  there  were  winding  paths 
that  led  to  lovely  grottos  of  mother-of-pearl,  em- 
bowered in  mignonette.  Those  paths  were  bor- 
dered on  each  side  by  fuschas,  violets,  pansies,  and 
other  delightful  flowers.  There  were  summer- 
houses  formed  of  the  rarest  trees,  which  grew  to 
an  immense  height,  presenting  a  grand  and  lofty 
appearance.  Morning-glories,  jasmine  and  wood- 
bine crept  to  the  top,  where  delightful  little  birds 
gathered  to  pour  forth  their  melodies  to  God. 
^Eolian  harps,  suspended  from  the  trees  around, 
were  rocked  to  and  fro  by  the  gentle  wind,  from 
which  most  melodious  sounds  came  forth  as  "  fairy- 
like  music,"  mingling  with  the  sweet  notes  of  the 
little  feathered  tribe. 

"  I  went  a  little  farther  on,  and  saw  troops  of  dar- 
ling and  beautiful  little  children  with  happy,  smil- 
ing faces.  Some  were  trying  to  catch  the  sun- 
beams, others  were  making  rainbows  for  the  sky, 
and  preparing  golden  tints  for  the  sunsets  of  the 
world  below.  Some  were  skipping  along  through 
the  clouds  with  ropes  formed  of  violets  and  lilies, 
and  others  were  hugging  dear  little  snowy-white 
lambs,  and  making  necklaces  for  them  of  blue- 
bells and  white  roses.  Oh,  Annie!  I  saw  so  many 
beautiful  things,  as  far  as  my  eye  could  reach — all 
around  ;  and  then,  when  I  was  about  to  leave,  I 
went  towards  the  gate,  and  near  it  I  thought  I  saw 
an  old  man  sitting.  I  then  went  over  and  asked 
him: 


" '  Was  this  heaven  ? ' 

"'Ah,  no!  my  child,'  said  he;  'heaven  is  far 
more  beautiful.  You  cannot  form  any  idea  of  the 
joys  and  delights  of  that  lovely  kingdom.  There's 
nothing  can  be  compared  to  it.  Yet  this  visit  here 
may  be  useful  to  you,  and  may  lead  you  to  think 
more  of  your  heavenly  country.  You  know,  my 
child,  it  is  mentioned  in  Scripture :  "  Ejre  hath  not 
seen,  nor  ear  heard,  nor  hath  it  entered  into  the 
heart  of  man  what  God  hath  prepared  for  those  who 
love  Him.' 

"And  then,  dear  Annie,  I  awoke  and  found  my- 
self here  in  this  world." 

"  Oh,  Mary,  what  a  beautiful  dream ! "  said 
Annie ;  "  I  hope  we  will  be  in  heaven  yet." 

"  Yes,  dear  Annie,  I  do  hope  we  will ;  but  we 
cannot  get  there  unless  we  love  God  and  keep  His 
commandments.  He  made  us  that  we  might 
know  Him,  love  Him,  and  serve  Him  here  in  this 
world,  and  be  happy  with  Him  forever  in  the 
next." 

"  Yes,  Mary,  that's  what  our  Catechism  teaches." 

"Let  us  now  finish  our  bouquets,  dear,  for  we 
must  hurry  and  be  in  time  for  our  First  Commun- 
ion class,"  said  Mary. 

They  were  both  good  children,  and  were  very 
obedient  and  respectful  to  their  parents  and  their 
teachers,  as  every  child  should  be. 

Calendar  of  the  Week. 

APKIL. 

Saturday,  3.— Of  the  Octave. 
Sunday,~4. — Low  Sunday. 
Monday,  5. — ANNUNCIATION  OF  THE  B.  V.  M.  (March 

25) 

Tuesday,  6.— St.  Benedict,  Abbot,  (March  21.) 
Wednesday,  7. — St.  Francis  de  Paula,  (April  2.) 
Thur#day,"8  —St.  Isidore,  B.  C.  D  (April  4.) 
Friday,  9.— St.  Vinceut  Ferrer,  C.  (April  5.) 
Saturday,  10 — Office  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

(Bp.  Quarter,  Chicago,  died,  1848.) 
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Our  correspondents  should  be  careful,  in  writing 
letters,  to  give  their  address  in  full.  We  have  two 
letters  before  us  which  we  cannot  reply  to,  au  account 
of  such  omission.  «. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


tto 


•ENCEFORTH    ALL    GENERATIONS    SHALL    CALL    ME    BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 


Vol.  XI. 


NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  APRIL  10,  1875. 


No.  15. 


The  Ang-elus. 


No.  XXIV. 

Our  materialists  do  not  know,  nor  do  they  wish 
to  know,  that  the  sound  of  the  bell,  during  a  storm, 
is  a  public  and  solemn  prayer,  a  cry  of  alarm  to  the 
Lord  of  storm  and  tempest,  a  supplication  which 
He  has  promised  to  hear.  If  they  mock  at  our 
faith  and  the  faith  of  their  fathers  they  will  mock 
at  the  Almighty  Himself,  whose  solemn  engage- 
ment was  given  of  old : 

"If  you  go  forth  to  war  out  of  your  land  against 
the  enemies  that  fight  against  you,  you  shall  sound 
aloud  with  the  trumpets  and  there  shall  be  a  remem- 
brance of  you  before  the  Lord  your  God,  that  you 
may  be  delivered  out  of  the  hands  of  your  ene- 
mies.* " 

Here,  then,  we  see  the  God  of  armies  who  is  also 
Lord  and  Master  of  the  storm,  making  a  condi- 
tion of  victory  in  the  sounding  of  the  trumpets  of 
Israel — the  continuation  of  which  are  our  bells. 
Has  God  changed?  Is  He  not  free  to  attach  His 
favors  to  any  one  practice  which  He  Himself  in- 
dicates? Are  not  the  demons,  the  lightning,  and 
storm,  the  enemies  of  man,  as  the  Chananeans 
were  of  Israel?  The  bell  is  the  trumpet  of  the 
Church  militant.  Consecrated  by  the  Pontiffs  of 
the  law  of  grace,  is  it  less  powerful  than  the  figu- 
rative trumpet  of  the  ancient  law?  When  modern 
materialists  have  seriously  answered  these  ques- 
tions they  may  be  allowed  the  right  to  mock  the 
faith  of  ages  and  propose  their  theories  as  the 
final  decision  of  science.  In  the  mean  time,  the 
Church,  who  knows  more  than  they,  will  con- 
tinue to  bless  her  bells,  and  Catholic  people  will 
continue  to  sound  them,  to  moderate  storms  and 
drive  away  the  evil  spirits,  f 


*  Numbers,  x,  9. 

t  Beuedicuntur  campante  ut  sint  tubae  militantis 
Ecclesiae  ut  procul  pcllantur    hostilea  exercitus   et 


As  a  fact,  what  force  can  the  progress  of  science 
bring  to  bear  upon  the  present  question?  Will  it . 
destroy  the  immortal  promises  made  to  the 
Church  ?  Will  it  take  from  it  that  supernatural 
power,  received  from  God,  of  vanquishing  the  de- 
mons of  the  air  and  paralyzing  their  wicked  efforts  ? 
Can  we  not  say  here,  with  St.  Ambrose :  "  The  ben- 
ediction of  the  Church  is  stronger  than  all  the  forces 
of  nature;  since  nature  itself  is  found  essentially 
changed  by  the  supernatural  efficacy  of  the  bene- 
diction." * 

Moreover,  in  regard  to  the  danger  of  ringing 
bells  during  a  storm,  is  it  certain  that  science  has 
spoken  finally  and  definitely  ?  Let  us  hear,  on  this 
point,  a  man  less  positive  than  many  others,  be- 
cause more  learned  than  they,  and  one  who  can- 
not be  suspected  of  wishing  to  favor  the  practices 
of  the  Catholic  Church. 

After  having  refuted  the  opinion  that  the  ring- 
ing of  bells  attracts  lightning,  Arago  concludes: 
"  In  the  actual  state  of  science,  it  has  not  yet  been 
proved  that  the  sound  of  bells  renders  claps  of 
thunder  more  imminent  and  dangerous ;  it  has  not 
been  proved  that  great  noises  have  ever  caused 
lightning  to  strike  objects  which  otherwise  would 
not  have  been  struck."f 

In  order  to  produce  the  certain  effects  which  the 
Church  attributes  to  them,  it  is  necessary  that  the 
bells  be  regularly  consecrated  by  the  Bishop  him- 
self. Such  is  the  decision  of  the  Sacred  Congre- 
gation of  Rites. $  So  also  was  it  understood  by 
Pope  Benedict  XIII.  Not  only  during  the  time  of 


omnes  insidiae  inimici,  fragor  grandinum,  procellae 
turbinum,  impetus  tempestatum  et  fulgorum  tempe- 
rentur. — (Cone.  Colon.,  c.  xiv.,  1536.) 

*  Quantis  utimur  exemplis  ut  probemus  majorem 
esse  vim  benedictionis,  quam  naturae!  quia  benedic- 
tione  et  ipsa  natura  mutatur.  (Lib.  Deiis  qui  initiantur, 

— c.  ix. 
t  Annuaire  du  Bureau  des  Longitudes.    1838. 

t  Decree  of  July  5th,  1614. 
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his  episcopacy,  but  also  from  the  time  of  his  eleva- 
tion to  the  Supreme  Pontificate,  he  found  his 
greatest  happiness  in  unceasingly  consecrating 
new  bells  for  minor  churches,  which  hesitated  not 
to  seek  from  him  so  great  a  favor.  We  will  give 
here  a  few  extracts  from  ancient  liturgies,  show- 
ing the  relations  found  to  exist  between  bells  and 
preachers.  "  Our  bells  take  the  place  of  the  trum- 
pets of  the  Old  Law.  They  are  more  solid  and 
durable  than  the  trumpets  of  Israel.  The  New 
Law  is  destined  to  a  longer  existence  than  the 
Mosaic  Law. 

Bells  are  a  figure  of  preachers.  Like  the  bell, 
the  preacher  should  call  men  to  the  faith.  This 
is  prefigured  by  the  order  given  by  the  Lord 
to  Moses,  when  He  prescribed  that  the  robe  of 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff  should  be  adorned  with 
seventy-two  small  bells,  whose  sound  would  make 
known  his  entrance  into  the  Holy  of  Holies. 
The  clapper,  striking  alternately  the  two  sides  of 
the  bell,  is  a  figure  of  the  tongue  of  the  preacher 
who,  skilled  in  science,  speaks  both  of  the  Old  and 
the  New  Testament.  Consequently  a  preacher 
without  knowledge  is  as  a  bell  without  a  tongue. 
The  wood  from  which  the  bell  is  suspended  figures 
the  wood  of  the  Cross  of  Our  Lord.  For  this  rea- 
son it  is  often  surmounted  by  a  cross  to  recall  the 
mystery  of  the  Sacrifice  of  Calvary.  The  rope 
used  to  ring  the  bell  indicates  the  work  of  the 
preacher ;  and  is  also  an  image  of  our  life.  This 
rope,  ascending  and  descending  in  the  hands  of 
the  ringer,  eloquently  figures  the  life  of  man  on 
earth  with  its  ups  and  downs.  It  is  a  book,  says 
St.  Gregory.  By  its  ascent  it  admonishes  us  to 
raise  ourselves  to  heaven  by  good  works.  By  its 
descent,  we  are  told  to  consider  the  vices  and  mis 
eries  in  which  we  are  plunged.  *" 

What  a  fruitful  subject  of  meditation  is  pre- 
sented to  us  in  the  bell,  as  it  was  to  our  forefath- 
ers! Instructed  by  St.  Paul,  they  knew  that  visi- 
ble and  material  things  are  but  the  reflection  of 
the  invisible  and  spiritual.  Their  faith  lifted  the 
veil  and  read  the  thought  without  the  expression, 
the  truth  without  the  image. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 
*  Durandus.    Eat.  div.  offlc.  De  Campanis. 


THINK  not  that  the  wicked  are  in  this  world  for 
nothing,  and  that  God  does  no  good  with  them. 
Every  wicked  man  lives,  either  to  amend  his  life 
or  to  exercise  the  good.  Would  to  God,  then,  they 
that  now  exercise  us,  were  converted  and  exercised 
with  us ;  yet  as  long  as  they  exercise  us  let  us  not 
hate  them ;  for  we  know  not  whether  each  will  per- 
severe to  the  end  in  that  wherein  he  is  wicked. — 
St.  Augustine. 


St.  John,  the  Aged. 

[The  following  anonymous  poem  was  found, 
about  eight  years  ago,  in  a  Philadelphia  magazine. 
It  relates  to'the  death  of  the  "  Beloved  Disciple" ; 
and  its  beauty  of  language,  fervor  of  feeling,  and 
exalted  religious  sentiment,  claim  for  it  a  wider 
circulation  than  it  has  yet  attained.] 


> 


I'm  growing  very  old.    This  weary  head 
That  hath  so  often  leaned  on  Jesus'  breast, 
In  days  long  passed  that  seem  almost  a  dream, 
Is  bent  and  hoary  with  its  weight  of  years. 
These  limbs  that  followed  Him — my  Master — oft 
From  Galilee  to  Juclah,  3rea,  that  stood 
Beneath  the  Cross  and  trembled  with  His  groans, 
Refuse  to  bear  me  even  through  the  streets 
To  preach  unto  my  children.    E'en  my  lips 
Refuse  to  form  the  words  my  heart  sends  forth. 
My  ears  are  dull ;  they  scarcely  hear  the  sobs 
Of  my  dear  children  gathered  round  my  couch: 
My  eyes  so  dim,  they  cannot  see  their  tears. 
God  lays  His  hand  upon  me; — yea,  His  HAND, 
And  not  His  rod— the  gentle  hand  that  I  have 
Felt,  those  three  years,  so  often  pressed  mine, 
In  friendship  such  as  passeth  woman's  love. 

I'm  old,  so  old!  I  cannot  recollect 

The  faces  of  my  friends,  and  I  forget 

The  words  and  deeds  that  make  up  daily  life; 

But  that  dear  face,  and  every  word  He  spoke, 

Grow  more  distinct  as  others  fade  away, 

So  that  I  live  with  Him  and  holy  dead 

More  than  with  living. 

Some  seventy  years  ago 
I  was  a  fisher  by  the  sacred  sea. 
It  was  at  sunset.    How  the  tranquil  tide 
Bathed  dreamily  the  pebbles!    How  the  light 
Crept  up  the  distant  hills,  and  in  its  wake 
Soft  purple  shadows  wrapped  the  dewy  fields! 
And  then  HE  came  and  called  me.    Then  I  gazed, 
For  the  first  time,  on  that  sweet  Face.   Those  eyes, 
From  out  of  which,  as  from  a  window,  shone 
Divinity,  looked  on  ray  inmost  soul, 
And  lighted  it  forever.    Then  His  words 
Broke  on  the  silence  of  my  heart,  and  made 
The  whole  world  musical.    Incarnate  Love 
Took  hold  of  me  and  claimed  me  for  its  own. 
I  followed  in  the  twilight,  holding  fast 
His  mantle. 

Oh!  what  holy  walks  we  had, 

Through  harvest  fields  and  desolate  dreary  wastes; 
And  oftentimes  He  leaned  upon  my  arm, 
Wearied  and  wayworn.    I  was  young  and  strong,    . 
And  so  upbore  Him.    Lord!  now  I  am  weak, 
So  put  Thine  arm  around  me.    Closer  still! 
How  strong  Thou  art!  The  twilight  draws  apace. 
Come,  let  us  leave  these  noisy  streets  and  take 
The  path  to  Bethany,  for  Mary's  smile 
Awaits  us  at  the  gate,  and  Martha's  hands 
Have  long  prepared  the  cheerful  evening  meal. 
Come,  James,  the  Master  waits;  and  Peter,  see, 
Has  gone  some  steps  before. 
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And  see.  His  Mother!  O  those  gentle  eyes 
Bright  with  long  looking  on  the  Son  Divine; 
She  comes  to  meet  us  with  a  queenly  step, 
Her  face  all  glowing  with  a  heavenly  peace. 
How  sweetly  "  Mother!"  falls  from  Jesus'  lips! 
How  tender  "Son!  "  from  hers! 

What  say  you,  friends? 
That  this  is  Ephesus,  and  Christ  has  gone 
Back  to  His  Kingdom?    Ay, 'tis  so, 'tis  so, 
I  know  it  all;  and  yet,  just  now,  I  seemed       >»,•    • 
To  stand  once  more  upon  my  native  hills 
And  touch  my  Master.    Oh,  how  oft  I've  seen 
The  touching  of  His  garment  bring  back  strength 
To  palsied  limbs!  I  feel  it  has  to  mine. 
Up!  bear  me  once  more  to  my  church,  once  more 
There  let  rae  tell  them  of  a  Saviour's  love: 
For  by  the  sweetness  of  my  Master's  voice 
Just  now,  I  think  He  must  be  very  near, — 
Coming,  I  trust,  to  break  the  vail,  which  time 
Has  worn  so  thin  that  !»can  see  beyond, 
And  watch  His  footsteps. 

So,  raise  up  my  head, 
How  dark  it  is!  I  cannot  seem  to  see 
The  faces  of  my  flock.    Is  that  the  sea 
That  murmurs  so,  or  is  it  weeping?    Hush! 
My  little  children!  God  so  loved  the  world    v 
He  gave  His  Son;  so  love  ye  one  another; 
Love  God  and  man.    Amen.    Now  bear  me  back. 
My  Legacy  unto  an  angry  world  is  this. 
1  feel  my  work  is  finished.    Are  the  streets  so  full? 
What,  call  the  folks  my  name?    The  Holy  John? 
Nay,  write  me  rather,  Jesus  Christ's  beloved, 
And  lover  of  my  children. 

Lay  me  down 

Once  more  upon  my  couch,  and  open  wide 
The  eastern  windows.    See!  there  comes  a  light 
Like  that  which  broke  upon  my  soul  at  eve, 
When,  in  the  dreary  Isle  of  Patmos,  Gabriel  came 
And  touched  me  on  the  shoulder.    See!  it  grows 
As  when  we  mounted  towards  the  pearly  gates. 
I  know  the  way!  I  trod  it  once  before. 
And  hark!  it  is  the  song,  the  ransomed  song 
Of  glory  to  the  Lamb!    How  loud  it  sounds! 
And  that  unwritten  one!    Methinks  ray  soul 
Can  join  it  now.    But  who  are  these  that  crowd 
The  shining  way?    Say?— jo}%  'tis  the  eleven! 
With  Peter  first;  how  eagerly  he  looks! 
How  bright  the  smiles  are  beaming  on  James'  face! 
I  am  the  last.    Once  more  we  are  complete, 
To  gather  round  the  Paschal  Feast.    My  place 
Is  next  my  Master.    Oh,  my  Lord!  my  Lord! 
How  bright  Thou  art,  and  yet  the  very  same 
I  loved  in  Galilee!    'Tis  worth  the  hundred  years 
To  feel  this  bliss!    So  lift  me  up,  dear  Lord, 
Unto  Thy  bosom.    There  shall  I  abide. 


UNCEASING  prayer  is  necessary  to  man  that  he 
may  enter  heaven. — St.  Thomas. 

THE  Blessed  Sacrament  is  a  fire  which  consumes 
all  our  earthly  affections. — St.  Liguori. 

WHOEVER  deters  souls  from  frequent  Commu. 
nion  does  the  work  of  the  devil. —  Yen.  Fr.  Avila. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  V. 

Studies  are  over  for  the  day ;  school-books,  maps 
and  slates  are  huddled  out  of  sight  into  the  closet, 
which  John  facetiously  calls  the  "  brain  factory," 
where  there  is  not  much  to  commend  in  the  order 
of  arrangement,  the  only  thing  strictly  insisted 
upon  being  that  each  one's  property  should  be 
placed  on  the  shelf  assigned  to  his  or  her  use. 
Safely  stowed  away,  the  dog-eared  Latin  lexicon, 
that  had,  somehow,  got  under  the  table,  is  spied 
and  ignorniniously  pitched  in,  the  door  is  banged 
to  with  a  vim,  and  the  key  turned  by  Baste,  who 
is  self-appointed  janitor  of  this  domain,  and  gives 
vent  to  his  satisfaction  by  a  merry  "Hurra!" 
prancing  around  the  room,  snapping  his  fingers 
with  delight.  No  wonder  the  young  folk  are  in 
such  a  state  of  exhilaration,  for  the  morrow  is  a 
holiday — the  day  after  that,  Sunday — then  to  crown 
their  happiness  it  has  been  snowing  the  livelong 
day,  and  one  of  their  comrades  had  bounced  in  at 
noon  with  the  tidings  that  the  river  was  freezing. 

Great  snowflakes  are  softly  pelting  the  school- 
room windows,  piling  Alps  on  the  window-sills 
that  threaten  to  curtain  them  in ;  the  air  is  filled 
with  a  noiseless,  dancing  whiteness,  and  the  out- 
look would  be  dreary  but  for  the  blazing,  ruddy 
fire  of  wood  and  sea-coal  that  is  piled  up  in  the 
wide  Latrobe  grate,  diffusing  a  warm  glow  over 
the  walls,  and  brightening  to  still  greater  merri- 
ment of  expression  the  faces  of  the  children. 
Baste  and  Con  are  looking  after  the  condition  of 
the  straps  of  their  skates  and  the  runners  of  their 
"clippers,"  which  they  have  hauled  out  from  the 
receptacle  where,  by  law  established,  such  things 
are  kept  when  not  in  use.  Clara  is  promised  a 
coasting  frolic  if  she'll  just  help  to  sew  on  some 
buckles  that  are  hanging  loose;  and  John — well, 
John  knows  well  enough  that  he  will  hear  all 
about  their  fun,  and  enjoy  it  without  the  discom- 
fort of  being  half  frozen ;  happily  for  him,  his  del- 
icate and  sensitive  organization  makes  him  shrink 
from  things  that  other  boys  hardened  by  rough 
out-door  sports  take  pleasure  in,  which  contributed 
no  little  towards  making  him  content  as  he  is, — 
and  he  sits  there  by  them  in  his  wheeled  chair, 
his  elbows  on  his  knees,  his  chin  resting  on  his 
hands,  now  chaffing  Con  and  Baste,  now  throwing 
in  a  word  of  advice,  or  finding  fault  with  their 
awkwardness — as  those  who  are  mere  lookers  on 
are  invariably  tempted  to  do.  But  John,  although 
privileged  to  say  what  he  pleases,  is  never  ill-na- 
tured, so  his  chaff  is  like  striking  flint,  sparkles  of 
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fun  fly  out,  and  bursts  of  laughter  tell  how  much 
they  enjoy  seeing  each  other  hit. 

Natalie  is  there  too.  Seeing  that  the  children 
are  happy  and  occupied,  she  rises  to  go  to  her 
own  room;  but,  obeying  some  sudden  impulse, 
she  stops  at  the  nearest  window,  and  looks  out. 
Twilight  has  crept  on;  it  is  nearly  dark,  and,  as 
she  stands  there  watching  the  snow  beating  like 
maimed  buds  against  the  window-panes,  a  subtle 
power  within  her  links  the  scene  with  her  past,  until 
her  mind,  filled  with  unbidden  memories,  is  lost  to 
present  realities.  The  fire  throws  red  gleams  upon 
the  window  panes,  that  by  a  quaint  illusion  look 
like  eyes  of  flame  winking  through  the  white  drifts 
outside,  that  the  wind  whirls  past,  and  the  vivid 
light  projects  her  shadow  upon  them  like  a  troubled 
ghost.  Natalie  sees  it  all  as  in  a  dream,  blending 
with  the  phantoms  of  her  frozen  life.  How  long 
she  would  have  remained  there  in  her  motionless 
trance,  if  a  sudden  clamor  among  the  children, 
and  her  own  name  shouted  amidst  the  uproar,  had 
not  recalled  her  to  herself,  I  cannot  tell. 

"  She's  coming!  she's  coming  to-night,  Natalie! 
I  say,  Natalie,  Sybil  is  coming  this  very  night!" 
said  Baste,  seizing  her  hand,  that  hung  cold  and 
listless  by  her  side.  Natalie,  suddenly  awoke 
from  her  dream,  turned  a  face  so  white  and  startled 
to  the  boy,  that  he  shrunk  back,  saying:  "I  beg 
your  pardon,  Natalie, — did  I  hurt  you?" 

"No,  my  boy,"  she  answered,  smoothing  his 
cheek.  "  I  stopped  to  look  what  the  snow  was  do- 
ing; then  I  got  to  thinking  of  times  when  the 
snow  made  me  very  happy  always,  until  I  forgot 
myself  for  a  little  while.  But  what  is  it?"  she 
asked;  and,  looking  round,  and  seeing  Edyth 
Weston  there,  she  held  out  her  handsome,  shapely 
hand.  Edyth  was  not  slow  in  flying  to  her — for 
there  was  a  singular  affinity  between  the  two  na- 
tures ;  she  pressed  her  close  against  her  breast,  and 
laid  her  cheek  for  a  moment  on  her  head, — a  curi- 
ous way  she  had  of  showing  tenderness  towards  an 
object  she  loved,  instead  of  by  a  kiss.  "  Now !  who 
is  coming?" 

"Sybil;  Edyth's  sister,  you  know.  She's  a 
grown-up  young  lady ! "  explained  John. 

"  And  Uncle  Weston's  gone  to  the  depot  in  the 
carriage  for  her,"  added  Baste. 

"  And,  Natalie,  Aunt  Weston  sent  Edyth  over  in 
the  sleigh  to  fetch  mamma,  "  said  Clara. 

"  But  mamma  would  rather  go  to-morrow — after 
they  all  get  acquainted  with  Sybil ;  for  you  must 
know  Natalie,  that  she  has  never  lived  at  home," 
put  in  Con. 

"  And,  oh,  Natalie !  I  am  so  glad  that  I  am  going 
to  have  a  sister  all  to  myself,"  said  Edyth. 

Thus  Natalie  had  the  whole  story  completed  in 
scraps,  each  one  asserting  the  right  to  tell  part ;  and 


she  said :  "  I  am  glad  that  Sybil  is  coming" ;  which 
answer  did  for  all. 

"But  are  you  such  a  goose,  Edyth,  as  to  think 
you're  going  to  have  Sybil  all  to  yourself?  You 
know  there's  to  be  grand  doings, — parties  and  all 
that, — and  she  ain't  going  to  stay  home  to  play 
doll-babies  with  you,"  said  Baste. 

"No:  I  don't;  but  I  shall  have  her  sometimes. 
She  can't  always  be  going  to  parties  and  things," 
replied  Edyth,  with  a  pout. 

"Edyth  says  Aunt  Weston  is  going  to  give  the 
greatest  ball  that  was  ever  heard  of,"  said  Con. 

"  And  Uncle  Weston  is  going  to  dance  the  sailor's 
hornpipe  at  it;  and  Sybil  is  to  be  set  a-top  a  gold 
tripod,  to  be  worshipped  to  the  sound  of  dulcimers 
and  cymbals,"  added  John,  with  a  merry  Iwinkle 
in  his  eyes. 

"John!"  said  Natalie  gravely, — for  John  -was 
naturally  given  to  sarcasm,  a  quality  that  was  to 
be  quenched,  if  possible ;  but  the  young  folk,  even 
Edyth,  saw  the  absurdity  of  the  situation  he  de- 
scribed, and  laughed  heartily;  but  he  made  no 
more  such  comments;  and  only  remarked:  "I'm 
very  glad  Sybil's  coming.  I  never  saw  her;  so 
she's  only  a  name  to  me,  but  I  hope  she's  jolly." 

"I  wish  Miss  Arnold  could  hear  you  call  Sybil 
jolly !  "  retorted  Edyth. 

"  Would  her  hair  stand  on  end  ?  I  mean — I  beg 
your  pardon,  Natalie,  I  mean  it  would  do  Tier  good 
to  be  jolly,"  said  John,  his  eyes  twinkling,  and  his 
face  red  with  the  effort  to  keep  within  bounds. 

The  children  saw  it  all,  and  laughed;  it  takes 
but  little  wit  to  make  them  do  that  when  they  are 
in  the  humor  for  it;  but  in  the  midst  of  their  hil- 
arity Edyth  was  sent  for  to  go  home,  and  but  for 
the  expectation  of  seeing  her  sister,  blended  with 
a  very  natural  curiosity  to  know  what  she  was 
like,  she  would  have  left  the  brightness  and  cheer- 
fulness of  that  room,  as  she  always  did,  very  re- 
luctantly. 

Shortly  after  Edyth  got  home,  Sybil  arrived 
with  her  father.  Mrs.  Weston,  smiling  and  gra- 
cious, and  anxious  to  make  an  agreeable  impres- 
sion on  the  new  power  just  entering  where  she 
had  hitherto  reigned  supreme,  met  them  in  the 
hall  and  welcomed  her  stepdaughter  with  a  cor- 
dial embrace.  Then  she  drew  Edyth  forward  and 
introduced  her.  A  single  glance,  which  met  an 
appealing  look  in  the  blue  eyes  quickly  raised  to 
hers,  then  shyly  withdrawn,  and  Sybil  by  an  in- 
voluntary impulse  knelt  down  to  bring  the  child's 
face  level  with  her  own,  and  with  both  arms 
around  her  kissed  her  forehead  and  lips;  then,  as 
if  half-ashamed,  she  rose  up,  still  holding  Edyth's 
willing  hand,  and  said:  "It  is  so  strange  to  see 
the  sister  who  has  been  something  like  a  dream  to 
me,  but  always  loved." 
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Mrs.  Weston  was  glad  to  have  Edyth  noticed  so 
affectionately,  yet  wondered  if  it  was  not  a  pretty 
little  piece  of  acting  on  Sybil's  part,  it  was  so  grace- 
fully done.  The  woman's  nature  was  so  crusted 
over  by  artificial  conventionalities  that  spontaneity 
was  incomprehensible  to  her  except  where  she 
imagined  a  motive. 

There  was  an  unpremeditated  grace  and  simple 
dignity  in  every  movement  of  Sybil  that  was  ex- 
tremely attractive ;  but  it  seemed  to  raise  her  so 
far  beyond  her  imaginings  and  hopes  of  compan- 
ionship that  Edyth  felt  chilled  and  disappointed, 
fearing  that  she  would  be  no  better  off  than  before 
she  came. 

Sybil's  heart  was  touched  by  her  stepmother's 
affectionate  welcome,  and  she  had  already  dis- 
cerned that  in  Eilyth's  face  which  gave  promise 
of  a  loving  heart.  But  her  father— she  did  not 
know  it  until  many  years  had  passed — had  been 
almost  overcome  on  meeting  her,  by  her  resem- 
blance to  her  dead  mother;  and  the  sacred  emotion, 
instead  of  warming  his  manner  towards  his  long 
absent  child,  had  driven  his  feelings  in  upon  him- 
self, leaving  his  countenance  impassible,  and  the 
few  words  that  he  said  after  his  first  greeting,  cold 
and  constrained. 

The  lay-Sister  who  had  accompanied  Sybil 
through  her  long  journey  handed  Mr.  Weston  the 
baggage  checks,  a  small  package  and  some  letters; 
he  thanked  her  for  her  care  and  kindness  to  his 
daughter,  and  invited  her  to  his  house,  but  the 
good  religiew,*e  wished  to  leave  by  the  return  train, 
to  get  back  without  loss  of  time  to  her  beloved 
solitude.  There  was  a  brief  but  touching  adieu 
between  her  and  Sybil,  whom  she  had  watched  over 
from  her  earliest  childhood;  Mr.  Weston  led  his 
daughter  to  the  carriage,  closed  the  door  and  told 
the  coachman  to  wait  until  he  returned.  He  re- 
joined Sister  Joseph,  saw  that  she  was  comfortably 
seated,  ordered  hot  tea  and  other  refreshments  to 
be  served  to  her  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  gave 
particular  directions  to  the  conductor  to  pay  her 
every  attention  along  the  route.  He,  being  Presi- 
dent of  the  road,  had  only  to  speak  to  be  obeyed 
by  its  employees. 

Parting  from  this  lifelong  friend  was  Sybil's 
first  grief  on  coming  home;  but  her  father's  cold- 
ness divided  the  sorrow.  As  she  sat  there  alone  in 
the  luxurious  carriage  waiting  for  him,  the  bitter 
thought  forced  itself  on  her  mind:  "  My  father  is 
not  glad  to  see  me,  after  I  have  been  waiting  and 
longing  all  these  years  to  be  with  him;  but  I 
won't  be  hasty  to  judge,  for  it  may  be  only  his 
way.  He  has  seen  me  so  few  times  in  my  life  that 
it  is  no  wonder  he  feels  strange  towards  me.  I 
know  our  Immaculate  Mother  will  help  me  in 
doing  that  which  is  right?  so  I  will  wait  and  be 


patient."    The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Weston  got 
in. 

"  I  stopped,"  he  remarked,  drawing  his  furred 
coat  over  his  knees,  as  the  carriage  drove  off,  "to 
see  the  good  lady  who  brought  you  made  comfort- 
able, as  she  would  not  come  with  us;  and  I  would 
not  leave  her  until  the  train  moved  out.  Are  you 
well  wrapped  up  ?  "  he  said,  in  the  most  matter-of- 
fact,  chilling  tones. 

"Yes,  father;  thank  you." 

He  did  not  speak  again;  he  did  not  wish  to 
hear  the  voice  there,  in  the  darkness,  that  made 
him  almost  believe  that  the  lost  love  of  his  life 
was  once  more  beside  him;  it  was  too  painful,  this 
conflict  of  memory  with  unreality,  and  he  was 
glad  when  the  coachman  drew  up  his  horses  be- 
fore his  own  door.  He  left  Sybil  in  his  wife's 
hands  and  shut  himself  in  his  library,  wondering 
how  he  should  ever  be  able  to  endure,  without  be- 
traying himself,  a  presence  in  his  daily  life  which 
would  constantly  remind  him  of  "  now,  and  then." 
He  was  sorry  that  he  had  consented  to  bring  his 
daughter  home,  and  almost  wished  that  she  had  pre- 
ferred the  cloister,  forgetting  his  bitterly  expressed 
opposition  to  her  ever  doing  so.  But  she  was  here, 
and  he  would  fight  his  weakness  down  as  best  he 
could ;  only  she  must  not  be  made  to  suffer  and 
feel  herself  unwelcome,  where  she  had  the  best 
right  to  be.  And  withal — if  you  can  understand 
such  an  anomaly — his  heart  was  yearning  with  in- 
conceivable tenderness  towards  his  child;  he 
would  like  to  have  taken  her  to  his  breast,  and 
held  her  there,  weeping  as  Jacob  did  over  Ben- 
jamin when  he  came  up  out  of  Egypt,  with  joy 
that  he  had  returned.  But,  pooh!  how  could 
this  one  clear,  deep  pool  of  human  feeling  escape 
from  the  glacial  fetters  that  avarice  and  the  world 
had  hemmed  around  and  above  it?  he  was 
sometimes  conscious  of  its  existence  by  its  efforts 
to  release  itself,  but  thus  pent  up  from  flowing  into 
its  natural  channels  it  only  gave  him  the  keenest 
pain,  as  on  this  occasion.  He  rang  the  bell,  and 
ordered  a  cup  of  hot  coffee,  which  he  swallowed  as 
soon  as  it  was  brought,  and  it  had  the  effect  of 
toning  up  his  nerves  (nobody  except  himself  was 
ever  aware  of  his  having  nerves),  and  assisted  him 
to  resume  the  habitual  and  iron  self-control  that 
governed  his  life,  so  that  he  was  able  to  meet  his 
family  at  dinner,  and  assume  a  stiff  sort  of  cheer- 
fulness, difficult  for  him  to  maintain. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 


OtTB  love  of  Christ  should  manifest  itself  in  ten- 
derness towards  creatures  for  whom  Christ  died. 

IP  the  feelings  are  stirred  with  resentment  at  the 
contempt  we  receive,  at  least  let  us  be  glad  in 
spirit, — St,  Alphonsus. 
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JLve  Maria. 


Ave  Maria. 


Thou  that  once  on-  earth  didst  weep! 

By  a  broken  heart's  complaint, 
And  a  pain  that  poisons  sleep, 

Mary,  Mother,  Queen,  and  Saint, 
Hear  me,  for  my  wound  is  deep! 

Aid  me,  for  my  soul  is  faint! 

ii. 
Bid  the  darkness  come  and  seal 

Burning  eyes  that  will  not  close; 
Let  me  cease  awhile  to  feel; 

And  the  pangs  of  many  woes, 
And  the  heart  thou  mayst  not  heal, 

Gentle  Mother,  bid  repose! 

— J.  R.  CHORLEY. 


THE  LIFE 

OF 
MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLEKTON. 

CHAPTER  I— (Continued.) 

Eugenie's  teachers  were  often  struck  by  the  ap. 
parently  opposite  qualities  they  remarked  in  her. 
One  of  them  had  noticed  that  passionately  as  she 
loved  amusement  there  was  no  day  that  she  dM 
not  spend  part  of  her  playtime  in  prayer,  and  so  she 
asked  her:  "What  prayers  are  you  in  the  halrit 
of  saying,  my  child,  when  you  go  into  the  chapel, 
during  recreation?"  "Madame,"  Eugenie  an- 
swered, "  I  say  the  Litany  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in 
order  to  be  enlightened  as  to  the  vanity  of  this 
world,  and  the  Veni  Creator  that  I  may  know  what 
is  my  vocation." 

"The  Holy  Spirit,  to  whose  guidance  she  com- 
mitted herself  with  so  much  faith,  soon  inspired 
her  with  a  leaning  towards  the  religious  life. 
The  thought  of  consecrating  herself  entirely  to 
God  began  to  fill  her  with  new  and  delightful  emo- 
tions. At  the  same  time,  there  was  a  dark  side 
of  the  picture.  Her  strong  affection  for  her  fam- 
ily and  her  home  saddened  a  prevision  which,  if 
realized,  would  entail  a  separation  she  could 
hardly  endure  to  contemplate. 

One  day  that  she  had  been  on  this  subject,  and 
suffering  from  the  contradictory  feelings  it  in- 
spired, she  went  suddenly  up  to  the  nun  who  was 
in  charge  of  the  class,  and  said :  "  Madame,  will  you 
be  so  kind  as  to  tell  me  if  one  can  have  avocation 
to  the  religious  life  without  an  attraction  to  it?" 
"  No  doubt  of  it,"  was  the  reply.  "  Such  vocations 
are,  in  one  sense,  the  best,  because  there  is  then 
less  danger  of  being  deceived  by  imagination." 

"  O  thank  you,  madame,"  Eugenie  exclaimed. 
"  I  am  very  glad,  then,  to  know  that.  A  great  sor- 


row at  the  idea  of  leaving  home  would  be  no  proof 
that  one  had  not  a  vocation,  but  it  might  be  a  proof, 
on  the  contrary,  that  it  was  a  solid  one." 

Eugenie's  progress  in  all  her  studies  kept  pace 
with  her  growth;  pursuit  of  knowledge  was  a 
pleasure,  not  a  toil,  to  her  active  mind.  She  liked 
every  branch  of  learning,  but  chiefly  the  natural 
sciences.  Astronomy  interested  her  to  such  a  de- 
gree that  at  no  time  of  her  life  would  she  look  at 
a  starry  sky  without  emotion.  In  this  she  resem- 
bles St.  Ignatius,  one  of  the  saints  towards  whom 
she  felt  much  devotion, — he,  who  used  to  stand 
on  the  roof  of  the  Roman  College,  gazing  on  the 
glowing  vault  of  heaven,  his  soul  raised  to  the 
highest  contemplation  of  the  Divine  Creator,  and 
earth  vanishing  to  nothingness  in  his  estimation. 
The  tone,  if  we  may  so  speak,  of  his  sanctity  was 
peculiarly  congenial  to  Eugenie's  mind.  There 
was  in  her  soul  a  singular  union  of  strength — 
which  might  almost  be  termed  masculine — and  a 
tenderness  of  devotion  which  delighted  in  the 
most  simple  and  childlike  acts  of  piety.  The 
thought  of  the  Guardian  Angels — of  her  own,  and 
those  of  her  friends — was  so  constantly  present  to 
her,  that  one  would  have  imagined  that  she  was 
personally  acquainted  with  them. 

Madame  Desmarguet,  the  nun  who  had  been 
ber  teacher,  left  Lille  sometime  before  Eugenie's 
schooldays  were  over.  This  was  a  real  sorrow  to 
her;  and  realizing,  without  the  shadow  of  a  doubt, 
all  that  belongs  to  the  spiritual  world,  she  found 
consolation  in  sending  this  dear  friend  communi- 
cations through  their  respective  Guardian  Angels. 
She  never  doubted  that  these  celestial  messengers 
delivered  her  messages. 

We  find  her  pions  mistress  writing  to  her,  on 
one  occasion :  "You  have  every  reason,  my  dear- 
est  child,  to  be  satisfied  with  the  faith  fulness  of 
your  Guardian  Angel.  Mine  did  not  fail  to  convey 
to  me  that  I  should  pray  for  you  in  a  very  special 
manner  on  Easter  Day,  for  I  certainly  felt  moved 
to  do  so  with  singular  fervor." 

Such  are  the  reminiscences  of  Eugenie's  child- 
hood and  early  youth,  up  to  the  time  of  her  leav- 
ing school.  Such  the  promise  she  gave  of  future 
excellence.  In  the  fallowing  chapter  we  shall 
follow  her  to  her  home,  and  see  her  extending  by 
degrees  the  devout  apostolate  begun  amongst  her 
playmates. 

CHAPTER  II. 

ET7GENIE  IN  HER   HOME. 

On  the  4th  of  September,  1843,  M.  and  Madame 
Smet  welcomed  their  daughter  home  at  their  coun- 
try house,  near  the  little  town  of  Looz  les  Lille. 
Her  education  was  completed,  and  she  had  now 
to  begin  life  under  a  new  aspect.  The  time  was 
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come  for  her  to  put  in  practice  what  she  had 
learnt  during  the  happy  years  spent  at  school.  It 
might  be  said  of  her  that  "  she  had  a  great  heart, 
and  knew  how  to  will,"  (magno  corde  et  anima  vo- 
lenti)  a  knowledge  and  a  power  without  which 
holiness  can  hardly  exist.  Neither  herself  nor 
her  parents  could  then  foresee  what  were  God's 
designs  on  her  soul ;  but  no  one  could  be  long 
with  Eugenie  and  not  perceive  that  what  she 
willed,  that  she  would  do, — and  that  what  she  did 
would  be  well  done. 

In  taking  possession  of  a  pretty  little  roora  care- 
fully furnished  and  arranged  for  her  by  a  mother's 
tender  care,  her  first  feeling  was  one  of  joy  that 
she  could  see  from  her  window  the  spire  of  the 
village  church.  "God  is  there,"  she  felt;  and 
that  thought  hallowed  the  quiet  landscape,  and 
endeared  to  her  the  room  which  was  to  be  for 
several  years  her  cell,  her  oratory,  the  place  of  her 
rest,  the  scene  of  her  fervent  converse  with  her 
dear  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother. 

It  is  always  an  epoch,  and  sometimes  a  turning 
point,  in  a  girl's  life,  when  she  has  first  a  room  to 
herself;  one  anxiously  watched  by  her  Guardian 
Angel,  for  on  the  employment  of  her  solitary  hours 
often  depends  the  happiness  or  the  misery,  the 
usefulness  or  the  worse  than  uselessness,  of  her 
future  existence.  The  priceless  gift  of  time  is 
then  in  some  measure  placed  at  her  own  disposal, 
to  be  carefully  invested,  or  recklessly  squandered. 
Oh,  that  the  young  could  know  with  what  feelings 
the  old  gather  up  the  fragments  that  remain — the 
ebbing  treasure  they  make  so  little  account  of! " 

It  is  not  often  that  at  once  a  young  creature  of 
Eugenie's  age  sets  herself  to  regulate  her  life,  as 
she  did.  From  the  first  day  she  returned  from 
school,  she  formed  for  herself  a  plan  which  in- 
cluded prayer,  active  works  of  charity,  and  the 
exact  performance  of  social  and  domestic  duties. 
Charity  was  the  passion  of  her  heart,  and  all  the 
powers  of  her  mind  were  soon  directed  to  devise 
means  to  assist  the  poor.  Her  purse,  though  fairly 
supplied  by  her  parents,  was  alas!  soon  exhausted, 
and  then  she  invented  all  sorts  of  expedients  for 
the  relief  of  her  dear  destitute  clients.  Amongst 
other  perquisites,  she  claimed  all  the  fallen  fruit 
in  her  father's  large  orchard,  and  had  no  scruple 
in  "helping  the  good  God,"  as  she  used  to  say, 
by  giving  the  trees  some  vigorous  shakes,  and  thus 
hastening  the  work  of  Providence. 

Generosity,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  was  the 
leading  feature  of  her  character;  and  we  may  per- 
haps trace  the  origin  of  her  ardent  devotion  to  the 
Holy  Souls,  and  the  spirit  of  the  Society  she 
founded  in  their  behalf,  to  this  special  character- 
istic; for  the  Heroic  Act  of  Charity,  by  which  the 
religious  of  her  Order  not  only  consecrate  them- 


selves and  their  whole  time  to  the  relief  and  deliv- 
ery of  the  sufferers  in  Purgatory,  but  also  make 
over  to  them  the  satisfactory  portion  of  their  good 
works, — a  sacrifice  which  cannot  be  made  in  fa- 
vor of  the  living, — is,  no  doubt,  the  highest  pos- 
sible stretch  of  generous  self-devotion. 

But  as  long  as  her  solicitude  for  departed  souls 
was  only  an  aspiration, — or,  if  we  may  so  express 
it,  apresentiment  of  her  future  vocation, — her  zeal 
found  vent  in  a  variety  of  good  works.  She  was 
always  casting  about  how  to  promote  some  useful 
undertaking  or  some  special  devotion. 

One  day,  while  praying  before  the  image  of 
Our  Lady  of  Graces  (Notre  Dame  des  Graces), 
which  was  held  in  great  veneration  by  the  inhab 
itants  of  Looz,  a  desire  seized  her  to  ornament 
the  altar,  and  to  make  it  more  worthy  of  the  dear 
image  to  which  so  many  devout  feelings  were  at- 
tached. She  had  not  at  that  moment  a  penny  in 
her  purse,  but  it  struck  her  that  she  might  com- 
pose a  Litany  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Graces, 
which  would  serve  the  double  purpose  of  increas- 
ing the  devotion  of  her  clients  and  of  raising*  a 
sum  for  the  decoration  of  her  altar.  After  a  few 
minutes  of  prayer  and  meditation,  she  went  home 
and  wrote  one,  which  met  with  the  cordial  ap- 
proval of  the  Archbishop  of  Cambray.  With  his 
permission,  it  was  printed  and  sold.  After  all  ex- 
penses were  paid,  one  hundred  francs  remained, 
—the  very  sum  Eugenie  had  bargained  with  Our 
Blessed  Lady  to  secure  her  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  her  scheme.  Her  Litany  became  the  fa- 
vorite prayer  of  the  Pilgrims  who  resorted  to  the. 
little  Sanctuary  of  Looz  les  Lille. 

She  was  one  of  the  first  believers  in  the  miracle 
of  La  Salette,  and  when  she  heard  that  funds  were 
being  raised  to  build  a  church  on  the  spot  of  the 
Apparition,  she  entered  into  the  project  with  all 
her  heart  and  soul. 

Her  plan  always  was,  to  give  to  a  pious  work  as 
much  as  she  possibly  could,  and  then  boldly  to 
beg  of  others  the  means  of  carrying  it  on.  She 
used  to  say :  "  It  is  a  consolation  to  give  one's  self; 
but  when  we  have  nothing  left,  there  is  a  double 
merit  in  asking  others  to  help  us."  Some  of  the 
persons  she  applied  to  expressed  doubts  as  to  the 
truth  of  the  Apparition;  Eugenie  thought  it  so 
likely,  so  natural,  that  miracles  should  take  place, 
that  she  could  hardly  understand  their  hesitation. 

One  day  that  she  was  trying  to  persuade  one  of 
the  nuns  of  the  Sacred  Heart — a  former  teacher 
of  hers — to  subscribe  to  the  Church  of  Salette,  she 
found  her  by  no  means  convinced  on  the  subject. 
"  Well,  Madame,"  Eugenie  exclaimed,  "  if  you  do 
not  believe  in  the  miracle,  now  do  just  make  a  no- 
vena  for  Mere  Benoit,  and  let  her  drink  every  day 
some  of  this  water  from  Our  Lady's  fountain.  If 


23% 


Ave  Maria. 


she  is  cured  by  the  end  of  the  novena,  then  I  am 
sure  you  will  subscribe  to  the  church." 

Mfire  Benoit — one  of  the  religious  of  that  Con- 
vent— had  been  laid  up  for  years  with  a  paralyzed 
knee,  and  was  pronounced  incurable.  But  Eu- 
g6nie  spoke  in  a  tone  that  expressed  such  confi- 
dence, such  earnest  faith,  that  the  good  nun  was 
struck  with  it,  and  agreed  to  her  proposal. 

On  the  last  day  of  the  novena,  a  change  was  ap- 
parent. She  was  carried  to  the  church,  and,  as 
usual,  supported  on  her  way  to  the  altar,  where 
she  received  Holy  Communion ;  but  as  she  returned 
to  her  place,  Mere  Benoit  felt  herself  perfectly  able 
to  walk,  and  said :  "  I  am  cured."  As  the  news 
spread  through  the  chapel,  great  was  the  emotion 
of  all  those  who  were  present.  With  one  voice 
they  intoned  the  Te  Deum,  and  this  miracle,  con- 
firmed by  the  most  undoubted  evidence,  was  one  of 
the  first  series  of  supernatural  graces  which  have 
revived  in  France  the  memory  of  the  early  days  of 
the  Church. 

Love  and  zeal  are  great  schemers.  Just  as  a 
miser  adds  one  piece  of  gold  to  another,  and  a 
speculator  embarks  every  day  in  some  new  enter- 
prise, so  a  soul  consumed  by  a  desire  for  the  Di- 
vine glory  never  rests  satisfied  with  what  it  has 
achieved,  but  plans,  and  strives,  and  pleads — with 
God  and  with  men — for  the  furtherance  of  holy 
works.  Every  pious  undertaking,  whether  at  home 
or  abroad,  whether  for  the  poor  of  her  native  place, 
or  for  the  Chinese  children,  or  for  the  persecuted 
Christians  of  the  East,  found  in  her  an  ever  ready 
advocate,  an  indefatigable  promoter.  She  had,  as 
we  have  already  said,  a  singular  gift  of  winning 
others  to  second  her  efforts.  Her  power  in  that 
way  was  quite  remarkable;  for  the  real  secret  of 
her  success  was  her  bold  reliance  on  Providence. 
As  a  child,  she  had  felt  this  unbounded  confidence, 
and  it  went  on  increasing  with  her  years. 

She  had  pasted  on  the  door  of  her  room  a  little 
print  of  our  Blessed  Lord  feeding  with  one  hand 
the  fowls  of  the  air  and  with  the  other  pointing  to 
the  lilies  of  the  field.  Above  this  picture  was  a 
scroll,  with  the  words:  "Your  Heavenly  Father 
knoweth  that  you  have  need  of  these  things.  Take 
no  thought  for  the  morrow."  Each  time  that  she 
went  in  and  out,  a  glance  at  that  picture  reminded 
her  to  make  an  act  of  childlike  faith  in  Divine 
Providence. 

She  organized  at  one  time  a  very  successful  lot- 
tery for  some  charity,  and  wrote  to  a  friend:  "We 
wanted  850  prizes;  we  began  with  nothing  but  a 
shabby  little  doll,  and  a  great  trust  in  Providence. 
Prize  number  two  proved  equal  to  845  prizes." 

This  immense  activity,  this  constant  devotion  to 
good  works,  served  to  cheat  her  desires  for  the  re- 
ligious life,  which  were  every  day  acquiring  fresh 


strength.  Little  as  she  mixed  with  the  world, 
that  little  was  all  too  much  for  a  soul  consumed 
by  a  thirst  for  self-sacrifice,  and  a  closer  union 
with  God.  Soon  after  her  return  home,  she  had 
broached  the  subject  to  her  parents,  and  found 
them  decidedly  averse  to  her  wishes.  The  suffer- 
ings she  vras  beginning  to  endure  from  neuralgic 
pains  in  the  head,  to  which  she  was  subject  ever 
afterwards,  had  begun  to  affect  her  health,  and 
she  required  an  amount  of  care  quite  incompati- 
ble with  the  life  of  a  Religious. 

It  was  difficult  not  to  admit  the  reasonableness 
of  the  argument,  and  yet  Eugenie  felt  convinced 
that  she  was  called  to  that  life,  and  that  God  in 
His  own  time  would  remove  the  obstacles  to  her 
vocation.  She  had  no  distinct  idea  as  to  the  Order 
she  wished  to  join,  and  felt  no  attraction  to  any 
one  in  particular.  She  was  haunted  by  the  sense 
that  our  Blessed  Lord  claimed  for  Himself,  her 
whole  heart,  being,  and  existence,  but  when  and 
where  and  how  this  consecration  was  to  lake 
place  she  did  not  discern. 

In  this  state  of  mind,  it  was  hardly  possible  to 
urge  her  own  convictions  on  her  reluctant  parents, 
and  overcome  their  opposition.  In  the  anxiety 
which  this  suspense  was  beginning  to  cause  her, 
she  found  consolation  in  a  sudden  and  marked  in- 
crease of  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The 
love  for  that  Divine  Mother  took  a  new  form.  She 
poured  out  to  her  in  loving  and  fervent  colloquies 
all  the  conflicting  fears,  hopes,  joys  and  sorrows 
of  her  heart. 

During  the  month  of  May  of  the  year  1853  her 
little  room  was  turned  into  an  oratory,  where 
daily  devotions  were  performed  with  more  than 
ordinary  splendor.  Blue  and  white  draperies  or- 
namented the  walls,  and  the  image  of  the  Mother 
of  God  was  surrounded  by  lighted  tapers  and  a 
variety  of  sweet  flowers.  That  little  image  became 
Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence's  companion  through 
life.  It  had  been  solemnly  consecrated  by  the 
prayers  of  the  Church,  and  received  the  name  of 
"Notre  Dame  de  la  Providence"  (Our  Lady  of 
Providence).  Later  on  it  was  to  bear  an  additional 
title,  that  of  "  Heine  de  Purgaloire  "  (Queen  of  Pur- 
gatory). That  double  designation  comprised  the 
two  leading  characteristics  of  Eugenie's  spiritual 
life. 

From  the  month  of  May  of  that  year  she  began 
to  look  on  her  Mother  in  heaven  in  a  new  light. 
She  became  her  consolation  in  grief,  her  stay  in 
hours  of  suffering,  the  source  of  every  heroic  res- 
olution, the  strength  of  her  soul  when  desolation 
for  awhile  overclouded  its  bright  joyousness.  The 
lips  of  the  statue  seemed  to  her  to  move,  and  a 
voice  to  proceed  from  them  which  said,  "  One  day 
I  shall  be  in  a  Chapel." 
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Whatever  was  the  origin  of  this  impression,  it 
stirred  powerfully  Eugenie's  feelings.  The  inti- 
mation or  the  presentiment,  whichever  we  con- 
sider it,  was  eventually  realized,  and  the  dear 
image  before  which  she  had  so  often  offered  her- 
self to  God,  for  any  purpose,  or  any  work  He  might 
choose,  was  the  silent  witness  of  her  vows  when 
the  day  came  that  she  consecrated  herself  and  her 
sisters  in  religion  to  the  holy  vocation  which  we 
are  now  about  to  see  revealed  to  her,  who  for  years 
had  said  like  Mary,  "  Behold  the  Handmaid  of  the 
Lord.  Be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  Thy  Word." 

(TO   BE   CONTINUED.) 


Origin  of  the  Paschal  Anthem  to  Our  Lady. 

The  beautiful  anthem  Rerjina  Ccel>,  which  the 
Church  would  have  us  sing  with  joyous  lips  during 
Paschal  time,  is,  like  the  Gloria,  an  echo  of  celestial 
music.  During  the  pontificate  of  St.  Gregory  the 
Great  a  fearful  pestilence  once  raged  in  the  city  of 
Rome,  at  Easter,  and  in  order  to  propitiate  Heaven 
the  holy  Pope  ordered  a  public  procession  of  both 
people  and  clergy,  in  which  was  to  be  carried 
the  renowned  portrait  of  Our  Lady,  believed  to 
have  been  piinted  by  St.  Luke.  The  procession 
was  formed,  and  as  it  advanced  towards  St.  Peter's 
the  atmosphere  became  pure  and  free  from  pesti- 
lence. We  may  imagine  the  joy  and  gratitude 
•which  filled  the  hearts  of  the  pious  throng  when 
the  announcement  was  made  that  the  pestilence  had 
disappeared.  But  the  miracle  was  not  finished. 
Having  reached  the  bridge  which  joins  the  city 
with  the  Vatican,  a  choir  of  angels  was  heard 
singing:  "Rejoice,  O  Queen  of  heaven,  alleluia! 
for  He  whom  thpu  deservedst  to  bear,  alleluia  1 
hath  risen,  as  He  said,  alleluia!"  As  soon  as  the 
heavenly  music  ceased,  St.  Gregory  took  courage 
and  added  these  words  to  those  of  the  angels: 
"Pray  to  God  for  us,  alleluia!"  and  raising  his 
eyes  to  heaven  he  saw  an  angel  standing  on  the 
top  of  the  Mole  of  Hadrian,  in  the  act  of  sheath- 
ing a  sword.  In  memory  of  this  event  the  Mole 
was  called  the  Castle  of  San  Angdo,  and  on  the 
dome  was  placed  an  immense  statue  representing 
the  destroying  angel  holding  his  sword  in  its 
scabbard. 


The  Present  State  of  Affairs  in  Rome. 


The  following  letter,  written  for  the  AVE  MARIA 
by  an  American  gentleman  resident  in  Rome,  is 
of  unusual  interest: 

There  is  not  in  the  whole  world  a  city  which  has 
passed  through  as  many  strange  vicissitudes  as  the 
"City  on  the  Seven  Hills."  Whether  we  look  at  the 
Pagan  metropolis,  which  swayed  the  whole  world, 


arid  whose  mandates  caused  people  of  every  clime 
and  tongue  to  tremble,  or  gaze  upon  the  Christian 
Capital,  the  fair  City  of  God,  Rome  has  always  been 
the  theatre  of  positive  contrasts.  Glory  and  humilia- 
tion, joy  and  suffering,  pence  and  war,  have  equally 
been  her  portion.  As  the  Christian  Metropolis,  Rome 
has  always  struggled,  even  in  her  triumph.  Though 
she  has  marched  on  steadily  and  triumphan'ly,  since 
the  weary  Apostle  St.  Peter  first  entered  through  her 
gates,  yet  every  step  of  her  march  has  been  disputed 
by  the  powers  of  darkness.  Through  the  persecutions 
of  the  Pagan  emperors,  the  invasions  of  the  barbarians, 
the  internal  wars  and  dissensions  of  the  Italian  princes 
of  the  middle  ages,  and  the  dogmatical  strifes  of  the 
past  three  centuries,  Rome  ha*  passed  with  the  quiet- 
ing assurance  of  triumphing  in  the  end,  and  so  it  fell 
out. 

And  now,  she  stands  face  to  face  with  another  en- 
emy, more  dan  eronsthan  all  the  rest,  the  wary,  subtle, 
and  equivocating  Revolution  of  the  present  century. 
It  is  a  hard  struggle,  and  the  stoutest  hearts  quail  on 
reflecting  that  it  is  only  the  beginning  which  we  are 
witnessing.  St.  Jerome,  in  his  lonely  cave  at  Bethle-^ 
hem,  shed  bitter  tears  of  sorrow  when  he  heard  of  the 
woes  of  Rome,  consequent  on  the  devastations  of  the 
barbarians.  He  weptlike  another  Jeretnias, and  praye ' 
God  to  take  him  away  from  the  sight  of  such  misery\ 
What  a  threnody  of  sorrow  would  he  not  int  >ne  were 
he  among  the  living  to-day!  Rome  in  those  days  had 
only  to  struggle  with  a  rugged  barbarian  who  at  worst 
could  inflict  a  temporary  evij.  To-day,  she  is  strug- 
gling with  astute  philosophy,  consummate  hypocrisy, 
and  the  moving  spirit  of  these  two  is  a  hatred  which 
can  only  be  appeased  by  her  utt--r  destruction.  The 
persecution  of  Julian  the  Apostate  is  regarded  as  the 
most  bitter  trial  through  which  the  Church  passed  in 
the  early  ages,  and  this,  because  the  wily  emperor 
subjected  religion  to  sarcasm  and  derision,  the  most 
galling  persecution  that  can  be  imagined.  Still,  the 
brute  force  which  he  used  in  conjunction  with  mock- 
ery nerved  a  great  many  to  suffer  witli  heroism  who 
might  have  yielded  to  sarcasm.  To-day,  mockery, 
sarcasm,  hypocrisy,  and  sacrilege  are  used,  while  the 
brute  force  stands  in  the  background,  yet  always 
ready  to  act  if  necessary.  It  is  hard  to  bear  all  this. 
It  is  hard  for  an  honest  Roman — and,  blessed  be  God  I 
there  are  many  such  yet — to  bear  a  steady  resistance 
against  such  an  attack.  His  religion  is  scoffed  at, 
his  Church  robbed  and  despoiled  of  all  her  patrimony, 
his  children  are  subject  to  continu  al  scandal  and  at 
tempts  at  perversion,  in  the  schools,  where  religion  is 
excluded;  in  the  streets,  where  their  faith  is  held  up 
to  mockery  in  the  vile  caricatures  which  disgrace  the 
street  corners;  and  to  .all  this  add  that  he  is  taxed  be- 
yond human  endurance  by  a  Government  which  has 
but  one  motto  in  financial  matters — take  all. 

It  costs  a  great  deal  to  be  a  faithful  Roman  now. 
Is  it  not  disheartening  to  an  honest  Roman,  whose  heart 
clings  tenderly  to  his  religion,  and  whose  fondest  rec- 
ollections centre  in  the  magnificent  ceremonies  of  the 
Roman  ritual,  to  behold  his  reltL'ion  derided,  the  priests 
insulted,  the  monks  and  nuns  driven  from  their  con- 
vents, while  side  by  side  with  the  majestic  temples  of 
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his  faith  heretics  of  every  possible  difference  in  opinion 
are  fast  building  their  houses  of  assemblage,  "  where," 
as  the  Holy  Father  lately  said,  "  they  presume  to 
worship  God  by  heresy,  which  is  a  rebellion  against 
God  and  His  Truth."  Not  less  than  forty  different 
sects  have  sent  their  representatives  to  make  an  estab- 
lishment in  the  Eternal  City  since  the  Piedmontese 
entered  at  Porta  Pia. 

Garibaldi  is  110  longer  the  rabid  revolutionist  we 
have  known  him  to  be.  He  has  become  the  favorite 
man  of  the  Italian  Ministry,  and  there  is  not  in  Italy 
to-day  a  more  staunch  adherent  to  the  House  of  Savoy, 
than  he,  who,  previous  to  his  arrival  in  Rome,  swore 
that  he  was  coming  to  Rome  to  censure  openly  and 
condemn  the  "galley  slaves  who  have  ruined  the 
kingdom,"  meaning  the  present  ministry.  According 
to  his  own  avowal,  he  has  laid  aside  politics  entirely, 
and  now  he  thinks  of  nothing  but  changing  the  course 
of  the  Tiber,  and  reclaiming  the  malaria-infected 
waste  known  as  the  Roman  Campagna.  Since  the  as- 
sassination of  the  editor  of  the  "  Capitale"  the  violent 
exponent  of  democracy  in  Italy,  no  one  has  dared  to 
whisper  about  the  change  in  Garibaldi's  politics;  but 
there  are  reports  through  the  city  to  the  effect  that 
Lonsogno's  death  followed  soon  after  his  coupling  the 
word  "  renegade"  with  the  name  of  Giuseppe  Garibaldi. 

It  is  a  sweet  consolation  to  turn  from  the  sight  of 
the  dark  side  of  the  Roman  picture  to  the  mellow  and 
heaven-colored  light  of  the  same.  It  is  reassuring  to 
the  Catholic,  who  has  continually  before  him  in  the 
Eternal  City  the  diabolical  hypocrisy  of  a  crowned  rob- 
ber, or  a  lying  Red  Republican,  to  turn  his  eyes  towards 
the  Vatican,  wherein  dwells  a  man  in  whose  heart 
there  is  no  guile,  and  in  whom  is  vested  the  supreme 
power  of  binding  and  loosing  which  was  the  subject 
of  a  memorable  discourse  of  Christ  to  the  Prince  of  the 
Apostles.  To  his  faithful  and  loving  children  the 
hardy  old  age  of  Pius  IX  is  nothing  less  than  miracu- 
lous; while  it  is  a  matter  of  no  small  wonder  to  his 
enemies  how,  in  the  midst  of  his  trials,  which  multi- 
ply daily  in  number  and  severity,  he  continues  to  en- 
joy exceptionally  good  health,  and  to  preserve  a  calm- 
ness in  his  manner  which  forms  a  pleasing  contrast 
with  the  tempest-tossed  city  outside  of  the  Vatican. 
Whatever  explanation  we  may  choose  to  offer,  the  fact 
is  that  the  receptions  at  the  Vatican  continue,  and 
the  appearance  of  His  Holiness  at  midday  is  as  regu- 
lar as  the  hour  itself. 

A  very  interesting  conversion  took  place  in  Rome 
this  week,  that  of  the  wife  of  an  Anglican  clergyman, 
nothing  less  than  a  prebendary  of  St.  Paul's,  London. 
She  was  baptized  by  Father  Campbell,  Vice  Rector  of 
the  Scotch  College.  The  reverend  Anglican  was  highly 
exasperated  at  this  "  defection," — as  he  termed  it. — and 
was  desirous  of  setting  out  forthwith  to  London  to 
preach  a  strong  sermon  to  his  flock  and  protest  that 
he  was  not  a  party  to  the  scandal.  Be  it  the  result  of 
a  quiet  meditation  on  his  being  unable  to  mend  mat- 
ters, or  a  soothing  inspiration  from  above,  but  in  effect 
Mr.  W.  has  laid  aside  his  indignation,  and  cleaves  to 
his  heroic  wife  with  more  affection  than  ever. 

The  confiscation  of  ecclesiastical  property  contin- 
ues with  a  zeal  on  the  part  of  the  robbers  worthy  of 


a  better  cause.  From  the  statistics  of  the  year  1874  it 
appears  that  they  seized  43  religious  houses  of  men 
and  women.  During  the  year  1873  they  confiscated 
71  religious  houses.  There  are  very  few  convents  left 
now,  and  the  few  monks  who  inhabit  them  have  al- 
ready received  orders  to  be  in  readiness  to  leave  on  the 
shortest  notice.  To  be  irreligious  nowadays  is  called 
civilization  by  the  Italian  Liberals.  Hence  the  grand 
anti-religious  mass  meeting  which  was  held  at  Genoa 
on  the  24th  inst.  is  styled  "a  stride  to  civilization." 
The  deliberations  of  the  meeting  pretend  to  amount  in 
substance  to  this:  perfect  liberty  of  conscience,  and 
respect  for  every  form  of  worship  which  is  honestly 
professed.  The  legislative  power  will  be  petitioned  to 
determine  the  relations  between  Church  and  State, 
and  that  the  principles  resulting  therefrom  be  most 
rigidly  applied,  especially  in  the  matter  of  religious  in- 
struction in  the  schools.  Religious  instruction  to  be 
abolished  entirely  from  the  schools.  The  meeting  de- 
plores that  in  the  dispensation  of  public  charities 
distinctions  with  regard  to  the  form  of  belief  are  ob- 
served. The  meeting  finally  invites  all  citizens  to 
cast  their  votes  at  the  elections  for  candidates  of  the 
Liberal  party,  and  thus  insure  the  triumph  of  liberty 
civilization,  and  progress.  A.  E.  J. 

ROME,  March  7, 1875. 


A  Protestant  Clergyman's  Tribute  to  the 
Church. 

The  following  is  a  portion  of  a  sermon  deliv. 
ered  in  the  independent  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Oakland,  Cal.,  by  Rev.  Mr.  Hamilton.  We  admire 
the  candor  of  this  gentleman.  Surely  he  is  not 
far  from  the  kingdom  of  God ! 

"  But  we  are  compelled  to  own  that  this  old  Mother 
Church  shows  an  astonishing  vitality.  More  than 
half  of  Christendom  still  bows  at  her  altars.  The 
common  people  cling  to  her  robes.  Through  pitiless 
storms,  that  leave  the  seats  in  our  Protestant  sanctu- 
aries nearly  vacant,  we  see  them  crowding  to  her  wor- 
ship morning,  noon,  or  night.  Wherever  a  few  of 
her  children  make  their  homes,  a  cross-surmounted 
church  will  soon  be  seen.  She  builds  wisely,  to  meet 
convenience  among  the  poorer  communities,  to  win 
aesthetic  culture  wherever  wealth  creates  such  a  taste 
to  be  pleased.  And  her  people  pay  for  her  churches. 
Her  missionaries  are  also  crowding  to  every  heathen 
country,  and  among  the  populations  of  India  and 
China  number  their  converts  by  scores  for  every  one 
that  Protestants  can  count  as  the  fruits  of  their  labors. 
No  degree  of  possible  self-sacrifice  demanded  by  their 
work  turns  them  back.  No  danger  appals  them. 
Wherever  she  gains  a  foot-hold  she  speedily  erects 
the  University,  the  College,  and  the  Seminary,  as  well 
as  the  Church,  and  wins  thousands  of  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  other  religions,  and  even  of  Protestants-, 
by  the  superior  appliances  with  which  she  furnishes 
them.  And  close  by  the  side  of  her  school  and  church, 
you  will  soon  see  her  asylum  for  indigence  and  mis- 
fortune spring  up.  She  is  also  a  gentle  and  tireless 
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I  nurse  of  human  pain.  Where  the  pestilence  mows  its 
I  deadliest  swath  of  human  lives,  there  you  will  see  her 
Sisters  of  Mercy  and  Father  Confessors,  never  shrink- 
ing1 from  the  touch  of  the  plague,  and  never  leaving 
tin1  field  or  remitting  their  ministries  of  care  until  the 
scourge  departs  or  death  discharges  them.  And  many 
a  good  priest  has  evinced  his  sincerity  as  well  as  his 
courage  by  going  into  the  battle-field  where  death  fell 
the  thickest  that  he  might  give  the  comforts  and  hopes 
of  his  religion  to  the  dying.  We  sometimes  hear  it 
said  that  the  whole  system  of  Romanism  is  a  shell 
without  a  heart,  substance,  or  spiritual  life;  that  the 
masses  are  duped  by  its  false  pretences,  that  its  lead- 
ers know  it  is  hollow.  We  shall  never  deal  wisely 
with  the  evils  in  any  great  power  which  millions  of 
human  hearts  love  and  trust,  and  find  comfort  in,  un- 
til we  learn  to  do  it  justice.  We  know  that  men  do 
not  endure  half  a  century  of  voluntary  pain  and  sacri- 
fice for  what  is  in  their  own  eyes  a  transparent  sham. 
Millions  of  thirsty  souls,  generation  after  generation, 
do  not  rush  to  a  fountain  which  has  long  ago  run  dry. 
When  human  hearts  are  seeking  after  eternal  life, 
they  do  not  hold  it  so  cheap  as  to  take  up  with  a  pat- 
ent counterfeit.  Catholics  find  some  deepest  want  of 
the  soul  met  in  their  Church,  or  they  would  turn 
away  from  their  false  mother. 

"  The  judgment  of  charity  is  beginning  to  supersede 
the  judgment  of  prejudice  upon  her,  and  the  tone  of 
Protestant  utterances  respecting  her  value  is  )apidly 
changing. 

"The  power  of  the  Catholic  Church  and  her  use  of 
that  power  for  good  within  a  certain  sphere  are  not 
to  be  questioned.  Wherein  lies  the  secret  of  this 
great  strength?  One  short  sentence  gives  the  answer. 
That  Church  has  come  to  fixed  conclusions.  In  doc- 
trine and  practice  her  mind  is  made  up.  It  is  not 
double;  she  has  the  stability  and  force  of  the  single 
mind.  Her  ritual  is  one  for  all  the  world;  for  the 
Pope  atRome,  and  for  the  Digger  Indian  in  California. 
The  very  sound  and  accent  of  its  words  are  the  same. 
No  thought  of  innovation  is  tolerated  for  a  moment- 
There  is  no  debate  over  methods.  The  preliminaries 
of  work  are  all  settled.  All  hesitation  is  cutoff.  There 
is  nothing  to  be  done  but  the  work;  and  what  that  is 
was  decided  ages  a'.ro.  Eich  member  soon  learns  his 
part.  Age  after  age  the  command  goes  forth  from  the 
triple-crowned  head  at  Rome;  the  whole  mighty  or- 
ganism, from  the  scarlet  Cardinal  to  the  rag-picker  in 
the  street,  moves  in  response  to  that  command." — 
Oakland  News, 


WHEN  friendship  is  consecrated  by  religion,  it 
is,  like  charity,  deathless. 

"  LOVE  is  not  idle  "  says  St.  Gregory ;  "  if  it  re- 
fuses to  labor  it  is  not  love." 

THE  friends  of  a  dying  man  asked  him  what  in- 
scription they  should  place  upon  his  tomb.  He 
replied:  "Write  this,  here  lies  a  madman  who 
went  out  of  the  world  without  knowing  why  he 
came  into  it."  There  are  many  who  thus  leave 
the  world.  Let  us  not  be  like  them. — Cure  of  Ars. 


A  Miraculous   Cure  by  the   Invocation  of 
the  Sacred  Heart. 

Our  esteemed  correspondent  in  Rome  has  sent  us 
the  following  account  of  a  wonderful  cure  per- 
formed by  the  Sacred  Heart: 

A  worthy  physician,  well  known  both  in  Ostuni  and 
elsewhere,  fell  grievously  ill,  so  that  all  the  doctors 
who  were  in  attendance  declared  that  there  was  no 
hope  of  cure,  and  that  the  patient  must  soon  die 
The  wife,  children  and  sisters  of  the  sick  man,  seeing 
this,  betook  themselves  to  prayer  to  obtain  for  him  a 
grazia.  Notwithstanding,  the  state  of  the  sufferer  be- 
came rapidly  more  and  more  alarming;  when,  of  a 
sudden,  rising  from  his  bed,  he  begged  that  an  image 
of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  might  be  brought  to  him.  The 
weeping  family  hurried  to  the  church  of  the  Benedic- 
tines, and  having  received  the  picture  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  which  is  especially  venerated  there,  they 
brought  it  to  the  sick  man,  who  no  sooner  saw  it  than 
he  cried  out: — "Why  is  it  so  inflamed?"  Then, con- 
tinuing to  gaze  on  the  picture,  he  felt  the  violence  of 
his  pains  gradually  decrease,  and  soon  they  left  him 
entirely." 

But  the  family  was  yet  to  witness  a  still  more  strik- 
ing miracle.  The  flame  of  the  lamp  which  had  been 
placed  before  the  miraculous  image  branched  out 
into  a  figure  resembling  a  crown  of  thorns.  It  as- 
sumed the  form  of  a  perfect  circle,  some  of  the  darts 
of  flame,  representing  thorns,  being  longer,  and  some 
shorter. 

The  good  doctor,  now  cured,  declares  that  he  had 
never  before  heard  mention  made  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus,  but  that,  feeling  his  end  fast  approaching,  an 
interior  voice  made  it  known  to  him,  and  some  in- 
ward power  urged  him  to  have  recourse  to  it,  causing 
him  at  the  same  time  to  pronounce  the  words — "Heart, 
of  Jesus." 

Now,  perfectly  restored  to  health,  he  does  not  cease 
to  thank  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  to  avail  himself  of 
every  opportunity  of  manifesting  his  love  towards  it. 

ROME,  Feb.  28, 1875.  F.  P.  B. 

Catholic  Poland. 

AX  AFFECTING   INCIDENT. 

[Translated  from  the  '•  Gazetta  Polska  Katoliea."] 
From  the  Diocese  of  Chelm,  we  have  a  report 
of  the  dreadful  event  which  occurred  in  consequence 
of  the  persecution  of  the  United  Greek  Church,  {•  e., 
of  the  country  family  that  burnt  themselves  vol- 
untarily, and  preferred  death  to  faithlessness  to  the 
Church.  The  correspondent  of  the  Ojczyzna,  of  Lw6w, 
from  Siedlec,  comparing  this  fact  with  the  redoubt  of 
Ordon  and  with  the  death  of  Sowinski  or  Levittoux  in 
the  citadel  of  Warsaw,  describes  the  occurrence  in  the 
following  circumstantial  manner: 

I  mentioned  to  you  before  that  the  Muscovite,  going 
from  one  village  to  the  other,  compels  the  people  to 
join  the  schism,  by  levying  contributions,  and  by 
using  brute  force.  Behold,  "our  missi&narifs"  also 
came  to  the  village  of  Klody,  in  the  district  of  Bialsk, 


Ave  Maria. 


and,  settling  themselves  in  different  places,  began  to 
conduct  themselves  in  their  own  \vny.  In  this  village 
there  was  ;i  countryman  by  the  name  of  Joseph  Ko- 
nierszewski,  the  father  of  two  children,  lately  born, 
whom  he  himself,  in  the  absence  of  a  priest,  baptized. 
The  Muscovites  having  almost  utterly  ruined  him  by 
their  usurpations,  and  finally,  seeing  that  neither  the 
danger  of  starvation,  nor  beating,  nor  the  contribu- 
tions levied  upon  him  were  able  to  deject  him  or 
make  him  waver  in  his  faith,  nor  baptize  his  children 
after  the  schismatic  fashion,  they  resolved  to  take 
them  by  violence  and  carry  them  to  the  Greek  church 
to  be  baptized.  Then  Konierszewski,  seeing  that 
further  resistance  would  be  vain,  asked  the  Muscovites 
for  a  delay  of  a  few  hours,  under  the  pretext  of  prepar- 
ing himself  for  the  baptism,  and  resolved  to  ac- 
complish an  act  which  would  perpetuate  his 
name  on  the  blood-stained  paires  of  our  history. 
Strongly  attached  the  faith  of  his  forefathers,  Konier<- 
zewski  could  not  allow  that  the  Muscovite  should  with 
his  baptism  lay  the  seal  of  a  czarish  hireling  on  the 
foreheads  of  his  children.  He  preferred  to  walk  in  the 
paths  of  the  heroes  Drelow  and  Pretulin,  and  to  die 
as  they  did,  faithful  to  his  faith  and  his  country.  Pre- 
paring himself,  with  his  wife,  for  the  baptism,  as  it 
were,  they  swept  their  hut  and  put  the  contribution 
money  levied  on  them  upon  the  table,  then  they  went 
with  their  children  to  the  barn,  and  having  closed  the 
door  inside,  set  tire  to  it.*  The  barn  was  almost  rotten, 
and,  moreover,  filled  with  straw,  and  in  an  instant  the 
whole  was  in  a  flame.  The  Muscovites,  waiting  for 
the  baptism,  for  which  they  supposed  Konierszewski 
was  preparing,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  village  who 
also  came  up  at  the  sight  of  the  fire,  heard  the  dying 
family  singing  the  Rosary.  Soon  the  burnt  barn  fell 
down,  and  their  bodies  were,  taken  out  from  the  ruins. 
Konierszewski  and  «ne  of  his  children  were  burnt  to 
a  cinder,  and  his  wife  was  found  half  burnt  whilst 
pressing  her  lifeless  infant  to  her  bosom  with  one  hand 
and  holding  with  the  other  the  chaplet,  which  was 
untouched  by  the  fire.  Thus  the  hero  terminated 
his  death,  exciting  the  admiration  even  of  his  en- 
emies. 

Can  the  nation  whose  sons  are  able  to  make  such 
sacrifices  be  ever  lost  ?  No!  it  is  impossible.  Such 
a  nation  shall  ever  live,  and  her  blood  shall  call 
forth  new  avengers,  who  will  again  uphold  the  an- 
cient fame  of  Fatherland. 


*  This  can  only  be  justified  on  the  supposition  of  in- 
spiration. Similar  cases  are  met  with  m  the  Acts  of 
the  Martyrs. 

Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe. 

"What  Our  Lady  of  Lore  to  has  been  to  Italy;  Our 
Lady  of  Fourvieres,  La  Salette, and  Lourdes,  to  France; 
Our  Lady  of  Foye  and  Halle  to  Belgium;  Our  Lady  of 
Navan  and  Trim  to  Ireland,  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe  is 
to  our  neighboring  republic,  Mexico. 

The  Blessed  Virgin,  as  is  piously  believed,  appeared 
to  Diego,  an  Indian,  and  sent  him  to  the  Bishop  to  di- 
rect a  church  to  be  built  on  a  &ite  indicated.  The 


Bishop  sent  him  back  to  gather  roses  there,  and,  win- 
ter as  it  was,  he  found  roses,  and  filled  his  cloak  with 
them;  but  at  the  Bishop's  palace  the  roses  had  van- 
ished, and  on  the  rude  canvas  of  the  cloak  was  painted 
a  beautiful  picture  of  Our  Lady,  still  preserved. 

The  Bishop  of  Mexico,  the  holy  Zumarraira,  placed 
the  picture  in  a  chapel  till  a  church  was  erected  on  the 
spot  miraculously  designated  by  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

The  first  church  soon  proved  insufficient  to  accom- 
modate the  thousands  who  crowded  to  it.  In  1605, 
Francis  de  A»;uiar,  Archbishop  of  Mexico,  laid  the 
corner-stone  of  the  magnificent  Basilica,  on  which  vast 
sums  were  lavished  by  the  faithful. 

On  the  1st  of  May,  1709,  the  picture  was  translated 
to  it,  and  placed  on  a  silver  throne  that  cost  $80,000. 
Altars  of  beautiful  marble  are  erected  in  the  church 
and  chap"ls,  and  the  service-plate  is  of  the  most  costly 
description.  Tne  srreat  silver  lamp  is  a  marvel  of  elab- 
orate work.  The  altar-railing  is  of  silver,  and  is  pro- 
tected by  a  second  railing  of  costly  wood,  exquisitely 
carved  and  inlaid  with  silver.  The  venerated  picture  is 
surrounded  by  a  Irame  of  pure  gold,  the  offering  of 
Don  A.ntonia  Maria  Pucareli,  Viceroy  of  Mexico. 

As  Our  Lady  of  Gaudalupe  was  deemed  the  espec- 
ial patroness  of  the  Indians,  the  revolution  which 
made  Mexico  a  republic  increased  devotion  to  her. 
She  is  the  Patroness  of  Mexico;  and  even  in  the  pres- 
ent time,  when  reliirion  is  so  much  oppressed  by  the 
so-called  Liberals,  Our  Lndy  of  Gaudalupe  is  still  hon- 
and  respected. — N.  T.  Tablet 


New  Publications. 

CRITERION:  or  How  to  Detect  Error  and  Arrive  at 
Truth.  By  Rev.  J.  Balmes.  New  York:  P.  O'Shea. 
The  publication  in  English  of  Balmes'  "CRITE- 
RION "  supplies  a  want  that  has  been  "  widely  and 
deeply  felt."  Though  claiming  to  be  neither,  it 
is  a  text-book  of  logic  and  philosophy,  and  to  those 
who  have  not  already  made  these  studies,  the  pres- 
ent work  will  be  found  most  useful.  We  consider 
its  publication  very  opportune,  and  hope  it  may 
have  a  wide  sale  in  the  United  States. 

FIELD  FLOWERS.    By  Julia  M.  Swift.    Philadelphia: 
Claxton,  Remsen  and  Haffelfinger. 

This  is  a  very  pretty  little  volume  of  poetry,  in 
green  and  gold.  Its  handsome  dress  commends 
it,  and  we  are  inclined  to  think  favorably  of  some 
of  the  pieces  it  con  tains,  though  many  of  them  seem 
to  have  been  written  for  children. 
THE  GOLDEN  WREATH,  a  manual  of  Devotions  for 

the  Month  of  Mary.    82  mo.    128pp.    Cloth.    Price, 

30  cents.     Notre  Dame,  Ind.:    Office  of  the  AVB 

MARIA. 

The  month  specially  dedicated  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  will  soon  be  at  hand.  All  the  children  of 
Mary  should  have  appropriate  books  to  assist  them 
in  their  devotions  during  this  beautiful  season. 
The  Golden  Wreath  will  be  found  useful. 
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The  Young  Catholic  for  the  present  month 

is  very  interesting.  We  always  look  for  this  lit- 
tle periodical,  which  is  a  favorite  with  us.  The 
Catholic  World  is  even-  less  welcomed  when  the 
Young  Catholic  does  not  accompany  it.  We  rec- 
ommend parents  to  provide  their  younger  chil- 
dren with  tliis  excellent  little  monthly.  It  is  pub- 
lished by  the  Catholic  Publication  Society,  9  War. 
ren  St.,  New  York. 

The  Young  Crusader,  for  April,  is  received 

We  are  pleased  to  notice  some  improvements  in 
the  Crusader.  A  good  Magazine  for  our  boys  and 
girls,  such  as  this,  is  much  needed. 

"  ST.  PATRICK'S  DAY  IN  AMERICA  "  is  the 

title  of  a  very  handsome  lithograph  just  published 
by  Thomas  Murphy,  17  Barclay  St.,  New  York. 
It  represents  the  grand  procession  in  that  city  on 
St.  Patrick's  Day  in  the  act  of  passing  Union 
Square. 

The  following  books  are  in  press  by  D.  and  J. 

Sadlier  &  Co.,  New  York: 

THE  FAMILY.  Translated  from  the  French  of  Abbe" 
Riche".  By  Mrs.  James  Sadlier. 

THE  STRAW-CUTTER'S  DAUGHTER.  A  Tale  from  the 
French. 

THE  PORTRAIT  ix  MY  UNCLE'S  DIXING  ROOM.  A  Tale 
of  French  Society  under  the  Old  Regime.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French.  By  Lady  Georgiana  Ful- 
lerton. 

In  press,  by  P.  O'Shea, "  The  Story  of  a  Convert," 
by  the  author  of  the  "  Widow  Bedott  Papers." 

We  have  before  us  the  prospectus  of  Ware's 

Monthly  Magazine,  which  will  soon  be  started  in 
St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Mr.  Win.  M.  Leftwich  is  named 
editor.  There  is  "plenty  of  room  for  a  first-class 
literary  Monthly  at  the  West.  We  hope  the 
above  will  carry  out  its  enterprising  prospectus. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Church  is  making  much  progress  in  Norway. 

The  Infanta  Don  Sebastian,  of  Spain,  is  dead. 

He  was  a  devout  Catholic. 

Sarah  Vojjlear,  a  celebrated  Dutch  authoress, 

has  been  received  into  the  Church. 

The.  Catholics  of  Ohio  are  rejoicing  over  the  pas- 
sage of  the  Geghan  bill. 

Good  Friday  was  observed  as  a  general  holiday 

in  London,  England  Business  was  suspended,  and 
the  churches  were  filled  morning  and  afternoon. 

Gladstone  has  published  a  reply  to  Dr.  Newman, 

Cardinal  Manning,  and  the  others  who  wrote  against 
him.  It  is  a  miserable  affair,  and  will  be  little  read. 

SE$OR  BE  BENAVJDES,  the  Spanish  ambassador 

to  the  Vatican,  has  been  received  by  the  Pope. 


The  Holy  Father  has  sent  1,000  francs  for  the 

rebuilding  of  St.  Patrick's  Church,  Harford,  Ct.,  lately 
destroyed  by  fire. 

The  Marquis  Vivien  de  Varaville,  a  gentleman  of 

very  hisrh  rank,  has  just  entered  the  Carthusian  Order, 
at  the  Grand  Chartreuse. 

The  Constitution  of  New  Hampshire  practically 

disfranchises  Catholics.  Under  the  law,  no  Catholic 
can  hold  office. 

The  Pope,  immediately  on  Archbishop  Man- 
ning's arrival  in  Rome,  granted  his  Grace  an  especial 
audience  at  the  Vatican. 

The  Rev.  M   Martin,  a  Missionary  in  Japan,  has 

discovered  the  spot  near  Jeddo  where  the  massacre  of 
Catholic  missionaries  and  converts  took  place  in  1613. 

A  Monument  is  in  process  of  erection  at  Cavag- 

lia,  Italy,  to  the  memory  of  John  Gerson,  one  of  the 
many,  persons  to  whom  the  authorship  of  the  "  Imita- 
tion of  Christ"  is  attributed. 

The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris  will  lay  the 

foundation  stone  of  the  Church  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
at  Montmartre,  on  June  29.  All  the  Bishops  of  France 
will  be  present  at  the  ceremonies. 

Mr.  David  Bartley  Quick,  formerly  a  Protestant 

preacher,  was  received  into  the  Catholic  Church,  on 
the  31st  of  last  month,  by  the  Rev.  Father  Buckley,  of 
Beaver  Dam,  Wis. 

As  a  proof  that  the  idolatry  of  Japan  is  shaken 

to  its  foundations,  it  is  said  that  the  beautiful  temples 
which  are  thickly  scattered  over  the  land,  are  little 
cared  for,  and  are  rapidly  yoing  to  decay. 

Donations  of  one  cent  per  head,  contributed  by 

the  Catholics  of  the  diocese  of  Quebec  towards  the 
foundation  of  a  College  at  Chicoutiui,  have  within  a 
year  amounted  to  $8,000. 

—  Mgr.  Sttton,  in  a  letter  to  the  Freeman's  Journal, 
shows  that  the  Cardinal's  biretta  has  once  before  been 
sent  across  the  Ocean.  It  was  in  the  year  1816,  and 
was  forwarded  to  Lorenzo  Cak-ppi,  Apostolic  Nuncio 
to  Lisbon,  by  Pius  VII. 

Cardinal  Manning  is  the  eighth  Englishman  who 

has  been  advanced  to  the  rank  of  a  Cardinal  since 
the  Reformation.  His  predecessors  in  that  honor 
have  been  Bishop  Fisher  (who,  howi-ver,  never  ac- 
tually received  the  hat  designed  for  him.)  Cardinal 
Pole,  Cardinal  Howard,  Cardinal  Allen,  Cardinal  Ac- 
ton, Cardinal  Weld,  and  Cardinal  Wiseman. 

The  Jesuit  Fathers  have  recently  purchased  a 

lot  of  land  in  Sacramento,  Cal.,  where  it  is  proposed 
to  erect  a  Catholic  institution  of  learning.  About 
$14000  have  been  subscribed  toward  the  erection  of 
the  buildinsj,  of  which  sum  $9,000  has  been  paid  in. 

Archbishop  Blanchet,  of  Oregon,  in  his  late  cir- 
cular letter,  says  that  the  conduct  of  the  Government 
in  the  New  Indian  poLcy  is  hostile  to  the  relinious 
liberty  of  Catholic  Indians  throughout  the  country. 
Great  injustice  has  been  shown  in  the  distribution  of 
agencies,  most  of  which  belong  by  right  to  our  mis- 
sionaries. 

The  Superior  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Seminary  of 

Strasburg  has  received  an  order  from  the  Prussian 
Governmeut  which  forbids  the  reception  of  any  stu- 
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dent  who  has  not  attended,  for  the  completion  of  his 
elementary  studies,  some  government  institution. 

It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  all  Protestantism  is 

not  rejoicing  over  the  cruellies  which  Bismarck  is  in- 
flicting upon  the  Catholic  clergy  of  Germany.  In 
many  of  the  principal  Protestant  churches  of  Germany, 
public  prayers  are  offered  up  for  the  persecuted  Bish- 
ops and  priests  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church. 

A  most  successful  mission  was  closed  last  week, 

in  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Grace,  Hoboken,  N.  J. 
The  Passionist  Fathers  conducted  it.  The  number  of 
communions  was  5,000.  Twenty  one  persons,  some  of 
whom  were  under  instructions  previous  to  the  mission, 
were  received  into  the  Catholic  fold.  During  the  mis- 
sion Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Corrigan  administered  Confirma- 
tion to  600  persons,  many  of  whom  were  adults. 

The  committee  of  the  "  Work  of  St.  Paul,"  estab- 
lished in  aid  of  the  Catholic  press  throughout  the 
world,  have  sent  an  earnest  appeal  for  assistance  to  the 
Catholics  of  England.  The  object  of  the  Association 
is  the  multiplication  of  good  Catholic  publications, 
periodical  and  others,  by  the  means  of  labor  devoted 
to  this  work  out  of  a  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  and  not  for 
hire.  The  headquarters  are  at  Fribourg,  in  Switzer- 
land, and  the  Association  has  also  two  or  more  houses 
in  France.  The  services  which  it  renders  in  Switzer- 
land are  now  especially  valuable,  because  in  conse- 
quence'of  the  seizure  of  the  churches,  and  the  banish- 
ment of  Bishops  and  priests  in  certain  cantons  or 
districts,  the  pulpits  are  silent,  and  the  pastors  can 
only  speak  to  their  persecuted  flock  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  press.  The  erection  of  a  printing-house 
has  therefore  become  necessary,  in  order  that  the 
committee  may  utilize  all  the  female  compositors  who 
have  offered  themselves  to  work  in  the  office  during 
the  time  of  persecution.  They  have  received  from  the 
Holy  Father  a  fresh  Brief  in  approval  of  their  efforts, 
and  with  it  200  francs  from  the  Charge1  d' Affaires  of 
the  Holy  See.  They  have  a'so  received  £20  from  the 
Duke  of  Norfolk.— .London  Tablet. 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

At  St.  Augustine's  Church,  Philadelphia,  March  7,  the 
following  were  ordained: — Rev.  P.  A.  Marsden, 
O.  S.  A.,  Rev.  Peter  C.  McGovern,  O.  S.  A.,  both  of 
Villanova  College ;  also  Rev.  Henry  Krake.  Rev.  P. 
McDevitt  was  ordained  Deacon. 

PROFESSIONS. 

At  the  Convent  of  Loretto,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Seven 
Sorrows  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  Sister  Mary  Theodera 
Howlet,  made  her  first  vows.  On  the  same  day  Miss 
Lizzie  O'Neill  (Sister  Mary  Christine),  Miss  Maggie 
Latnotte  (Sister  Mary  Wilfrida),  Miss  B.  Catherine 
Spencer  (Sister  Mary  Guidonia),  Miss  Mary  Carson 
(Sister  Mary  Leander,  took  the  white  veil. 

OBITUARY. 

— Died,  at  Loretto,  Marion  County,  Ky.,  on  Good  Fri- 
day, at  3  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  Sister  Isabella 
Clark. 
KEV.  FATHER  WILLIAM  HARTXETT,  O.  S.  A.,  at  Law- 


rence, Mass.,  on  Easter  Sunday  last  (March  28th). 
The  Rev.  Patrick  Byrnes,  Rochester,  M.  T.,  on  Good 
Friday,  March  26th. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM   THE   17TH   TO   THE   24TH    DAT   OF    MARCH. 

One  hundred  and  twenty-nine  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  eighty-two  new  associates  have 
been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  forty- 
one  individuals;  prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have 
been  solicited  for  sixty-six  persons  and  one  family; 
prayers  for  special  intentions  have  been  requested  for 
twenty-one  individuals,  two  religious  communities 
and  ten  families. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Rev.  Father:  Please  return  thanks  for  the 
cure  of  a  little  girl  who  suffered  terribly  from  hip 
disease.  When  the  spasms  of  pain  came  on  she  had 
to  be  held  tightly  by  the  hands,  her  finger-nails  clutch- 
ing so  as  to  cut  the  hands  of  her  nurse,  while  she  was 
surrounded  by  pillows.  After  the  use  of  the  water, 
she  has  been  running  about,  almost  well .  Her  family 
and  friends  consider  it  a  complete  cure.  Another  case 
was  that  of  a  lady  who  applied  it  three  times  for  rheu- 
matism in  her  husband.  He  also  is  cured." "  Mrs. 

C ,  whom  I  had  recommended  two  months  since 

to  the  prayers  of  the  Association,  has  since  recovered. 
Her  cure  was  brought  about  quite  suddenly.  She  had 
not  been  able  for  ten  weeks  to  help  herself,  when  all 
on  a  sudden  she  asked  for  her  clothes  and  shoes, 
dressed  herself,  and  went  down  into  the  parlor,  to  the 
astonishment  of  all.  She  has  been  well  every  day 
since.  Her  mind  is  restored  to  her  also."  ....  "The 
person,  at  Wilmington,  111.,  to  whom  I  requested  you 
to  send  the  water  is  quite  well,  having  been  at  Mass  in 
two  weeks  after  using  the  water.  She  gave  up  using 
medicine  after  receiving  the  blessed  water,  and  seemed 
to  have  great  faith  in  it.  I  have  only  heard  from  her 
through  others,  but  they  think  her  sudden  restoration 
to  health  wonderful.  Mr.  Thomas  D.,  who  joined  the 
Association  this  winter  and  used  some  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes,  is  very  much  improved  in  his  health.  Hav- 
ing lost  the  sight  of  one  of  his  eyes  when  a  boy, 
he  applied  the  water  to  his  eye,  and  recovered  his 
sight,  for  which  they  are  very  thankful  to  God  and 

His  Blessed  Mother."  "  My  little  girl  was  very  ill 

this  winter,  and  would  certainly  have  died,  owing  to 
the  severity  of  the  sickness  and  her  tendar  age,  but 
for  the  constant  use  of  water  of  Lourdes.  Now,  thanks 
be  to  God  and  to  the  help  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  she  is  entirely  restored  to  health."  ....  "I  was 
sick  not  long  ago,  and  asked  the  prayers  of  the  Asso- 
ciates for  my  relief.  My  supplication  was  granted." 
One  of  our  Rev.  Friends  has  kindly  given  the  following 
information:  "I  return  my  most  sincere  thanks  for 
the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes  you  sent  me  about  four 
months  ago.  Being  afflicted  for  the  last  two  years 
with  bronchitis  and  weakness  of  the  lungs,  I  myself 
have  been  using  some  of  the  water,  and  it  gave  me 
great  relief  from  the  very  first  clay.  Thanks  to  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother,  my  health  has  been  improv 
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ing  considerably  since,  insomuch  that  I  have  been 
able  to  give  nine  instructions  during  a  retreat  of  a 
few  days  given  here  at  the  Convent.  If  it  is  God's 
pleasure,  I  hope  for  an  entire  recovery  through  the 
intercession  of  our  Holy  Mother." 

OBITUARIES. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  persons : 
MRS.  MARY  JANE  RYAN,  of  Petersburg,  Va.,  who  de- 
parted this  life  January  6th;  MRS.  MARY  and  MR. 
PATRICK  KENNELLY,  of  VVinamac,  Ind.;  MR.  BOWLING, 
of  Hannibal,  Mo.  May  they  rest  in  peace. 

THE  NEW   SANCTUARY  LAMP   FOR    THE   CHURCH   OF 

OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 
The  wonderful  Lamp  lately  received  from  France, 
for  the  new  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
has  been  found,  we  are  glad  to  say,  entirely  too  fine 
to  remain  alone  and  solitary  in  the  new  Sanctuary. 
A  few  weeks  ago,  a  pious  and  artistic  mind  suggested 
that  such  a  chefd'ceuvre  should  have,  queenlike,  a  cor- 
t&ge,  a  court,  or,  as  they  term  it  among  artists,  a  lamp- 
adaire,  of  five,  or  seven,  or  nine  smaller  lamps,  to  do 
honor  to  the  central  monument  and  enhance  its 
beauties,  for  the  greater  glory  of  the  hidden  God  in 
whose  presence  these  nine  brilliant  luminaries  would 
be  continually  burning;  each  one  of  the  eight  repre- 
senting a  Christian  family,  and  ever  pleading  for  its 
members,  while  the  peerless  centre-piece  pleads  for 
all  the  devoted  children  of  Mary  who  donated  it. 
The  price  of  each  was  set  down  at  $100,  or  $800  for 
the  group,  encircling  with  a  crown  of  light  the  ex- 
tra luminary  presiding  there  day  and  night,  and 
forming  a  lovely  court  to  the  King  of  glory. 

The  family  of  Hon.  P.  B.  Ewing,  Lancaster,  O.,    $100  00 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 
AChildof  Mary... $10  00 


Death  of  the  Clients  of  St.  Joseph. 

The  death  of  those  who  practise  devotion  to  St. 
Joseph,  who  is  honored  by  devout  Christians  as 
the  patron  of  a  good  death,  is  always  calm  and 
sweet.  St.  Teresa,  speaking  of  the  death  of  her 
first  disciples,  who  were  very  devout  to  St.  Joseph, 
says:  "I  observed  in  them,  at  the  moment  they 
were  expiring,  an  unspeakable  calm  and  tranquil- 
lity, one  would  have  said  that  they  entered  into 
an  ecstasy  or  prayer  of  heavenly  repose.  Nothing 
exteriorly  indicated  that  any  temptation  troubled 
the  peace  which  they  enjoyed."  The  learned  and 
pious  Suarez,  who  wrote  so  beautifully  concerning 
St.  Joseph,  said  in  his  last  hour:  "I  could  never 
have  supposed  that  it  was  so  sweet  to  die."  "I 
formerly  experienced  a  great  dread  of  death, "said 
a  great  missionary  on  his  death-bed;  "now  I  no 
longer  fear  it:  for  during  the  last  ten  months  I 
have  meditated  on  it,  and,  for  twenty-five  years  I 
have  said  a  daily  prayer  in  honor  of  St.  Joseph." 


STORIES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN. 
No.  II.— The  Little  Gardener. 

BY   ELIZA  R.   PARKER. 

Little  Johnny  Dillon  was  the  son  of  kind,  in- 
dulgent parents,  who  were  always  most  anxious 
to  please  and  amuse  their  little  son.  Near  where 
they  lived  was  a  beautiful  garden,  belonging  to  a 
wealthy  gentleman.  Every  variety  of  roses,  trees 
and  flowers,  shrubs  and  grasses,  were  raised  in 
this  garden,  and  people  for  miles  around  the  coun- 
try came  to  visit  it  in  the  Spring  and  Summer, 
when  it  was  gay  with  its  flowers  and  plants.  One 
beautiful  summer  evening,  Johnny's  good  father 
and  mother  took  him  for  a  walk  to  the  garden. 
The  little  boy  was  delighted ;  he  thought  he  had 
never  seen  anything  so  beautiful  as  the  sunny 
lilies,  the  azure  violets,  the  different-colored  roses, 
the  beautiful  shade  trees,  and  the  green  grass ;  and, 
what  pleased  him  better  than  all,  the  gentleman 
to  whom  all  these  magnificent  things  belonged, 
seeing  the  child's  wondering  admiration,  cut  a 
great  many  beautiful  flowers  and  made  them  into  a 
bouquet  for  little  Johnny,  and  gave  it  to  him ;  then 
he  invited  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dillon  and  their  little  son 
into  his  pleasant,  cool  parlor,  to  eat  some  of  the  de- 
licious fruits  that  grew,  as  well  as  flowers,  in  his 
garden. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  day  to  Johnny,  and  for 
weeks  he  did  nothing  but  talk  about  it.  At  last 
he  concluded  that  he  too  must  have  a  little  garden 
of  his  own,  and  he  begged  his  papa  to  consent. 

Mr.  Dillon  lived  in  a  neat  little  cottage,  where 
he  had  but  a  small  lot;  yet  he  was  pleased  with 
his  little  son's  fancy  for  the  beautiful  children  of 
nature,  and  encouraged  him  in  it. 

It  was  in  the  Autnmn  that  little  Johnny  asked 
for  his  garden;  his  papa  explained  to  him  that  it 
was  now  too  late,  but  next  Spring  he  should  have 
his  little  spot  set  aside.  During  the  long,  cold 
winter,  Johnny  talked  a  great  deal,  as  little  boys 
will  do,  about  his  garden,  and  the  beautiful  flowers 
he  intended  to  have  for  the  May  Altar  in  the  school 

chapel. 

At  last,  Spring  came.  Mr.  Dillon  bought  a 
small  spade,  a  light,  sharp  hoe,  and  a  nice  little 
rake  for  his  little  son;  also  several  packages  of 
seeds,  and  some  nice  little  bushes  and  shrubs. 
Johnny  was  delighted.  With  his  father's  assistance 
he  soon  prepared  the  ground  for  the  planting  of 
the  seeds.  The  neatly  laid  Out  little  beds  looked 


240 


Ave  Maria. 


very  pretty,  and  Johnny  brought  his  little  school 
companions  home  with  him  to  see  his  garden. 

A  few  weeks  after  the  seeds  were  planted  they 
began  to  come  up,  and  with  them,  as  is  always  the 
case,  a  great  many  little  rank  weeds  made  their 
appearance.  Mr.  Dillon  reminded  his  little  boy 
that  it  was  now  time  to  begin  work  in  his  little 
garden  ;  it  needed  hoeing  and  weeding.  The  little 
boy  said  he  would  begin  work  in  it  soon,  bat  kept 
putting  it  off  from  day  to  clay.  One  evening  he 
would  go  to  visit  some  little  friend,  another  time 
he  would  go  fishing,  and  the  garden  was  neglected. 
His  mamma  gently  ch'uled  him  for  his  want  of 
industry,  and  neglect  of  the  flowers  he  so  much 
wanted.  The  weather  was  now  growing  warm,  and 
it  was  so  hot  that  the  ground  became  dry  and  hard. 
Johnny  thought  he  would  rise  early  in  the  morning 
and  water  them,  but  he  was  sleepy  and,  must  I  say 
it,  lazy — and  went  back  to  sleep  after  he  was 
wakened;  then  when  he  rose  it  was  late,  and 
he  must  hurry  off  to  school;  so,  again  the  poor 
drooping  little  flowers  were  forgotten.  Now  the 
little  flower  beds  began  to  look  very  ugh*,  with 
the  tufts  of  grass  and  great  weeds  smothering  the 
little  plants  out  of  sight.  When  sp  >ken  to  about 
it,  Johnny  said  he  was  sorry  the  bid  old  weeds 
had  come  among  his  pretty  flowers,  but  he  did  not 
think  it  would  spoil  them;  the}'  would  come  up 
after  awhile,  bright  and  beautiful,  in  spite  of  the 
weeds;  and  thus  the  little  boy  expected  and  hoped 
to  soon  gather  a  bouquet  from  his  little  garden 
without  any  work  or  trouble. 

About  this  time, some  little  cousins  came  to  visit 
him, and  he  begged  his  mamma  to  allow  him  to  go 
home  with  them,  to  spend  a  week  or  two. 

"But  what  will  become  of  your  garden?"  in- 
quired the  mother;  "it  is  weedy  now;  and  if  you 
do  not  work  in  it  you  will  lose  all  of  your  flowers." 

"Oh,  that  bothersome  garden!  it  will  do  very 
well  without  me.  The  weeds  d:>  not  look  very 
nice,  but  they  won't  hurt  my  flowers:  they  will 
all  be  in  bloom  by  the  time  I  come  back." 

So,  wishing  to  teach  her  son  a  lesson,  Mrs.  Dil- 
lon allowed  him  to  go  on  the  visit  to  her  sister's 
house. 

Tsvo  weeks  soon  passed.  Johnny  Dillon  returned 
home, delighted  with  his  visit,  and  told  his  mamma 
how  many  beautiful  flowers  his  little  cousins  had 
in  their  country  garden.  His  mother  said  nothing, 
but  waited  for  him  to  go  to  his  flower-beds,  which 
he  did,  and  returned  crying:  "Oh,  mamma!  out 
of  all  the  seeds  I  planted,  there  are  only  two  or 
three  scattering  little  blushes  in  bloom;  surely 
somebody  pulled  them  up  while  I  was  gone." 

"  Xo,  Johnny:  your  flowers  have  not  been  de- 
stroyed; the  weeds  smothered  them  out.  The 
f round,  which  you  uc.v'er  worked  around  them,  or 


watered,  became  dry  and  hard,  and  many  of  them 
never  came  up.  Let  this  be  a  lesson  to  you,  my 
son,  and  learn  from  it  that  if  you  desire  pleasure 
you  must  work  for  it;  the  idle  and  lazy  never  have 
anything.  Another  thing  you  must  think  of  is 
the  resemblance  between  your  young  heart  and 
the  flower-garden.  The  seeds  which  our  heav- 
enly Father  has  implanted  in  your  heart  are  in- 
nocence, faith,  truth,  and  honesty;  if  you  cultivate 
them  by  practice  and  by  prayer,  they  will  thrive 
and  grow,  and  make  your  soul  beautiful,  your  life 
happy  with  their  blossoms  and  perfume;  but  if 
you  neglect  to  nurture  them,  they  will  soon  be 
smothered  out  by  wickedness  and  vice,  which,  like 
the  weeds  in  your  little  garden,  soon  disfigure  and 
destroy  all  that  is  beautiful.  One  rank,  ugly  weed 
will  ruin  the  effect  of  a  flower-bed;  so  one  sinful 
act  will  destroy  the  life  of  the  soul.  Think  of 
this,  my  child,  while  you  are  yet  innocent;  and 
never  allow  the  growth  of  vice  to  kill  the  flowers 
of  virtue  in  your  young  heart." 


St.  Frances  of  Rome. 

Every  year  on  the  9th  of  March  the  Romans  go 
in  crowds  to  visit  the  Convent  of  the  Oblates,  an 
Order  founded  by  St.  Frances  of  Rome.  St. 
Frances  died  on  the  9th  of  March,  1440.  She  was 
canonized  very  soon  after,  and  from  that  time  to 
the  present  has  been  honored  publicly  by  the  Ro- 
man people.  On  her  feast-day  the  chapel  of  the 
convent  is  thrown  open  to  allow  them  to  visit  the 
shrine  of  their  favorite.  On  a  table  at  the  foot  of 
the  stairway  leading  to  the  chapel  stands  a  bowl 
in  which  the  Saint  used  to  mix  an  ointment  that 
was  always  miraculous  in  her  hands.  In  this 
bowl  are  placed  the  early  Spring  flowers  in  bloom 
on  her  feast-day,  such  as  wild  violets  and  anem- 
ones. Eacli  visitor  is  allowed  to  take  away  some 
of  these  flowers  as  a  memento  of  St.  Frances  and 
of  her  feast. 

We  all  know  that  we  have  a  guardian  angel  at 
our  side,  but  St.  Frances  was  allowed  to  see  hers, 
to  talk  with  him,  and  to  realize  his  presence.  He 
walked  with  her  on  the  street;  but  his  shining 
feet,  while  touching  the  ground,  were  never 
soiled,  whatever  might  be  in  his  way.  It  is  thus 
that  we  must  walk  through  this  sinful  world,  not 
even  allowing  the  dust  of  the  road  we  must  travel 
to  cleave  to  us. — Catholic  Columbian. 


AT  Holy  Communion  imagine  that  your  heart  is 
the  manger  of  Bethlehem  in  which  the  Infant  Je- 
sus is  about  to  be  laid. 

ON  awaking  in  the  morning  St.  Philip  Xeri 
used  to  pray  thus:  "  O  Lord  keep  Your  hands  over 
Philip  to-day  or  he  will  surely  offend  You." 


THE 
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MENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XXV. 

Some  of  the  most  important  functions  of  the 
bell  have  now  been  made  known ;  there  are  others, 
which  yet  remain  to  be  explained. 

Why  does  the  bell  sound  the  Angelus  at  morn- 
ing, noon  and  night?  What  mysteries  does  its 
voice  proclaim?  It  thereby  fulfils  those  words  of 
the  royal  Prophet:  "Evening  and  morning,  and  at 
noon,  I  will  speak  and  declare  the  praises  of  God ; 
and  He  shall  hear  my  voice."  *  At  evening  it 
speaks  of  the  beginning  of  Our  Blessed  Lord's 
Passion;  in  the  morning,  it  proclaims  His  Resur- 
rection ;  and  at  noon,  His  Ascension.f  In  the  morn- 
ing it  gives  the  signal  to  awake  to  prayer  and  la- 
bor. At  mid-day  it  reminds  man  that  half  the  day 
has  passed  and  that  his  life  ia  but  as  a  day.  At 
night  it  says  to  him :  "  Make  up  thy  account  with 
God ;  this  night,  perhaps,  thy  soul  shall  be  required 
of  thee."  Its  voice  heard  three  times  a  day  recalls 
to  Christians  remembrances  of  the  glorious  past; 
those  warlike  expeditions,  the  undying  glory  of 
the  Popes  who  saved  the  West  from  Mussulman 
domination.  Why,  it  may  be  asked,  in  ringing  the 
Angelus,  are  three  strokes  of  the  bell  given,  three 
times,  at  short  intervals?  It  thus  reminds  of  the 
three  Persons  of  the  Adorable  Trinity,  to  whom 
the  world  is  indebted  for  the  Incarnation.  It  is 
rung  nine  times  in  honor  of  the  nine  choirs  of  an- 
gels, to  invite  the  inhabitants  of  earth  to  join  with 
them  in  their  homage  of  prayer  and  adoration,  f 


*  Ps.,  liv. 

t  Vespere,  cum  passionemsuscepit;  mane  cum  resur- 
rexit;  meridie  cum  ....  coelos  ascendit.  (S.  Hier. 
In  Psal.  LIV.) 

t  At  Rome,  where  the  mysteries  of  Catholic  piety 
are  better  known  than  elsewhere,  a  small  bell  is  rung 
after  the  "Ave  Maria,"  to  remind  the  faithful  to  pray 
for  the  souls  in  Purgatory. 

Multis  in  locis  post  sonitum  salutationis  angelicae 


At  Baptisms,  it  is  the  trumpet  of  the  Church 
Militant,  announcing  with  joy  that  a  new  child 
has  been  given  her.  Whilst  its  name  is  written 
on  earthly  registers,  it  announces  its  inscription  in 
the  Book  .of  Life.  At  the  hour  of  death  too,  it 
rings  to  solicit  the  prayers'of  all  for  the  soul  then 
engaged  in  that  most  terrible  and  decisive  of  all 
struggles — that  in  which  the  soul  is  separated 
from  the  body.  This  was  well  understood  by  our 
forefathers.  In  many  churches  there  was  what 
was  called  "  the  bell  of  agony."  When  the  sick 
person  was  approaching  his  last  hour,  the  voice  of 
the  bell  was  heard,  and  by  its  strokes,  repeated  in 
the  distance,  like  the  slow  pulsations  of  a  pulse 
about  to  cease  to  beat,  the  faithful  were  called  to 
prayer.  "  The  custom  of  ringing  bells  at  deaths 
and  funerals  is  very  ancient  in  the  Church,  and  to 
be  attributed  to  Catholic  piety.  After  having  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  man  upon  earth,  the  bell 
proclaims  his  departure  from  the  vale  of  tears. 
There  is  sadness  and  grief  in  its  tones ;  for  it  says, 
in  the  name  of  the  departed:  Miseremini  met  sal- 
tern, vos  amid  met:  "  Have  pity  upon  me,  at  least 
you  my  friends;  come,  pray  for  me;  accompany 
my  body  to  the  church,  then  to  its  resting  place, 
where  it  shall  repose  until  the  resurrection."  * 
This  charitable  invitation  of  the  bell  is  not  less  use- 
ful to  the  living  than  to  the  dead.  On  the  one  hand, 
"it  is  good,"  says  Sacred  Scripture,  to  "enter  the 
house  of  mourning  and  see  death  closely" :  and  on 
the  other,  the  duties  which  the  bell  calls  upon  us 
to  fulfil  are  reckoned  among  the  works  of  mercy 

praesertim  vero  in  urbe  Roma  pulsatur  in  vespere 
campanula,  qua  excitamur  et  iuvitamur  ad  orandum 
pro  defunctis.  (Aug  Rocca.,  t.  i,  c.  xvii.) 

*  Usus  pulsandi  campanas  pro  defunctis  in  sancta 
Dei  Ecclcsia  perantiquus  est,  Christiana  pietate  insti- 
tutus.  .  .  .  pulsantur  campanfe  ut  excitentur  et  prse- 
moneantur  nedum  necessarii,  'sed  cffiteri  cives,  ad 
praestanda  officia  defunctiseorum  opem  implorantibus, 
ac si dicerent:  Misereminimei,  etc.  (Rocca,  c.  xx,p.  181.) 


Ave  Maria. 


most  agreeable  to  God.  This  is  attested  by  the 
history  of  Tobias  and  the  Machabees. 

Not  less  solemn  is  the  duty  which  the  bell  per- 
forms each  Sunday.  In  those  ancient  cathedrals, 
erected  by  the  genius  of  faith,  immediately  over 
the  middle  of  the  transept  was  suspended  a  bell 
called  the  bell  of  tJie  Elevation.  At  the  moment  the 
Eternal  Word  descended  from  heaven  and  became 
Incarnate  in  the  hands  of  the  priest,  the  bell  pro- 
claimed far  and  near  this  ineffable  mystery.  In 
the  Ages  of  Faith,  guardians  of  houses,  shepherds 
in  the  country,  travellers  on  the  highway,  all,  obe- 
dient to  the  voice  of  the  bell,  might  have  been 
seen  humbly  prostrating  themselves,  to  adore  and 
thank  Him  who,  to  save  man,  deigned  to  become 
man. 

In  churches  where  this  bell  of  the  Elevation  is 
not  found,  its  place  is  supplied  by  the  ordinary 
bell.  It  is  the  same  at  Vespers,  at  the  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  When,  through  respect 
to  the  Son  of  God  personally  present,  priests  and 
faithful  are  silent  and  humbly  bowed  down,  the 
bell  alone  speaks,  and  says  to  Christians  absent: 
"The  solemn  moment  has  arrived.  Children  of 
God,  kneel  and  receive  the  benediction  of  your 
celestial  Father,  a  blessing  never  received  in  vain." 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


The  Statue  of  St.  Joseph. 

BY   ELEANOR   C.  DONNELLY. 
I. 

In  a  dear  old  Jesuit  chapel  (a  small  but  blest  retreat, 
Where  the  walls  of  massive  granite  shut  in  the  nar- 
row street), 
There  stands  a  sculptured  image  with  a  halo  'round 

its  brows, 
A  statue  of  Saint  Joseph,  Our  Lady's  chosen  spouse. 

ii. 

His  face  is  fair  and  comely,  his  look  is  calm  and  grave; 
The  brow  is  broad  and  lofty,  the  bearded  lips  are  brave ; 
The  staff  he  holds  is  crested  with  lilies  undefiled, 
And  on  his  firm  arm  resting  he  bears  the  Holy  Child. 

HI. 

A  strange  and  special  virtue  invests  that  image  old, 
And  makes  its  wood  more  precious  than  plates  of  pol- 
ished gold; 

Around  it  floats  a  fragrance,  a  breath  of  purest  grace, 
That  draws  the  hearts  of  hundreds  to  worship  at  its 
base. 

rv.  . 
For  night  and  noon  and  morning  there  kneel  before 

the  niche 

The  ever- thronging  clients,  the  poor  beside  the  rich: 
And  every  age  and  color,  and  every  sex  and  state, 
In  simple  faith  and  fervor  upon  Saint  Joseph  wait. 

v. 

Unto  the  men  and  matrons  he  shows  his  beauteous 
Spouse, 


And  says:    "Behold  your  model!   the  glory  of  my 

house." 

Unto  the  vinrin-liearted  he  whispers,  "Blest  are  ye! 
Come  to  my  inner  chamber  of  whitest  purity! 

TI. 

But  if  he  hath  a  blessing  that's  sweeter,  tenderer  yet, 
'Tis  for  the  tired  workmen  begrimed  with  dust  and 

sweat, 
Who  hear  the  cheering  welcome  (prostrated  at  his 

knee), 
"  Ye  are  the  well-beloved  of  Him  who  toiled  with  me ! " 

VII. 

He  draws  the  little  children  about  the  Infant  fair; 
Unto  the  rich  he  preaches  of  penance  and  of  prayer; 
Unto  the  poor  he  murmurs,  "  Remember  Nazareth!" 
And  to  the  old,  "  Make  ready  to  share  my  happy 
death!" 

VIII. 

And  when  the  tried  and  tempted,  before  him  bending 

low, 

In  tears  rehearse  their  sorrows,  their  litany  of  woe, 
It  is  as  though  an  angel  their  aching  temples  smoothed, 
As  on  a  father's  bosom  their  bitter  sobs  are  soothed. 

IX. 

He  is  Our  Father's  shadow,  that  royal  Artisan, 
Spouse  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  guide  of  a  God  made 

Man! 

Ah!  lay  thy  staff  of  lilies  upon  each  guilty  soul, 
And  win  us  all,  Saint  Joseph!  to  seek  thy  safe  control! 

x. 

In  life's  gigantic  workshop,  thou  must  be  in  our  midst 
To  supervise  our  labors,  as  thou  Immanuel's  didst; 
And  thou  canst  ask  no  favor  that  can  ungranted  be, 
For  Christ,  Our  God  and  Saviour,  was  subject  unto 

thee!  — Catholic  Universe. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  V.— (CONTINUED.) 
Sybil  was  ill  at  ease.  Everything  was  so  superb 
and  formal,  that  although  the  aesthetic  part  of  it 
gratified  her  natural  taste,  there  was  wanting  in  it, 
throughout,  that  which  had  hitherto  in  her  simple 
convent  life  formed  her  happiness,  viz.:  the  gen- 
uine, innocent  cheerfulness,  and  spirit  of  piety 
that  permeated  the  daily  existence  of  all  who 
dwelt  within  its  sacred  precincts.  This  was  her 
first  glimpse  of  the  formal  conventionalities  of  the 
world.  Her  stepmother's  elegant  toilette,  which 
struck  Sybil's  simple  tastes  as  something  very 
splendid,  was  selected  to  wear  on  this  occasion, 
because  it  was  really  the  most  quiet  one  she  had. 
Edyth's  costly  apparel — the  liveried,  obsequious 
servants  in  waiting — the  glitter  of  silver  and  rare 
glass — the  French  dishes,  the  removal  of  courses, 
and  the  formality  of  it  all,  made  her  wonder  it'  the 
dinner  would  ever  beat  an  end;  and  also  sorry 
that  she  could  not  enjoy  what  she  imagined  was  a 


Ave  Maria. 


feast  gotten  up  in  honor  of  her  arrival  home,  never 
dreaming  that  it  was  an  everyday  affair.  She  was 
very  glad  that  she  had  not  been  worried  to  change 
her  dress  for  something  more  in  harmony  with  all 
this  splendor,  but  had  been  kindly  allowed,  after 
being  brushed  and  having  her  beautiful  hair  tidied 
by  Mrs.  Weston's  French  maid,  to  join  them  at 
table  in  her  simple  travelling  suit,  because  her 
stepmother  knew  "  that  she  must  be  very  tired  af- 
ter her  journey." 

"  Your  papa  said,  not  long  ago,  dear,  that  he 
hoped  you  were  fond  of  flowers,"  said  Mrs.  Wes- 
ton,  observing  her  husband's  coldness  and  inat- 
tention to  his  daughter,  without  in  the  least  under- 
standing it:  and  afraid,  too,  even  while  charmed 
with  her  stepdaughter's  beauty,  that  she  was  either 
too  religious  or  too  dull  to  make  the  mark  in  soci- 
ety that  she  had  anticipated.  Things  were  not 
harmonizing  as  she  wished ;  and,  as  it  was  her  ob- 
ject to  establish  good  feeling  between  father  and 
daughter  for  future  use,  she  bethought  herself  of 
this  nice  little  speech. 

"  Yes,  mamma,  I  love  flowers  clearly,"  she  an- 
swered gently,  while  her  thoughts  flew  instantly 
back  to  her  little  flower-garden  under  the  south 
wall  of  the  convent,  where  it  used  to  be  her  de- 
light to  cultivate  the  loveliest  and  most  fragrant 
flowers  for  the  altar  and  shrines. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  that.  I  have  some  fine  hot- 
houses at  '  Westover ' — Ah !  here  are  some  sam- 
ples of  what  they  produce,"  observed  Mr.  Weston, 
as  one  of  the  servants  set  two  superb  flower-stands 
on  the  table,  loaded  with  rare  tropical  blooms,  and 
a  fruit-holder  of  fretted  silver,  piled  up  with  gold- 
tinted  pears  and  white  grapes,  interspersed  with 
leaves  and  vines. 

"I  never  saw  anything  so  lovely!  "  said  Sybil, 
looking  at  the  beautiful  things,  witli  a  yearning 
desire  to  touch  them  and  to  inhale  their  fragrance. 

By  a  quick  glance  Mr.  Weston  discerned  her 
wish,  and  placed  one  of  the  flower-stands  before 
her.  Japonicas — full  flowers,  and  half-open  buds, 
of  pale,  delicate  tints;  azalias,  scarlet  blooms, 
calla  lilies,  and  other  floral  wonders  of  indescri- 
bable purity  and  beauty  were  there, — all  new  to 
Sybil,  except  the  lilies ;  leaning  her  face  near  them 
she  discovered  no  fragrance,  but  only  an  earthy 
odor — and  the  charm  was  gone ;  for  it  was  a 
pretty  fancy  of  hers  that  perfume  was  the  soul  of 
the  flower,  each  breathing  forth  a  different  one,  ac- 
cording to  its  kind;  and  as  there  were  some  that 
appealed  to  her  nature  for  special  favor  in  this 
way,  there  were  others  which,  having  only  the 
beauty  of  tint  and  form  to  recommend  them,  she 
was  indifferent  to;  they  excited  only  a  passing 
admiration,  they  were  without  symbol  or  senti- 
ment to  her  imagination. 


But  I  don't  want  you  to  think  at  the  very  start 
that  Sybil  Weston  was  in  the  least  sentimental,  as 
the  word  is  commonly  understood.  That  she  had 
the  poetic  temperament,  I  grant;  and  reared  as 
she  had  been  in  the  close  communion  of  a  simple 
and  devout  life,  and  en  rapport  with  nature,  it  is 
not  to  be  wondered  at  that  her  new  surroundings 
appeared  as  uncongenial  to  her  pure  fancies  as  the 
heated,  heavy  air  of  a  darkened,  sumptuous  room 
would  be  to  a  wood-violet  which  had  sprung  into 
life  under  wild  mosses  and  forest  ferns. 

Nor  must  it  be  imagined  that  her  intellectual 
culture  had  been  dwarfed  by  the  simplicity  of  life 
that  reigned  at  the  Convent  of  the  Holy  Cross; 
on  the  contrary,  her  mind  and  talents  were  culti- 
vated and  fostered  to  the  highest  degree  by  the 
learned  and  accomplished  ladies  who  had  charge 
of  her  education;  and  her  character  rounded  into 
fair,  even  proportions  by  the  deep  religious  prin- 
ciples they  instilled, "grew  with  her  growth,  and 
strengthened  with  her  strength."  Her  model  was 
the  Virgin  without  stain;  her  best  reward  the 
sweet  consciousness  of  obedience  to  the  precepts 
of  her  Divine  Son.  This  may  sound  too  mystical 
to  enter  deeply  into  the  mind  of  a  young  girl,  by 
some ;  but  they  do  not  understand  the  manner  in 
which  Catholic  children  are  reared, — that  first, 
above  all,  and  afterwards  through  all,  their  souls 
are  educated  in  the  science  of  salvation  with  care 
quite  equal  to  that  bestowed  on  the  development 
of  their  intellectual  faculties;  lessons  and  habits 
are  instilled  which  are  rarely  forgotten, — or  if,  as 
it  sometimes  happens,  they  are  for  a  season,  a 
time  comes  when  they  reassert  themselves,  and 
lead  back  the  wandering,  faithless  soul  to  its  only 
true  haven  of  rest. 

The  good  nuns  of  the  Holy  Cross,  in  the  opinion 
of  persons  of  Mrs.  Weston's  type,  had  been  very 
deficient  in  one  respect  towards  their  pupil ;  they 
had  not  fitted  her  in  the  least  for  the  world, — which 
was  evidently  their  duty,  seeing  that  she  was  to 
live  in  it:  no,  they  had  failed  in  this — weighing 
the  world  as  they  did,  and  having  fled  from  its 
deadly  perils,  their  endeavor  was  to  lead  the  souls 
of  those  committed  to  their  care  into  safer  and 
surer  paths,  that  the  world,  when  they  entered  it, 
might  not  deceive  and  lead  them  astray,  and  that 
the  beauty  of  holiness  might  shine  before  them,  a 
safeguard  and  guide.  So  Sybil  had  come  home 
bearing  in  her  soul  the  pure  flower  of  innocence, 
and  with  that  sweet  simplicity  of  mind  and  those 
gentle  Christian  virtues  which,  had  her  position 
been  more  humble,  would  have  proved  a  solace  and 
help  in  perfecting  her  spiritual  life.  As  it  was,  they 
were  to  form  the  passion  and  cross  of  her  earthly 
existence,  through  the  trials  and  temptations  which 
would  assail  and  beset  her  through  them. 


Jive  Maria. 


Mrs.  Weston  was  pleased  to  observe  that  Sybil 
had  no  gauchertes;  that  if  not  glowing  and  en- 
thusiastic, she  was  self-possessed,  neither  appear- 
ing astonished  nor  embarrassed  by  the  dazzle  and 
luxuries  of  the  home  to  which  she  had  been  so 
suddenly  introduced.  She  imagined  that  she  had 
something  of  her  father's  cold  temperament;  but, 
on  reflecting  that  a  composed  manner  is  one  of 
the  surest  tests  of  high  breeding,  she  thought  it 
was  rather  an  advantage ;  and  hoped  that  when 
she  became  more  accustomed  to  the  situation  she 
would  enjoy  it,  and  become  as  great  a  devotee  to 
the  world,  as  she  desired  her  to  be.  "It  will  re- 
quire time,  of  course,  to  get  rid  of  her  prim,  con- 
vent habits,"  thought  the  worldly-minded  woman ; 
"but  I  trust  to  the  natural  inclinations  of  young 
people  to  make  her  like  the  rest  of  them.  She's 
extremely  pretty,  but  just  a  mite  bordering  oil  the 
statuesque." 

Mr.  Weston  retired  to  his  library  after  dinner, — 
under  pretence  of  having  letters  to  write — whither 
we  will  not  follow  him,  for  it  would  only  be  to  see 
him  sitting  in  his  armchair  with  one  hand  partly 
shading  his  face,  his  eyes  half-closed,  and  an  ex- 
pression of  gloomy  dejection  upon  his  countenance 
— all  his  old  revolt  against  Providence  blending 
with  and  embittering  the  memories  that  every 
line  of  his  daughter's  face  and  every  tone  of  her 
voice  called  up.  After  he  left  the  dining-room, 
Mrs.  Weston  had  tried  her  best  to  make  pleasant 
talk  for  Sybil ;  but  quite  tired  out  with  efforts  which 
had  been  indescribably  stupid  to  her  throughout, 
she  leaned  back  in  her  softly  cushioned  chai&e- 
lounge,  thinking  to  rest  herself,  but  in  a  minute  or 
two  she  was  sound  asleep. 

"  Come  here,  little  sister,"  whispered  Sybil, 
fearing  to  disturb  her  stepmother. 

Edyth  came  with  an  air  of  deportment  that  Miss 
Arnold  would  have  highly  commended  had  she 
seen  it. 

"Now  kiss  me,  for  we  must  be  very  good 
friends."  Edyth  lifted  her  face,  dimpling  with 
smiles,  to  receive  the  proffered  caress,  while  she 
thought:  "She's  nice  after  all." 

"Now — mamma's  asleep — what  shall  we  do? 
Can  I  go  to  see  my  old  mammy  ?  Tell  me,  how  is 
she  ?  "  whispered  Sybil,  her  arm  around  Edyth,  for 
as  dearly  as  she  loved  flowers  did  she  love  little 
children. 

"  Who  ?  Do  you  mean  Bab  ?  She's  in  the  nur- 
sery, and  she's  very  well." 

"Do  you  call  her  Bab?" 

"  Yes,  she's  such  a  droll,  cross  old  thing." 

"Will  you  show  me  where  the  nursery  is?   I 
could  not  find  my  way  in  this  great  house  by  my- 
self." 
"I  don't  think  mamma  would  be  pleased  if  I 


took  you  there,"  said  Edyth,  hesitating,  for  she 
still  regarded  Sybil  as  a  distinguished  guest,  who 
•was  not  to  be  shown  behind  the  scenes;  "but  if 
you  like,  I'll  bring  her  to  A'OU:  not  here,  but  over 
yonder  in  the  '  boudoir  '." 

"Thanks!  if  you  think  mamma  will  not  mind." 

"  She  won't  care.  Come.  I'd  like  to  tell  you 
about  Aunt  Waite,  and  Clara,  and  the  boys — one  of 
them  is  crippled — and  about  Natalie." 

"  Natalie ! " 

"  Natalie  is  their  governess,  you  know.  But  she's 
not  like  Miss  Arnold ;  I  hate  her." 

"  Oh  no!  I'm  sure  it  is  not  so  bad  as  that,  little 
sister,"  said  Sybil,  whom  the  word  hate  hurt  like 
a  physical  pain. 

"  Yes,  I  hate  her.  Do  you  know,  she  had  me 
trussed  up — that's  what  Bab  calls  it — with  a  back- 
board all  this  morning,  just  because  I  leaned  over 
just  a  little,  when  I  was  studying." 

"  Poor  little  back !  But  back-boards  don't  hurt ; 
they're  only  tiresome,  and  make  one  hold  up," 
said  Sybil,  as,  holding  Edyth's  hand  softly  clasped 
in  her  long  slender  fingers,  they  left  the  dining- 
room  on  their  way  to  the  boudoir,  passing  through 
the  magnificent  suite  of  rooms,  which  were  only  di- 
vided from  each  other  by  groups  of  marble  pillars 
and  draperies  of  filmy  lace  on  which  the  cunning 
embroidery  lay  like  frostwork;  where  paintings 
of  rare  merit,  statuary  and  mirrors  were  in  perfect 
accord  with  the  gilded  and  inlaid  furniture,  the 
mosaic  floors  and  rich  Persian  mats,  the  frescoed 
ceilings,  gilded  cornices  and  window-curtains  of 
heavy  brocade-satin  and  costly  lace.  Sybil,  intent 
only  on  seeing  her  old  mammy,  had  no  time  then 
to  notice  the  elegant  details  of  all  this  splendor, 
the  general  effect  of  which  was  warmth  of  tone,_ 
grace  and  perfect  harmony  of  arrangement.  But 
she  stopped  a  moment  in  the  hall ;  it  was  so  beau 
tiful  there,  with  its  high  grotesquely-carved  fire- 
place where  a  wood-fire  glowed  superbly  behind  a 
gilded  wire  screen,  its  heavy  oaken  chairs,  its 
carven  panels,  its  tesselated  floor  that  vied  with 
that  of  Diomede  of  Pompeii,  and  its  antique  lamp 
of  stained  glass,  each  section  of  which  as  the  light 
shone  through  was  a  perfect  gem  of  art,  Then 
Edyth,  instigated  by  the  inborn  spirit  of  ostentation 
inherited  from  her  mother,  led  her  sister  through 
the  apartments  on  the  opposite  side,  which  were 
furnished  and  arranged  on  a  scale  of  grandeur 
correspondng  with  the  others,  though  in  a  different 
style,  passed  the  closed  library  door,  and  into  the 
ball-room,  that  ran  entirely  across  the  back  of  the 
house,  terminated  at  each  end  by  great  bow-win- 
dows of  stained  glass;  its  walls  covered  with  flu- 
tings  of  pale  rose-colored  satin,  between  great  mir- 
rors which  seemed  to  reflect  an  interminable  suite 
of  apartments.  It  was  a  new  world  suddenly 
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opened  to  the  young  recluse,  all  this  space,  splendor 
and  glitter,  and  Sybil's  heart  shrunk  within  her 
with  an  inexplicable  dread  that  it  would  be  ex- 
pected of  her  to  make  part  and  parcel  of  it,  in  a 
way  that  she  felt  an  utter  incapacity  and  distaste 
for.  She  did  not  know  why,  but  the  sight  of  it 
filled  her  with  a  vague  uneasiness  which  prevented 
the  enjoyment  that  with  her  innate  love  of  the 
beautiful  it  would  otherwise  have  afforded  her. 

"But  where's  the  boudoir?" 

"We  have  just  come  to  it;  see  what  a  nook  it  is, 
between  the  ball-room  and  the  drawing-room! 
Mamma  only  conies  here  to  talk  secrets  with  peo- 
ple, when  there's  a  great  crowd,  and  she's  done 
'receiving.'  It's  a  lovely  place ;  come  in,  while  I 
go  for  Bab,"  said  Edyth,  more  and  more  delighted 
at  playing  cicerone  for  her  new  sister. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED,] 
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BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 
CHAPTER   III. 

It  was  on  the  Feast  of  All  Saints,  1853,  that  Eu- 
genie Smet  received  the  first  intimation  of  her 
special  vocation.  The  weather,  that  year,  hap- 
pened to  be  particularly  fine;  the  brilliant  sun- 
shine, the  cloudless  sky,  the  merry  peals  of  the 
church  bells,  seemed  to  invite  the  children  of  the 
Church  on  earth  to  rejoice  with  their  glorified 
brethren  in  heaven;  and  from  the  moment  she 
awoke,  the  heart  of  the  future  Helper  of  the  Holy 
Souls  was  filled  with  a  strange,  unutterable  joy. 
During  High  Mass,  and  again  at  Benediction,  her 
emotion  seemed  to  presage  some  impending  crisis 
in  the  life  of  her  soul. 

It  was  during  the  latter  service  that  a  kind  of 
remorse  came  over  her  at  the  thought  that  the  mul- 
tiplicity of  good  works  in  which  she  had  been 
engaged  during  the  past  year  had  prevented  her 
from  devoting  herself,  in  as  special  a  manner  as 
she  intended  to  do,  to  the  relief  of  the  Holy  Souls. 
A  general  and  tacit  desire  to  aid  them  had,  indeed, 
never  been  absent  from  her  mind,  but  she  now 
felt  inwardly  moved  to  something  more  positive, 
more  specific,  than  she  had  as  yet  undertaken. 

As  she  was  praying  with  her  head  bowed  down 
before  our  Blessed  Lord  in  the  Sacrament  of  His 
Love,  the  idea  of  an  association  of  prayers  and 
good  works  in  behalf  of  the  dead  was  rising  dis- 
tinctly before  her  eyes.  But  then  came  the 
doubt — was  it  God  who  was  inspiring  her  with 
this  thought?  or  was  it  the  result  of  her  own  fancy? 
In  her  unhesitating  faith,  she  determined  to  ask 


our  Blessed  Lord — by  some  unmistakable  sign — 
to  give  her  a  token  of  His  will.  "  If  you  wish  me 
to  begin  this  work,  my  Lord,"  she  said, — with  the 
holy  boldness  of  one  accustomed  to  deal  with  God 
as  a  Father,—*'  make  one  of  my  friends  think  of  the 
same  thing,  and  let  her  speak  to  me  about  it  as 
soon  as  I  come  out  of  church." 

She  had  taken  the  Gospel  at  its  word,  so  to  speak, 
and  always  acted  upon  the  promise, "  Ask  and  you 
shall  receive."  In  no  case  was  her  confidence  de- 
ceived ;  and  as  life  went  on,  often  and  often  might 
those  other  words  have  been  addressed  to  her: 
"Oh,  woman,  great  is  thy  faith!  be  it  done  unto 
thee  as  thou  wilt." 

On  the  Eve  of  All  Souls,  so  memorable  a  day  to 
herself  and  many  others,  it  was  indeed  done  to  her 
as  she  had  asked.  She  slowly  descended  the  long 
flight  of  steps  from  the  door  of  the  church  to  the 
village  Square^  anxiously  thinking  over  the  prayer 
she  had  made.  Her  heart  sank  within  her  when 
she  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  and  no  one 
had  spoken  to  her.  But  just  at  that  moment  a 
young  girl  of  her  own  age,  a  great  friend  of  hers, 
came  forward  and  said :  "  Dear  Eugenie,  I  am  so 
glad  to  have  met  you!  During  the  Benediction  I 
had  an  inspiration.  I  thought  of  offering  to  join 
you  in  doing  anything  we  can  during  November 
for  the  souls  in  Purgatory."  "  Have  you,  indeed, 
had  that  thought!"  Eugenie  exclaimed,  with  so 
much  emotion  that  her  friend  seemed  surprised, 
and  looked  at  her  inquiringly.  Eugenie  explained 
that  what  she  had  just  said  was  the  very  proof  she 
had  herself  asked  of  our  Lord  to  give  her,  that  the 
desire  she  had  conceived  whilst  praying  before  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  was  a  true  inspiration. 

"  Oh,  how  near  God  seemed  to  me  at  that  mo- 
ment!" she  often  used  to  say  when  speaking  of  this 
circumstance.  The  joy  which  had  then  filled  her 
heart  seemed  to  increase  during  the  whole  of  the 
following  day.  It  is  a  sad  one  to  those  who  for- 
get the  dead  all  the  year  round,  and  only  call  them 
to  mind  when  the  Church  puts  on  mourning  and 
reminds  them  in  solemn  accents  to  pray  for  the 
departed.  But  to  Eugenie  it  was  the  most  conso- 
ling of  all  festivals,  the  Feast  Day  of  her  dear  Holy 
Souls,  the  hour  of  release  to  many  of  them,  the 
brief  period  during  which  they  are  held  in  special 
remembrance,  the  protest  of  their  Mother,  the 
Church,  against  the  heartless  neglect  of  an  un- 
thinking world. 

With  the  most  lively  faith  and  intense  devotion, 
Eugenie  went  to  Communion, — of  course  with  the 
one  intention  uppermost  in  her  mind.  Just  after 
receiving  our  Blessed  Lord  into  her  heart,  and 
whilst  she  was  renewing  the  consecration  of  her 
whole  self  and  her  whole  life  to  the  Divine  Master 
whom  she  had  deliberately  chosen  as  the  Spouse 
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of  her  soul,  a  thought  passed  through  her  mind 
which  was  to  give  rise  to  a  new  Order  in  the 
Church.  She  said  to  herself:  Religious  Commu- 
nities exist  which  answer  every  need  of  the  Church 
Militant  on  earth,  but  not  a  single  one  specially 
devoted  to  the  relief  of  the  suffering  Church  in 
Purgatory ;  was  she  called,  perlf  aps,  to  fill  up  that 
void? 

Startling  are  these  first  whispers  of  grace  to  a 
soul  watching  for  God's  leadings.  The  idea  seemed 
too  bold  a  one.  She  felt  at  once  what  it  would 
involve,  with  th'at  strange  rapidity  of  thought 
which  in  an  instant  presents  to  the  mind  a  whole 
series  of  consequences  and  considerations.  She 
saw  rising  before  her  the  old  dread  of  a  total  sep- 
aration from  those  she  loved,  the  long  array  of  ob- 
stacles, of  oppositions,  of  reproaches,  which  meet 
even  an  ordinary  vocation  to  the  religious  life; 
then  the  appearance  of  extravagance  which  the 
thought  of  founding  a  new  Order  would  bear,  the 
scorn  and  ridicule  it  would  excite  in  worldly 
persons,,  and  the  contempt  with  which  even  the 
good  and  wise  would  treat  it. 

Then,  more  dimly,  a  consciousness  that  those 
who  might  pledge  themselves  by  vows  to  be 
victims  for  the  Holy  Souls  would  have  to  bare 
their  breasts  as  it  were  to  every  kind  of  suffering, 
spiritual  and  temporal.  No,  no,  she  mentally  ex- 
claimed; this  is  going  too  far;  it  is  not  this  that 
God  wants  of  me.  Still  the  voice  said :  "  Is  it 
not  what  He  asks  ? "  It  seemed  as  if  the  Holy 
Souls  were  addressing  to  her  the  words  of  onr 
Lord  to  His  Apostles:  "Can  you  drink  of  the 
chalice  we  drink?  Can  you  be  baptized  with  the 
baptism  of  suffering  that  we  are  baptized  with?" 
She  did  not  venture  to  answer  "  I  am  able,"  but 
no  doubt  she  felt,  like  St.  Paul,— "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Him  who  strengthens  me." 

From  the  church,  that  day,  she  went  straight  to 
the  house  of  the  Cure  of  the  parish,  M.  1'Abbe  Le- 
maheu.  He  had  known  her  from  a  child,  and 
she  had  great  confidence  in  his  judgment.  She 
told  him  simply  and  exactly  how  early  and  how 
unchanging  had  been  her  attraction  to  a  special 
work  for  the  Holy  Souls,  and  the  thoughts  and 
desires  which,  that  day  and  the  previous  one,  had 
taken  so  strong  a  possession  of  her  mind. 

He  listened  attentively,  took  a  little  time  to  re- 
flect, and  then  gave  his  entire  approbation  to  the 
plan  of  an  Association  of  Prayer  in  behalf  of  the 
Holy  Souls,  and  told  her  to  put  down  his  name  in 
the  list  of  associates.  But  as  to  the  idea  of  a  Con- 
gregation specially  consecrated  to  the  same  object, 
he  at  once  and  decidedly  opposed  it.  In  his  opin- 
ion, her  vocation  was  to  lead  a  pious  life  in  the 
world,  and  so  dedicate  her  time,  her  fortune,  and 
her  talents  to  active  good  works.  The  great  suc- 


cess which  had  attended  her  various  charitable 
undertakings  he  considered  to  be  a  proof  that  such 
was  the  will  of  God. 

Eugenie  was  not  discouraged  by  his  answer; 
she  felt  that  time  and  patience  would  bring  about 
what  she  herself  believed  to  be  a  Divine  inspira- 
tion, and  that  in  the  mean  time  her  part  must  be 
to  work,  as  St.  Ignatius  recommends,  with  as 
much  earnestness  as  if  the  success  of  her  efforts 
depended  on  herself,  and  to  rely  as  entirely  upon 
God  as  if  she  could  do  nothing  at  all. 

And  so  she  set  about  at  once  pushing  on  her 
Association,  which  in  a  very  short  time  numbered 
many  hundreds.  She  asked  allt  hose  who  joined 
it  to  say  once  a  month  either  the  ordinary  Beads, 
or  a  Rosary  comprised  of  Acts  of  Faith,  Hope  and 
Charity;  and  once  a  year,  during  the  Octave  of 
All-Souls,  to  recite  five  "Our  Fathers"  and  five 
"  Hail  Marys,"  in  honor  of  the  Five  Wounds  of  Our 
Lord,  and  to  offer  up  a  Communion  for  the  souls 
in  Purgatory. 

She  advised  the  more  fervent  of  the  associates 
to  go  to  Communion  and  make  the  Way  of  the 
Cross  once  a  month,  and  to  offer  up  one  or  more 
Masses  in  the  course  of  the  year  for  the  same  in- 
tention. 

This  devotion  extended  rapidly  in  all  the  neigh- 
boring parishes.  The  priests  were  quite  surprised 
at  the  number  of  Masses  they  were  asked  to  say 
for  the  dead.  Numbers  of  persons  were  seen  in 
the  churches,  devoutly  performing  the  devotion 
of  the  Stations;  and  poor  people  received  parcels 
of  clothes,  with  the  words  "Pray  for  the  Dead  " 
inscribed  upon  them.  Nor  did  the  zealous  pro- 
moter  of  these  holy  practices  neglect  any  other 
means  of  doing  good.  She  actively  took  part  in 
the  establishment  of  a  Congregation  of  St.  Vincent 
de  Paul  at  Looz,  and  devoted  herself  to  a  very  pe- 
culiar and  arduous  apostolate  amongst  her  poor 
neighbors. 

One  day  the  Cure  of  the  church  had  been  speak- 
ng  with  sorrowful  indignation  of  the  terrible  man- 
ner in  which  the  Holy  Name  of  God  is  blasphemed 
in  public  houses.  And  he  had  exclaimed  with  a 
holy  vehemence  which  made  a  strong  impression 
on  his  hearers:  "Is  there  no  one  will  be  bold 
enough  to  speak  in  God's  behalf  in  those  places 
where  He  is  so  deeply  offended  ?  one  who  will  lift 
up  his  voice  and  protest  against  those  insults  to 
the  Divine  Majesty?" 

One  heart  there  was  in  his  congregation  con- 
sumed with  the  zeal  of  the  House  of  God,  and 
ready  to  dare  anything  for  the  sake  of  His  glory. 
Eugenie  had  soon  made  up  her  mind,  if  M.  le  Cure 
thought  it  right,  even  though  she  felt  in  the  infe- 
rior part  of  her  nature  the  strongest  reluctance  to 
put  herself  forward  in  the  matter;  she  would  go 
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round  to  all  the  public  houses  in  the  parish,  aad 
and  ask  leave  of  every  landlord  to  affix  to  the 
walls  of  his  tap-room  a  notice  to  the  effect  that  no 
swearing  was  permitted  there,  "  On  ne  jure  pas 
id." 

She  made  her  offer  to  the  Cure,  frankly  admit- 
ting that  it  would  be  a  great  relief  to  her  if  he  did 
not  accept  it ;  but  he  only  smiled  and  said ;  "  My 
dear  child,  I  do  not  know  that  I  should  have  the 
courage  myself  to  do  what  you  propose;  but  as 
God  has  inspired  you  with  the  thought,  I  cannot 
say  a  word  against  it."  Upon  this  Eugenie  set  to 
work.  It  may  be,  perhaps,  well  to  remark  that 
what  in  a  young  lady  in  ordinary  circumstances 
would  hardly  have  been  prudent,  or  becoming, 
was  in  her  case  justified  by  the  position  she  occu- 
pied in  her  native  place.  She  was  at  that  time 
twenty-seven  years  of  age,  and  for  years  had  been  at 
the  head  of  all  the  charitable  works  of  the  parish. 
Her  family  was  so  well  known,  her  own  character 
so  much  respected,  that  she  had  acquired  a  pre- 
scriptive right  to  advocate  the  cause  of  religion 
and  defend  the  interests  of  God ;  and  so  she  went 
forth  on  her  crusade  against  oaths  and  blasphemy. 

On  a  bitterly  cold  winter  day,  in  the  midst  of  a 
heavy  snow-storm,  she  called  on  the  fourteen  pub- 
licans of  Looz,  and  received  everywhere  the  same 
answer,  "Mademoiselle  might  do  as  she  liked, 
provided  all  the  others  agreed  to  it  also."  It  was 
therefore  necessary  to  secure  a  general  assent :  and 
to  her  surprise,  Eugenie  met  with  no  refusals, 
though  the  consent  given  was  not  particularly 
gracious.  As  soon  as  the  notices  were  printed, 
she  sallied  forth  again,  armed  with  hammer  and 
nails,  for  she  foresaw  that  no  one  would  help  her 
to  put  them  up,  and,  except  in  one  instance,  her 
previsions  were  realized. 

Some  days  afterwards  her  father  received  an 
anonymous  letter  informing  him  of  Mile.  Euge- 
nie's round  of  visits  and  turning  it  into  the  utmost 
ridicule.  M.  Smet  was  deeply  annoyed.  It  was 
very  well  to  be  pious  and  charitable,  but  this  was 
going  rather  too  far,  and  he  scolded  his  daughter 
for  what  he  termed  her  rash  and  intemperate  zeal. 
She  tried  to  appease  his  anger,  and  begged  him 
not  to  attach  importance  to  anonymous  comments 
on  her  conduct.  But  he  would  hear  nothing  in 
her  defence,  and  ordered  her  to  go  on  the  follow- 
ing day  and  remove  all  the  notices  from  the 
houses  where  she  had  placed  them. 

Eugenie  went  straight  to  her  Boom,  knelt  down 
before  her  dear  image  of  Our  Lady  of  Providence, 
and  said  with  many  tears;  "You  know,  my  good 
Mother,  that  I  cannot  obey  my  father's  commands ; 
do  then  make  him  change  his  mind."  As  usual, 
her  prayer  was  heard,  and  the  next  morning  the 
first  thing  M.  Smet  said  was  that  on  second 


thoughts  he  did  not  care  much  for  what  the  anony- 
mous writer  thought,  and  that  she  was  to  leave 
things  as  they  were. 

It  would  be  well  if  persons  under  authority- 
wives,  daughters,  or  others  in  a  subordinate  posi- 
tion—were sometimes  to  follow  Eugenie's  plan. 
They  would  often  find  a  way  not  only  out  of  their 
difficulties,  but  also  a  strong  confirmation  in  their 
faith,  through  the  results  which  often  follow  from 
prayers  thus  simply  offered  up  for  special  objects. 
It  startles  a  person  sometimes  to  find  the  simplest 
request  immediately  granted;  those  are  the  mo- 
ments in  which,  to  use  this  devout  woman's  own 
expression,  "  God  seems  very  near  to  us."  Deliv- 
erance from  a  signal  danger  is  not  a  greater  proof 
of  His  Omnipotence  than  the  fulfilment  of  a  little 
request}  both  are  equal  signs  of  His  Fatherly  love. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Ex-Votos. 

CONTINUATION  OF  NOTRE  DAME  DE  FOURVIERES. 
BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWS. 

On  our  return  to  Genoa,  we  carried,  together 
with  some  little  mementoes  of  our  pilgrimage,  a 
bottle  of  the  miraculous  water  of  Lourdes,  which 
he  had  desired,  to  the  Signore  Canonico  Palmieri, 
above  named ;  and  while  recounting  to  him  the 
incidents  of  our  journey  to  the  holy  Grotto,  we 
described  to  him  this  American  ex-voto  at  Notre 
Dame  de  la  Garde.  His  usually  soft  brown  eyes 
flashed  black  as  midnight,  and  we  had  scarcely 
concluded  our  account  when  he  interrupted  us  ex- 
citedly with:  "Perchd  in  Marsiglia?  Why  in 
Marseilles?  it  would  have  been  much  better 
placed  in  New  York,  where  others  might  have 
seen  it  and  followed  her  example  ?  " 

"  We  have  no  sanctuary  in  the  United  States," 
we  said ;  "  at  least  if  we  have  we  never  heard  of 
it ;  and  sometimes  we  do  feel  very  sad  when  we 
see  over  here  your  sanctuaries  filled  with  these 
tokens  of  granted  prayers." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  asked  the  learned 
Canon,  an  amused  smile  chasing  away  the  pre- 
vious gleam  of  displeasure  from  his  face. 

"  The  Blessed  Virgin  has  never  yet  appeared  to 
us." 

"Well,  but  why  cannot  you  have  a  Sanctuary? 
You  must  make  your  Sanctuary  ?  " 

"  How  ?  "  we  asked. 

"  We  have  an  idea  that  in  order  to  have  a  Sanc- 
tuary there  must  have  been  an  apparition  on  a  cer- 
tain spot,  or  there  must  be  some  ancient  miracu- 
lous crucifix  or  image,  and  we  have  none  that  we 
ever  heard  of." 
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"  Not  at  all,"  replied  the  Doctor. 

"This  ia  generally  the  origin  of  a  Sanctuary: 
some  one  prays  before  a  certain  altar  and  feels 
that  he  receives  from  Heaven  that  for  which  he 
begs,  so  he  sends  in  gratitude  an  ex-wto;  another 
seeing  it  there,  does  likewise ;  others  follow  their 
example;  eventually  there  springs  up  in  the  heart 
of  the  people  a  confidence  in  prayer  offered  at  that 
altar;  ex-votos  increase,  people  come  from  a  dis- 
tance, and  in  time  it  becomes  a  venerated  Sanctu- 
ary. 

"  Now  you  must  make  your  Sanctuary  also,"  he 
repeated  emphatically.  "Don't  send  your  ex-votes 
over  here;  we  have  enough  of  them;  send  them 
to  your  own  churches,  where  others  can  see  them, 
and  thus  spread  the  devotion."  Then  addressing 
himself  to  us  personally  (that  is,  not  to  our  nation) : 
"You  must  take  upon  yourselves,  when  you  go 
back,  the  mission  of  spreading  the  devotion  of  ex- 
votos  in  your  country." 

"We  sprang  back.  "We  spread  a  devotion! 
Why,  Signore  Canonico,  we  are  a  very  quiet  fam- 
ily; we  lead  an  extremely  retired  life,  and  have 
no  influence  whatever." 

He  was  too  polite  to  quote  to  us  that  God  often 
chooses  the  weak  and  foolish  things  of  this  world 
as  His  instruments.  He  simply  replied:  "When 
you  return,  you  must  send  an  ex-wto  yourself  to 
some  church,  where  it  can  be  seen ;  and  perhaps 
another,  then  another,  will  follow  your  example. 
Besides  that,  you  must  talk  about  them  to  every- 
body, and  tell  all  you  know  about  them ;  describe 
them  to  all  your  friends." 

"Our  friends  would  think  it  was  all  very  beau- 
tiful for  known  Sanctuaries ;  but  if  we  would  say : 
'Send  one  to  your  parish  church,'  they  would 
think  we  were  talking  about  things  we  did  not 
understand;  and  perhaps  if  we  did  succeed  with 
them,  their  ex-voto  might  not  be  received ;  we 
would  not  be  considered  any  authority;  will  you, 
since  you  impose  the  mission  upon  us,  write  out 
for  us  the  Church  law  upon  the  subject?" 

The  Canon  smiled  broadly — "  There  is  no  Church 
law  for  that;  anyone  may  send  any  offering  he 
pleases,  when  and  where  he  pleases." 

"  Write  that  for  us,  then,  please." 

"  Oh,  certainly" ;  and  he  opened  a  black-walnut 
wardrobe  in  the  sacristy,  in  which  were  kept  vest- 
ments, and  from  a  shelf  he  took  down  writing 
materials.  He  then  wrote  for  us  on  a  visiting- 
card  the  following : 

"Quisque  Fidelia  potest,  pietatis  sensu,  offerre  cui- 

libet  Altari  ubi  sacra  Imago  aut  Domini  N.  J.  C.  aut  B. 

Virginia,  aut  sanctorum — veneratur, — aliquod  (ut  com- 

muniter  dicitur)  ex-voto  .  .  .  .  "  Genuoe,  39  Junii,  1874. 

"  JACQUES  PALMIERI,  Chanoine, 

a  Ste.  Marie  de  Carignano,  Genes,  Italie." 


His  address  when  printed  stands  thus:  "Cano- 
nico Palmieri,  Dottore  in  arribele  Leggi" — "Doc- 
tor in  both  Laws." 

I  give  it  thus  in  order  that  onr  readers  may  feel 
secure  that  we  do  not  urge  the  introduction  of  a 
devotion  new  to  this  country,  but  centuries  old  in 
the  home  of  Catholicism,  on  our  own  responsibil 
ity,  or  without  competent  authority. 

As  our  Reverend  friend  handed  us  the  few  lines 
he  had  written,  reading  it  over  to  us  and  transl  9, 
ting  it  for  us  into  both  French  and  Italian,  he 
said:  "Now  really,  tell  me,  did  you  never  see  ex- 
votos  until  you  came  over  here  ?  " 

"We  saw  them  for  the  first  time  in  Germany," 
we  replied,  "except  one  little  chapel  built  by  a 
French  nun  in  fulfilment  of  a  vow  made  daring  a 
storm  at  sea ;  but  as  very  few  people  in  that  part 
of  the  country  were  ever  on  the  ocean,  that  exam- 
ple was  not  followed,  so  the  devotion  ended  there." 

"  Have  courage,"  said  the  Canon,  at  parting ; 
"  do  as  I  have  told  you.  Oh !  ex-votos  bring  down 
such  a  shower  of  graces  and  blessings ! " 

"Then  you  will  pray  for  the  success  of  your  en- 
terprise, Signore  ? " 

"Securro!"  was  the  response,  with  an  emphatic 
roll  to  the  two  r's,  and  to  each  particular  r  &  roll 
not  to  be  excelled,  not  even  in  France. 

"We  know  one  religious  community  in  Amer- 
ica that  we  think  will  back  us,"  said  we;  "they 
edit  a  Catholic  periodical,  and  we  are  pretty  sure 
they  will  be  willing  to  publish  what  you  say;  and 
they  are  building  a  church  that  is  not  to  be  a  par- 
ish church,  and  we  think  they  will  take  ex-votos." 

"That  is  it!  that  is  it!  (" Ecco,  ecco!")  said  the 
Canon  eagerly ;  "  tell  them ;  for,  oh ! "  he  repeated, 
"  ex-votos  do  bring  down  so  many  graces,  so  many 
blessings  upon  a  country." 

Now  as  my  readers  peruse  these  pages  we 
are  sure  they  are  convinced  of  the  utility,  the 
fitness,  the  beauty,  the  grandeur  of  this  ancient 
custom  which  gives  tongues  to  stones  and  voices 
to  walls,  proclaiming :  "  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  sweet 
and  mild ;  and  plenteous  in  mercy  to  all  that  call 
upon  Thee!" 

But  we  fear  each  will  look  to  others  to  put  in 
practice  the  instruction  of  the  holy  Italian  Doctor 
who  animates  our  pen ;  each  thinking:  "  I  am  not 
the  recipient  of  any  particular  miracle;  I  am  not 
good  enough  for  that."  We  must  remember  the 
Almighty  does  not  hearken  to  our  prayers  because 
we  are  good,  but  because  He  is  good.  Nor  is  it 
necessary,  in  order  for  an  ex-voto  to  be  due  from  us, 
that  His  intervention  should  be  an  arrest  of  His 
laws  so  obvious  to  even  our  blind  eyes  as  to  fulfil 
our  conception  of  a  miracle.  An  ex-voto  is  simply 
a  standing  thanksgiving  for  any  grace  obtained, 
any  peril  escaped,  or  petition  granted.  It  is  an 
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embodiment  of  King  David's  ejaculation:  "Blessed 
be  God  who  hath  not  turned  away  my  prayer,  nor 
His  mercy  from  me!"  Who  then  shall  send  an 
ex-wto  ? 

The  Church's  clarion  voice  calls  daily,  in  the 
words  of  the  royal  Psalmist:  "  Come  and  hear  ye, 
all  ye  that  fear  God,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  great 
things  He  hath  done  for  my  soul!  "  And  to  our 
converts  we  look  to  heed  this  bidding.  Perhaps 
some  as  they  read  this  will  sigh :  "  Ah,  if  some  one 
had  only  suggested  this  idea  to  me  when  I  was 
baptized !  but  now  it  is  too  late,  so  many  years 
have  passed  away  since  then."  Let  us  place  our- 
selves in  spirit  on  the  holy  hill  of  Fourvieres,  and 
there  take  the  inspiration  Our  Lady  of  Good 
Counsel  has  given  her  faithful  clients  in  the  fair 
valley  of  the  Rhone  and  SSone. 

On  our  return  from  the  Holy  Land  we  tarried 
nine  days  in  Smyrna,  the  See  of  St.  John  the  Evan- 
gelist and  of  his  disciple  St.  Polycarp,  one  of  the 
seven  churches  that  received  a  blessing  which  it 
retains  even  to  this  day.  As  pilgrims,  we  were 
presented  to  the  venerable  Archbishop,  a  Neapoli- 
tan, who  received  us  most  graciously.  After 
some  moments  spent  in  conversation,  his  excel- 
lency led  us  to  his  private  chapel,  where,  leaning 
against  a  wall,  we  saw  a  white  marble  tablet, 
between  three  and  four  feet  in  height  and  about 
one  and  a  half  in  breadth,  destined  for  the  cath- 
edral to  be  dedicated  to  St.  Polycarp,  then  in  pro- 
cess of  erection  in  Smyrna.  The  inscription  was 
in  Latin,  the  letters  cut  in  and  colored  black.  The 
Archbishop  translated  it  for  us.  It  was  an  ex-wto 
from  the  city  of  Lyons,  in  gratitude  for  their  con- 
version  to  Christianity  more  tlian  sixteen  hundred 
years  ago,  by  St.  Pothinius,  disciple  of  St.  Poly- 
carp. 

Doubtless  every  convert  looking  back  to  that 
momentous  period  of  his  life  upon  which  hung 
his  eternal  fate,  can  trace  the  decisive  grace  to 
some  one  particular  devotion  practised  for  him  or 
urged  upon  him  by  some  friend,  or  else  seized 
upon  by  himself,  he  even  yet  hardly  knows  how 
or  why.  Perhaps  during  a  certain  month  he  felt 
a  strange,  unaccountable,  irresistible  attraction 
(which  he  at  the  time  named  curiosity)  to  that 
Church  which  he  had  been  led  to  consider  a  sink 
of  error  and  iniquity.  Many  months  later  he 
learned  that  during  that  very  month  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  had  solicited 
his  conversion  from  the  most  amiable,  most  loving, 
most  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  more  anxious  to  be- 
stow than  we  are  to  receive.  Is  it  not  but  just 
that  he  should  pay  his  vows  to  that  most  merci- 
ful, most  gracious  Heart,  "  in  the  council  of  the 
just  and  in  the  congregation"? 


How  many  of  our  converts  owe  their  conversion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin!  One  was  perfectly  be- 
witched with  a  rosary  given  him  by  a  Catholic 
friend.  "  It  was  absurd,"  he  said  to  himself;  and 
kept  the  matter  a  profound  secret ;  but  he  could 
not  go  to  sleep  unless  he  held  his  rosary  in  his 
hand;  if  he  lost  it  during  the  night  he  could  not 
rest  until  it  was  found,  and  his  wife  amiably 
lighted  a  candle  and  assisted  him  in  the  search  for 
a  toy  too  thoroughly  disregarded  to  arouse  any  ap- 
prehension. They  and  their  children  have  long 
rejoiced  in  the  possession  of  Catholic  faith,  in  the 
participation  of  Catholic  Sacraments, — where  is 
their  tribute  to  "  Our  Lady  of  the  Most  Holy  Ros- 
ary?" A  New-England  lady,  born  and  bred  in 
Unitarianism,  was  overwhelmed  with  doubt  and 
gloom.  "Why  was  I  born?"  she  asked  herself,  a 
hundred  times  a  day,  "  to  suffer,  to  marry,  to  suffer 
more,  to  bring  others  into  the  world  that  they  may 
suffer,  and  marry,  and  suffer  and  die,  and  so  on 
till  the  end  of  time  ?"  She  grew  thin  and  pale  un- 
der the  weary  oppression  of  an  aimless  life,  a  life 
so  full  of  sorrow  even  to  the  fortunate.  She  turned 
to  her  ministers  for  comfort:  they  gave  her  fine 
words, — it  was  all  they  had, — and  no  mere  elo- 
quence could  lift  her  from  the  depths  of  her  despon- 
dency. Then  she  left  the  church  of  her  forefathers ; 
she  craved  she  knew  not  what,  but  more  than  they 
could  give.  She  applied  to  the  Presbyterians,  to 
the  Episcopalians.  Each  in  turn  received  her 
kindly.  They  prayed  with  her,  and  that  was  con- 
solation; but  still  they  could  only  give  .her  prayer, 
and  she  longed  for  the  answer.  She  partook  of 
their  Lord's  Supper,  but  she  found  in  it  only 
bread  and  wine ;  it  appeased  neither  bodily  nor 
spiritual  hunger.  This  state  of  things  lasted  some 
time.  At  last,  one  night  she  tossed  even  more  un- 
easily on  her  pillow  than  was  her  wont.  Doubts 
and  gloomy  thoughts  chased  one  another  rapidly 
through  her  hot  head.  Feverish  and  sleepless,  she 
lighted  a  lamp  upon  her  little  night-stand,  and 
hopelessly,  drearily  opened  her  Bible,  a  book 
which  at  each  perusal  had  left  her  yet  more  be- 
wildered than  before.  How  much  was  figurative! 
how  much  was  obscured  through  change  of  Ian 
guage !  how  much  needed  to  be  explained  by  some 
one  familiar  with  Oriental  habits!  She  made 
nothing  but  confusion  of  it  all.  This  night  she 
opened  at  "  The  Holy  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  ac- 
cording to  St.  Luke."  The  beautiful  scene  of  the 
Annunciation  made  an  impression  upon  her  such 
as  it  never  had  before.  She  read  attentively  the 
Visitation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  St.  Elizabeth. 
Scarcely  had  she  finished  it  when,  springing  out  of 
bed,  she  knelt  down  and  prayed  to  the  Mother  of 
God.  She  felt  an  unbounded  confidence  in  her. 
This  Virgin  was  all  human :  she  must  sympathize 
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with  her  fellow-beings  in  their  distresses.  She 
was  the  Mother  of  the  Redeemer:  her  influence 
over  Him  must  be  simply  unlimited.  The  prayer 
was  incoherent,  but  it  came  straight  from  a  heart 
full  of  woe,  and  its  constant  refrain  was :  "  Mother 
of  our  Redeemer,  thou  who  art  all-powerful  with 
God,  show  ins  '  that  path  wherein  even  fools  can- 
not err ' !  " 

A  sudden  calm  came  over  the  lady;  every  nerve 
was  as  quiet  as  if  soothed  by  some  potent  sedative. 
There  rose  up  before  her,  like  a  picture,  a  little  ta- 
ble in  a  back  hall,  upon  which  lay  a  prayer-book 
that  had  been  forgotten  by  an  Irish  servant  who  had 
left  her  service  some  months  before.  There  it  had 
lain  untouched  ever  since ;  but  now,  as  she  was  so 
wide  awake,  she  thought  it  might  contain  some- 
thing curious  that  would  serve  to  wile  away  the  te- 
dium of  the  night.  To  refer  to  Catholicism  for  a 
solution  of  her  doubts  was  as  far  from  her  heart  as 
going  to  Mahomet,  Buddha,  or  Confucius.  To  her 
mind  all  were  of  a  class.  She  went  and  fetched 
the  book,  arranged  her  pillows,  and,  sitting  up  in 
bed,  began  to  read.  In  five  minutes  she  was  en- 
raptured.  It  was  the  Roman  Missal.  She  read 
on  and  on,  unflaggingly,  with  fresh  interest  at 
each  page,  from  eleven  o'clock  until  the  first  faint 
light  of  dawn,  when  she  arose,  dressed  herself 
hastily,  and  ran  to  the  Catholic  Church.  It  was 
not  yet  opened.  She  paced  up  and  down  the 
street  before  it  until  the  doors  were  unlocked,  and 
then  she  entered.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she 
heard  Mass,  which  she  understood  passably  from 
her  studies  of  the  previous  night.  She  had  read 
attentively  Bishop  England's  preface.  As  soon  as 
Mass  was  over  she  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
priest's  house  and  asked  to  see  him.  She  related 
to  him  her  history ;  he  lent  her  books ;  an  hour  for 
instruction  daily  was  agreed  upon,  and  soon  she 
was  received  into  the  Church.  To  all  her  former 
vagaries  her  husband  had  been  most  indulgent; 
but  for  this  last  he  had  .no  kindness.  For  a  time 
there  was  a  sorrow  between  them,  but  finally  he 
too  yielded  to  the  sweet  influence  of  "  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Succor  " ;  surely  at  some  altar  should 
stand  an  enduring  memorial  proclaiming  from 
generation  to  generation  how  ready  to  assist  those 
who  implore  her  aid  is  "  Our  dear  Lady  of  Good 
Help." 

No  natural  instinct  is  stronger  than  that  of 
gratitude  in  the  Christian  heart,  and  the  first  man- 
ifestation of  this  gratitude  is  the  desire  to  publish 
to  all  men  the  favors  received,  and  to  call  upon 
them  to  join  in  praise  and  thanksgiving  to  the 
One  to  whom  it  owes  the  benefits  it  enjoys.  The 
three  young  men  in  the  midst  of  their  fiery  fur- 
nace, from  the  fierceness  of  which  the  Lord  pro- 
tected  them,  called  upon  the  mountains  and  the 


valleys,  the  sun  and  the  moon  and  the  stars,  the 
beasts,  the  birds  and  the  fishes,  the  fire,  the  hail 
and  the  snow,  and  upon  all  mankind,  to  praise 
and  bless  the  Lord. 

Nor  are  our  converts  deficient  in  this  sentiment. 
Who  ever  knew  a  convert  who  did  not  delight  in 
recounting  over  and  over  again  the  mercies  of  God 
in  his  behalf?  Which  one  will  not  fc-el  that  the 
usage  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  regard  to  ex-wtoe 
supplies  a  positive  need  of  his  soul?  An  act  of 
thanksgiving  to  stand  by  night  and  day  before 
the  altar,  an  act  of  unceasing  praise  in  the  Holy 
Places.  A  voice  that  will  outlive  him  upon  the 
earth: — an  act  of  charity  perhaps  to  thousands, 
who,  decade  after  decade,  century  after  centurjr, 
when  he  is  in  his  grave,  shall  learn  from  him  an 
increase  of  confidence  in  the  infinitely  merciful 
Heart  of  Jesus  and  in  the  maternal  love  of  His 
Immaculate  Mother. 

Then  there  are  the  friends  of  converts.  Catho- 
lic wife,  to  whom  are  you  indebted  that  your 
husband,  once  separated  from  you  by  the  black 
gulf  of  error  or  heresy,  is  now  united  with  you  in 
the  bosom  of  the  Church?  Catholic  husband, 
who  obtained  for  you  the  entrance  of  your  once 
erring  wife  into  the  One  Fold  that,  united  in  life, 
your  voices  may  sing  together  for  all  Eternity  the 
heavenly  hosanna? 

Catholic  mother,  to  whom  did  you  have  re- 
course when  your  child,  listening  to  the  world's 
seductive  voice,  forgot  the  warnings  of  Christ's 
Church,  and  strayed  afar  from  the  path  of  truth 
and  virtue  ?  Who  brought  back  your  erring  child  ? 
Oh,  proclaim  it  in  the  Holy  Places!  Offer  to  God 
the  sacrifice  of  perpetual  praise ;  you  called  upon 
Him  in  the  day  of  trouble,  and  He  delivered  you. 
Glorify  Him.  Give  your  testimony  to  the  bruised 
of  heart  that  others'  sorrows  like  yours  may  be 
healed.  Tell  to  the  anxious  mother  who  it  is  that 
is  the  "Refuge  of  Sinners,"  the  "  Comfort  of  the 
afflicted."  Catholic  sister,  where  did  you  obtain 
the  conversion  of  your  brother  ?— of  your  sister  ? 
Catholic  daughter,  who  touched  your  erring  pa- 
rents' understanding  that  they  might  see  and  know 
the  truth?  Thank  God  at  midnight  and  at  noon- 
day, in  the  early  dawn  and  in  the  deepening  twi- 
light, and  tell  those  who  press  around  the  altar 
what  you  have  seen :  "  that  the  blind  see  and  the 
lame  walk." 

[TO   BE  COKTINTED.] 

A  Card. 

Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin,  Superior  General  of  the  Congre- 
gation of  the  Holy  Cross,  is  preparing  to  start  for  Rome, 
in  company  with  two  or  three  Rt.  Rev.  Bishops  and  a 
small  party.  They  will  leave  New  York  on  the  1st  of 
May,  by  the  Inman  Line.  It  is  their  intention  to  visit 
Lourdes,  and  make  their  Jubilee  in  the  Eternal  City. 
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The  Patronage  of  St.  Joseph. 

We  have  already  celebrated  the  Feast  of  St.  Jo- 
seph; and  during  the  month  of  March,  which  is 
dedicated  to  him,  we  paid  him  our  tribute  of  af- 
fectionate devotion.  But  the  Church  invites  us  to 
spend  another  day  in  honoring  our  great  Patron, 
and  has  appointed  the  third  Sunday  after  Easter 
for  this  purpose.  Sunday  is  preferred  to  any 
other  day  of  the  week  in  order  to  make  sure  that 
all  the  faithful  pay  homage  to  the  glorious  Pro- 
tector and  Patron  of  the  Universal  Church. 

The  Feast  of  St.  Joseph,  which  falls  on  the  19th 
of  March,  always  occurs  during  Lent ;  and  as  it  is 
not  a  day  of  obligation,  might  be  unnoticed  by 
many  who  are  engrossed  in  worldly  affairs  and 
who  never,  or  but  rarely,  attend  church  save  on 
Sundays  and  festivals  of  obligation.  The  new 
Feast  of  the  Patronage  of  St.  Joseph  we  owe  to 
our  Holy  Father  Pius  the  Ninth,  who  on  the  10th 
of  September,  1847,  issued  a  decree  which  ordered 
it  to  be  observed  throughout  the  world.  Our 
Blessed  Lord,  who  said :  "  I  am  with  you  all  days" 
thus  inspired  the  Chief  Pastor  of  souls  to  draw 
upon  himself  and  the  flock  committed  to  his  care 
the  powerful  protection  of  St.  Joseph. 

The  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  inexhaustible 
fountain  of  love  and  mercy,  pours  out  on  the 
world  in  every  age  new  sources  of  grace,  and 
each  generation  receives  from  a  merciful  God  a 
new  mark  of  His  love.  O  favored  Christians  of 
the  nineteenth  century, — "spoiled  children  of  the 
good  God,"— what  has  lie  not  done  for  us ! 

Devotion  to  the  Holy  Mother  of  God  has  in- 
creased wonderfully  in  our  clay,  which  has  wit- 
nessed the  triumph  of  her  Immaculate  Conception, 
and  the  result  is  a  special  and  ever-increasing  ven- 
eration for  St.  Joseph.  We  cannot  honor  one  with- 
out honoring  the  other.  God  has  given  St.  Joseph 
a  power  over  His  Sacred  Heart  which  is  above  our 
conception,  and  hence  it  is  that  the  Church  bids 
us,  "  Go  to  Joseph'1''  with  unreserved  confidence. 

No  mortal  except  the  Blessed  Virgin  herself 
was  ever  on  such  terms  of  intimacy  and  familiar- 
ity with  Jesus  as  was  St.  Joseph.  He  carried  Him 
in  his  arms  and  heard  the  throbbings  of  His  Sacred 
Heart;  he  kissed  and  received  from  the  Infant 
God  many  a  loving  embrace.  Jesus  was  grateful 
for  the  tender  care  which  He  received  from  St. 
Joseph :  what  more  reasonable  than  to  believe  that 
it  is  now  repaid  with  special  honors  and  power  in 
the  Kingdom  of  His  glory? 

Let  us,  then,  henceforth  redouble  our  confidence 
in  the  patronage  of  St.  Joseph.  In  all  our  neces- 
sities, whether  of  soul  or  body,  let  us  invoke  our 
glorious  helper,  and  we  shall  experience  how 
powerful  is  his  intercession  at  the  Throne  of  grace. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  March  14, 1875. 

Passion  Sunday!  There  was  a  time  when  one  might 
be  made  aware  of  this  fact  in  Rome,  by  the  material 
aspect  of  the  city.  Of  course,  the  shops  were  close  d 
as  on  any  Sunday  in  the  year,  but  the  Roman  people 
instead  of  repairing  to  the  Pincian  Hill,  to  the  Villa 
Borghese,  or  to  any  of  the  public  places  of  resort, 
used  to  stay  in  the  house;  or  if  they  went  out  at  all 
it  was  only  to  visit  the  churches.  How  different  the 
city  is  to-day!  First  of  all,  the  greater  part  of  the 
shops  are  open,  and  buying  and  selling  go  on  as  they 
did  yesterday.  The  streets  are  crowded  with  people, 
of  every  caste  of  countenance  but  the  Roman.  Shrill 
bugles  are  heard  in  every  quarter  of  the  city,  and 
soldiers  are  hurrying  to  and  fro,  in  breathless  haste, 
as  if  a  formidable  enemy  were  already  laying  siege  to 
the  city.  What  does  it  all  mean?  To-day  is  Passion 
Sunday,  true  enough !  But  it  is  also  the  king's  birth- 
day; nay,  it  is  Prince  Humbert's  also.  To  celebrate 
both  anniversaries  with  due  solemnity,  the  master  of 
ceremonies  at  the  Quirinal,  with  a  tact  worthy  of  Mac- 
chiavelli,  made  this  suggestion.  Let  one  of  the  two 
majesties  go  to  Naples,  and  call  upon  the  Neapolitans 
to  do  the  honors.  Rome  will  entertain  the  other.  King 
Victor,  with  an  assumption  of  indifference  to  public 
demonstrations,  which  his  admirers  call  simplicity  of 
character,  left  for  Naples  in  the  beginning  of  the  week; 
and  to-day,  the  unwilling  National  Guards  are  parad- 
ing up  and  down  before  the  Quirinal,  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  Prince  Humbert,  heir-apparent  to  his  father's 
crown,  while  he  has  long  since  come  into  the  full  in- 
heritance of  his  father's  vices.  Nay,  he  far  surpasses 
his  father  in  a  malicious  intent  to  make  the  Revolution 
triumph.  Victor  Emmanuel  still  makes  a  feint  of  cling- 
ing to  the  traditions  of  his  ancestors,  who  were  un- 
doubtedly a  noble  and  a  pious  race.  Thus,  on  an  oc- 
casion like  this,  you  will  see  him  go  to  church  in 
state,  and  assist  at  Mass  with  a  recollection  and  a  de- 
votion which  sit  strangely  upon  the  robber  we  know 
him  to  be.  This  is  very  little,  we  confess.  But  it  is 
an  evidence,  at  least,  that  he  has  still  a  lingering  re- 
spect for  the  religion  of  bis  fathers.  Humbert,  on  the 
other  hand,  makes  no  pretensions.  He  is  an  avowed 
Radical,  associates  with  none  but  Radicals,  and  as  for 
the  traditions  of  his  family,  bah! — they  were  founded 
in  a  weakness  of  character,  the  result  of  an  overdue 
priestly  influence.  Such  is  Humbert.  It  ceases,  then, 
to  be  a  matter  of  surprise  that  he  should  insist  upon 
the  celebration  of  his  birthday,  even  though  it  fell  on 
Passion  Sunday.  How  then  are  we  to  know  that  it  is 
Passion  Sunday  ?  The  external  city  is  Paganized  anew, 
and  by  the  external  city  we  mean  the  capital  of  Italy. 
Let  us  Icok  at  the  spiritual  city  for  indications  of  the 
sorrowful  day.  Entering  the  churches  you  see  a  veil 
drawn  over  every  picture  and  crucifix,  while  the  Mass 
and  Vespers  are  chanted  in  those  plaintive,  sorrowful 
cadences  of  Palestrina  music  which  has  a  majesty 
of  movement  even  in  its  sadness.  It  was  music  such 
as  this  that  we  heard  this  evening  in  the  venerable 
Lateran  Basilica.  No  organ  was  used,  yet  Vespers  for 
four  voices,  in  the  rigorous  style,  were  sung  with  a  pre- 
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cision  and  at  the  same  time  with  a  pathos  which 
could  not  fail  to  move  the  listener  and  turn  his 
thoughts  upwards.  The  old  Basilica  was  nearly  de- 
serted. The  day  being  dark,  rainy  and  dreary  outside, 
the  nave  and  transept  within  were  clothed  in  a  som- 
bre darkness,  which  greatly  enhanced  the  effect  of 
4he  music.  How,  whether  it  was  the  simple  effect  of 
the  mnsic,  or  the  sight  of  that  banner  with  the  Turkish 
crescent  which  hangs  over  the  entrance  to  the  tran- 
sept, a  trophy  of  Lepauto,  or  both  combined,  we  are 
at  a  loss  to  say;  but  we  felt  as  if  there  was  something 
triumphant  in  the  intonation  of  that  verse  of  the 
" Dixit"  "  Conquassabit  capita  multorum"  (He  shall 
crush  the  heads  of  many).  He  certainly  did  crush  the 
Turks,  did  the  Lord,  when  another  Pius  sat  in  the 
Chair  of  Peter.  The  cause  which  Pius  the  Fifth  vindi- 
cated was  none  other  than  that  which  Pius  the  Ninth 
is  now  defending.  To  say  that  the  Eternal  Truth  of 
God  is  at  stake  now,  as  it  was  then,  is  asserting  that 
the  same  triumph  must  follow  in  the  end.  Our  Holy 
Father  is  enjoying  the  best  of  health.  The  Archbishop 
of  Malines  is  at  present  In  Rome,  and  will  receive  the 
Cardinal's  cap  from  the  hands  of  His  Holiness  himself. 
Archbishop  Manning  arrived  here  on  the  evening  of 
the  llth  inst.,  and  on  the  following  evening  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  honor  of  a  private  audience.  He  too 
will  receive  the  cap  from  the  hands  of  the  Pope.  The 
manner  of  communicating  the  appointment  to  the 
Confessor  of  Poseu  is  a.s  yet  unknown.  The  general 
supposition  is  that  he  will  receive  the  cap  in  prison. 
This  act  of  the  Vatican,  following  in  such  rapid  suc- 
cession the  Encyclical  to  the  Bishops  of  Prussia,  is  a 
bold  stroke  against  the  haughty  pretensions  of  Bis- 
marck,  and  will  no  doubt  make  him  feel  that  there  is 
a  power  in  the  Eternal  City  whose  strength  he  had 
miscalculated.  As  for  the  Italians,  they  are  a  prey  to 
a  most  overwhelming  and  all-absorbing  amazement. 
Just  at  the  moment  when  they  are  discussing  in  the 
Senate  the  application  of  the  common  penal  laws  to 
the  priests,  Bishops,  and  Archbishops,  in  short  to  the 
clergy  of  the  Catholic  Church,  behold,  the  Head  of 
that  Church  raises  his  voice,  and  calls  to  his  side  six 
men  of  different  nationalities,  whose  noble  duty  ti 
will  be  to  aid  him  in  opposing  such  an  unwarrantable 
act  of  tyranny  as  that  which  the  Italian  Senate  is  at 
present  contemplating.  The  press  has  said  very  little 
yet.  The  American  Cardinal,  however,  is  a  novelty  to 
everybody.  The  American  residents  of  Rome  (and 
their  sentiments  will  be  re-echoed  on  the  other  side  of 
the  ocean),  look  upon  the  appointment  as  a  great 
honor,  and  as  an  event  in  American  history.  The  Ital- 
ian Liberals  cannot  conceive  it  possible  that  a  Cardi- 
nal will  be  tolerated  in  America.  This  is  very  natural, 
when  we  consider  that  they  regard  religion  as  alto- 
gether incompatible  with  any  modern  Government. 
Religion,  with  them,  is  opposed  to  liberty.  With  us, 
rational  liberty  presupposes  religion.  Though  Amer- 
ican liberty  has  not  any  particular  form  of  belief  for 
its  foundation,  still  it  presupposes  the  existence  of  a 
moral  law,  which  binds  all  men  to  obey  the  laws  of 
God,  which  are  the  foundation  stone  of  the  laws  of  our 
country. 
On  the  9th  inst.  the  new  Ambassador  of  the  Spanish 


Government  to  the  Holy  See  was  formally  received  at 
the  Vatican.  After  presenting  his  credentials,  he  went 
down  into  St.  Peter's  to  pray  at  the  tomb  of  the  Apos- 
tles, in  accordance  with  the  time-honored  custom  of 
Catholic  Ambassadors.  The  proposed  interview  be- 
tween the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  Victor  Emmanuel 
is  the  gossip  of  the  political  world.  They  will  meet  at 
Venice,  in  the  early  part  of  April.  We  forbear  com- 
menting upon  the  event  as  yet,  but  we  would  beg  the 
reader  to  bear  in  mind  that  since  the  loss  of  Lom- 
bardy  and  Venice  the  Emperor  has  evinced  a  very  in- 
different regard  for  the  King  of  Italy.  Garibaldi  has 
been  unwell  for  some  days.  He  is  suffering  from  pa- 
ralysis. Strange  things  have  come  to  pass  within  the 
last  four  years.  Had  any  one  said,  four  years  ago,  that 
the  Lamb,  the  Wolf  and  the  Hyena  would  live  in  Rome 
together,  he  would  have  been  regarded  as  an  insane 
dreamer.  However,  we  are  inclined  to  believe,  and 
the  events  of  the  last  two  months  will  bear  us  out, 
that  the  Hyena  and  the  Wolf  are  identified,  that  Victor 
Emmanuel  and  Garibaldi  are  one.  The  event  reminds 
us  of  something  similar,  recorded  in  Sacred  Writ, 
when  a  common  hatred  against  the  Lamb  of  God 
made  Pilate  and  Herod  friends  "  from  that  day."  The 
Church,  of  which  the  Lamb  in  the  Vatican  is  the  suf- 
fering Vicar,  is  the  common  victim  of  Garibaldi  and 
Victor  Emmanuel.  Every  day  announces  some  new 
act  of  injustice  and  persecution  against  her.  To-mor- 
row, all  the  lands  of  the  cathedral  church  in  Velletri 
will  be  sold  at  public  auction.  The  confiscation,  with 
the  destruction  and  modification  of  convents  for  pro- 
fane uses,  continues.  There  are  very  few  monks  seen 
in  Rome  now;  and  as  a  law  has  been  passed  prohibit- 
ing novitiates,  the  religious  Orders  in  Rome  will  per- 
ish with  the  present  generation,  unless  God,  in  His 
wisdom  and  mercy,  interpose.  In  many  of  the  con- 
vents, there  are  still  a  few  religious  left  to  take  care  of 
the  churches.  But  those  convents  which  are  situated 
in  out-of-the-way  places,  and  whose  churches  were 
not  regarded  as  parish  churches,  are  utterly  aban- 
doned, and  present  a  picture  of  desolation,  ruin,  and 
decay,  which  moves  the  Christian  beholder  to  tears. 
We  know  of  one  hermitage  in  the  mountains,  near 
Ancona,  the  same  which  was  founded  by  St.  Romual- 
dus,  which  was  of  no  earthly  use  to  the  Government. 
Yet  the  monks  were  driven  out.  They  were  all  aged 
men,  and  when  last  we  visited  that  retreat  there  were 
but  two  of  them  left.  The  rest  had  gone  to  heaven. 
We  saw  these  two  saints  working  in  one  corner  of  the 
great  garden  of  the  convent.  We  asked  them  where 
they  lived.  In  the  town,  two  miles  distant,  they  said. 
But,  as  their  hearts  always  drew  them  towards  the  holy 
spot  where  they  were  once  so  happy,  they  used  to 
come  there,  and  work  every  day,  for  which  privilege 
they  paid  the  Government  the  sum  of  twenty  francs  a 
month,  as  rent.  But  though  there  were  a  hundred 
vacant  cells  in  the  convent,  they  would  not  be  allowed 
to  live  there.  What  is  this  but  the  desolation  which 
Christ  predicted  as  the  forerunner  of  the  final  catas- 
trophe? A.  E.  G. 

DUTIES  performed  well  are  always  pleasures  to 
memory. 
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Catholic  Notes. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Grace,  of  St.  Paul,  Minnesota, 

has  sailed  for  Europe. 

— Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Wood,  of  Philadelphia,  is 
in  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

Dr.  Newman  has  in  preparation  a  new  Edition 

of  his  Letter  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

His  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  Halifax,  N.  S.,  will 

preach  the  consecration  sermon  for  the  new  Bishop 
of  Portland. 

The  Province  of  Oregon,    established  in   1846, 

now  has  a  Catholic  population  of  20,000,  provided  with 
17  churches  and  18  priests. 

The    Voce  della   Veritd   states   that  Count  de 

Chambord  has  sent  to  the  Pope,  through  the  Princess 
Francesca  Massimi,  a  sum  of  10,000  francs,  in  gold, 
with  a  letter. 

The  German  Government  will  sanction  the  bill 

which  provides  for  a  division  of  Church  property 
between  Old  Catholic  and  Roman  Catholic  congre- 
gations. 

BlackwoocCs  Magazine  of  this  month  contains  a 

Btory  by  Mr.  Franciston,  author  of  Olympia,  etc.,  en- 
titled "A  Dog  without  a  Soul,"  which  is  most  insult- 
ing to  our  holy  religion. 

The  Dominican  Fathers  of  New  York  are  hold- 
ing a  mission  in  St.  Mary's  Church,  Charlestown,  Mass. 
It  is  many  years  since  a  mission  was  held  here,  and 
the  church  is  crowded  at  every  service. — Boston  Pilot, 

The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris  has  written  a 

letter  to  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Cambrai,  thank- 
ing him  for  sending  28,672  francs  and  70  centimes  for 
the  national  undertaking  of  the  Church  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus. 

Rev.  Fathers  Deshon,  Brady  and  Elliott,  of  the 

Congregation  of  St.  Paul,  began  a  mission  in  Sacra- 
mento, Cal.,  on  the  4th  inst.  On  Sunday  April  11, 
Rev.  Fathers  Dwyer  and  Bodflsh,  of  the  Same  Order, 
opened  a  mission  at  St.  Peter's  Church,  Mission 
Dolores. 

The  correspondent  of  the  London  Times,  writing 

from  Berlin,  says  that  there  is  reason  to  fear  that  the 
impending  deposition  of  the  Archbishop  of  Breslau  may 
occasion  delicate  complications  in  the  relations  be- 
tween Austria  and  Prussia,  owing  to  the  fact  that  a 
portion  of  the  Archiepiscopal  diocese  is  in  Austrian 
territory. 

The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  New  York  will  soon 

visit  Boston  to  confer  the  pallium  on  Archbishop  Wil- 
liams. His  Eminence  will  probably  be  accompanied 
by  Mgr.  Roncetti,  the  Papal  Ablegate,  and  Count 
Marafoschi,  of  the  Pope's  Royal  Guard.  The  Catholic 
Union  of  Boston  are  preparing  a  reception  for  the  Car- 
dinal.— Boston  Pilot. 

— We  desire  to  call  the  special  attention  of  our 
readers  to  the  article  in  our  present  issue  on  Ex-  Votos. 
This  is  a  devotion  little  known  in  our  country,  but 
one  which  we  would  be  glad  to  see  introduced,  and 
which  we  feel  sure  would  be  productive  of  much  good. 
— A  special  despatch  from  Berlin  reports  that 
eighty  ecclesiastics  are  at  present  imprisoned  in  Posen 


alone.  It  is  rumored  that  the  Government  has  arrested 
the  Papal  delegate,  who  has  been  secretly  adminis- 
tering the  Archbishopric  of  Posen  since  the  arrest  of 
the  incumbent. 

The  Pope  hns  appointed  Mgr.  Simeoni  the  Papal 

Nuncio  at  Madrid;  and  Mgr.  Vannutelli,  the  present 
Apostolic  Delegate  in  Central  America,  Nuncio  at 
Brussels;  Mgr.  Agnozzi,  the  Papal  Charge  ff  Affaires 
in  Switzerland,  has  been  nominated  to  the  post  of 
Secretary  of  the  Propaganda. 

The  Conservators  of  Florence  announces  the  con- 
version of  a  very  distinguished  Englishwoman,  Lady 
Elizabeth  Grey,  a  member  of  the  Spencer  family.  Her 
abjuration  took  place  in  the  presence  of  a  number  of 
prominent  persons,  in  the  chapel  of  St.  Luke's  Church, 
of  the  S.  S.  Annunziata. 

The  Bishop  of  Munster  has  been  arrested  and 

conducted  to  Warendorf,  where  he  will  undergo  the 
fortnight's  imprisonment  to  which  he  has  been  sen- 
tenced for  refusing  to  obey  the  penal  laws  enacted  by 
Prince  Bismarck.  The  Suffragan  Bishop  Knebeil,  of 
Freiburg  Breisgau,  has  been  condemned  to  a  fine  of 
500  marks,  or,  in  default,  to  ten  weeks  imprisonment, 
for  the  illegal  exercise  of  ecclesiastical  functions. 

THE  heroic  and  uncompromising  Monsignor 

Conrad  Martin,  Bishop  of  Paderborn,  is,  once  again  the 
inmate  of  a  German  dungeon.  A  letter  from  Ger- 
many tells  us  that  "his  lordship  continues  to  be  the 
object  of  the  affection  and  the  prayers  of  his  sorrowing 
and  deeply  afflicted  flock."  It  seems  that  the  gover- 
nor of  his  prison  at  Wesel  is  actually  besieged  by 
applicants  who  come  in  crowds  begging  permission  to 
see  the  Bishop  and  ask  his  blessing. 

Another  repentant  apostate  priest  of  Switzer- 
land, Ferdinand  Von  Rupplin,  has  published  his  ab- 
juration of  schism,  and  sought  reconciliation  with  the 
Church.  He  has  published  the  following  act  of  sub- 
mission: "As,  some  time  ago,  all  the  papers  an- 
nounced my  desertion  from  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  I  make  use  of  the  same  means  to  publish  my 
return  to  it.  It  was  the  effect  of  a  mere  momentary 
vexation,  and  not  of  conviction  that  made  me  aposta- 
tize to  that  new  sect  which  calls  itself  Old  Catholicism. 
I  express  my  sorrow  to  those  whom  I  may  have  thus 
scandalized,  by  all  that  which  I  have  written,  said,  or 
done,  both  in  public  and  private,  against  the  Holy 
Church.  I  most  solemnly  and  deliberately  retract  the 
same,  and  shall  submit  in  all  humility  to  the  penance 
which  the  Holy  Father  will  choose  to  inflict  on  me. 
It  was  nothing  but  pride  which  induced  me  to  defy 
God  Almighty.  I  only  wish  that  my  deluded  col- 
leagues would  follow  my  example,  and  return  to  the 
only  true  fold." 

The  Catholic  Universe  thus  answers  the  question 

"Is  this  a  Protestant  country?" 

"  We  are  seriously  told  by  the  daily  press  that  this 
is  a  Protestant  country.  We  have  ever  doubted  the 
infallibility  of  the  daily  press;  but  if  we  had  not,  such 
statements  as  this  would  shake  our  confidence  in  its 
inernibility.  If  it  mean  that  noA-Cathplics  are  far 
more  numerous  here  tha.o.  Catholics,  we  understand  the 
statement  and  concede  it.  But  if  it  m,ean  that  npn,- 
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Catholics  have  any  rights  here  which  Catholics  have 
not,  we  deny  it.  Seriously  then,  in  what  sense  is  this 
a  Protestant  country?  The  first  form  of  Christian 
worship  by  which  God  was  adored  on  these  shores  was 
Catholic.  The  first  to  proclaim  civil  and  religious 
liberty  here,  were  Catholics.  There  are  here  to-day 
eight  millions  of  professing  Catholics.  By  how  many 
millions,  thousands,  or  even  hundreds,  do  the  church- 
members  of  the  Protestant  denominations  exceed 
these?  Or  are  we  to  understand  that  our  contempo- 
raries claim  as  Protestants  all  who  are  not  Catholics, 
and  by  so  doing  include  the  millions  of  Uuiversalists, 
Spiritualists,  Unitarians,  Jews,  Atheists,  and  Indiffer- 
entists,  that  make  up  such  a  large  portion  of  the  Amer- 
ican people?  If  so,  we  concede  the  majority,  but  no 
rights  which  we  have  not." 

The  great  necessity  for  priests  in  nearly  all  the 

dioceses  in  the  United  States  has  been  felt  by  Bishops, 
priests  and  laymen.  That  the  progress  of  the  Church 
in  onr  country  would  have  been  greater  (astonishing 
as  has  been  that  increase)  had  there  been  priests  suf- 
ficient to  attend  to  the  spiritual  wants  of  the  people, 
is  admitted  by  all.  And  then  again,  many  of  the 
faithful  have  fallen  away  from  the  practice  of  their 
religion,  and,  attaching  themselves  to  popular  sects, 
have  been  lost  to  the  Church,  because,  perhaps,  they 
were  unable  to  see  the  priest  for  months  or  for  years. 
It  is  true  there  are  but  few  dioceses  now  in  which 
this  last  complaint  can  be  made,  yet  there  is  scarcely 
a  diocese  but  what  needs  some,  if  not  many  priests. 
We  know  that  the  Bishops  make  strenuous  exertions 
to  obtain  priests,  and  that  they  educate  many  young 
men  for  the  Holy  Office,  yet  the  Bishops  of  the  United 
States  are  not  blessed  with  a  great  deal  of  money  and 
hence  are  not  able  to  educate  as  many  young  men  as 
they  would  like.  The  people,  then,  should  assist  their 
worthy  Bishops  in  their  endeavors  to  educate  young 
men  for  their  Church.  They  should  not  limit  them- 
selves to  the  annual  Seminary  collections,  but  should 
on  all  occasions  do  what  is  in  their  power  to  aid  in  in- 
creasing the  number  of  the  ministers  of  the  Church. 
The  Pastor  of  St.  Patrick's  Church,  South  Bend,  Ind., 
knowing  the  duty  incumbent  on  the  people,  is  about 
forming  a  Society  for  the  education  of  young  men  for 
the  priesthood.  Each  family  in  the  parish  is  to  pay 
monthly  the  sum  of  10  cents,  or  one  dollar  and  twenty 
cents  per  year.  As  there  are  some  two  hundred  fam- 
ilies in  the  parish,  he  will  be  enabled  to  raise  yearly 
about  the  sum  of  §240.  With  this  money  the  parish 
will  be  able  to  pay  for  the  education  of  at  least  one 
seminarian.  He  will  begin  the  work  of  organizing 
his  Society  as  soon  as  he  receives  the  approbation 
of  the  Bishop  of  the  diocese. 

Belig-ious  News. 


Thursday,  the  1st  inst.,at  the  Convent  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  Taylor  Street,  San  Francisco,  Miss  Cath- 
erine Connolly  (in  religion,  Sister  Monica),  received 
the  white  veil  of  the  Order  of  the  Presentation  nuns, 
from  the  hands  of  the  Rev.  Father  C.  E.  Messea,  S.  J. 
On  Monday,  March  29,  at  the  Presentation  Con- 
vent, Powell  street,  San  Francisco,  Miss  Winifred  Mol- 


loy  (in  religion  Sister  Veronica)  and  Miss  Ellen  Man 
ning  (in  religion  Sister  Clare)  received  the  white  veil 
from  the  hands  of  the  Rev.  Father  Harrington,  who 
also  preached  an  eloquent  sermon  and  gave  benedic- 
tion of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament. 


Obituary. 

Mrs.  WINIFRED  COONEY,  one  of  the  pioneer 

Catholics  of  Michigan,  died  on  the  17th  of  March,  in 
Monroe,  at  the  extraordinary  age  of  ninty-three  years. 
The  many  virtues  of  this  venerable  lady  made  her  be- 
loved by  all  who  knew  her;  and  her  holy  death,  the 
echo  of  a  life  well  spent,  was  precious  in  the  sight  of  the 
Lord.  Mrs.  Cooney  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  around 
her  death-bed  all  her  children— one  of  them  a  priest  of 
the  Congregation  of  the  Holy  Cross — and  while  re- 
citing the  Rosary  she  calmly  passed  away. 

On  Feb.  29th,  at  Huntington,  Ind.,  after  an  ill- 
ness of  upwards  of  ten  years,  borne  with  patient  and 
edifying  resignation,  ROSE  BUCHANXAN  rendered  up 
her  pure  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  Maker. 

Died  at  Toledo,  Ohio,  on  the  27th  inst.,  Mrs. 

BRIDGET  McVoRRT,  aged  eighty-three  years.  The  de- 
ceased was  a  native  of  towuland  Cashel,  Armagh  Co., 
Ireland. 

Rev.  Father  O'Leary,  late  Pastor  of  Selma,  and 

formerly  Assistant  Pastor  of  the  Cathedral,  died  at 
Mobile,  Ala.,  on  the  first  inst. 

We  are  pained  to  hear  of  the  death  of  the  Rev. 

PAUL  LECORRE,  parish  priest  of  Yazoo  City,  Miss., 
where  he  had  been  stationed  for  some  years.  He  died 
at  his  residence  on  the  25th  of  March,  of  pneumonia. 
For  twenty-five  years  he  had  labored  faithfully  and 
zealously  on  the  mission  in  the  diocese  of  Natchez. — 
N.  0.  Jlornlng  Star.  Reqmeacant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  24TH  TO  THE  31sT  DAY  OF  MARCH,  1875. 
One  hundred  and  twenty-seven  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  eighty-two  new  Associates  have 
been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  twenty- 
eight  individuals  and  four  families ;  fifty  sick  persons 
have  been  recommended;  special  favors  have  been 
solicited  for  sixty-six  individuals  and  many  families; 
also  for  one  community  and  two  sodalities. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Please  send  some  more  water  of  Lourdes, 
as  I  do  not  want  to  be  without  it  in  the  house.  My 
father  has  been  better  than  he  had  been  for  five  or  six 
years.  My  sister,  who  was  suffering  from  rheumatism, 
and  was  so  bad  as  to  be  unable  to  walk,  is  now  so  well 
that  she  could  walk  four  or  five  miles  and  more  if  re- 
quired." ....  "One  of  the  two  vials  you  sent  me  last 
fall  cured  a  woman  who  had  been  afflicted  with  falling 
sickness  for  some  years;  she  has  had  no  fits  since  last 
August.  The  other  cured  an  old  lady  who  was  not 
expected  to  live  many  hours,  and  a  grandchild  of  hers 
wlio  had  never  v  alked  nor  used  his  arm.  These  cures 
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being  known,  cause  several  afflicted  persons  to  ask 
for  the  water  of  Lourdes." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  mem- 
bers: MRS.  WALKER,  wife  of  lion.  James  E.  Walker, 
of  Martin  Co.,  Ind.,  who  died  on  the  20th  of  March, 
at  Loogootee,  Ind.,  after  a  long  and  painful  disease, 
fortified  by  all  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  MR. 
IMTIIUN,  of  Baltimore,  Md.,  who  died  on  the  13th  of 
March,  after  having  suffered  very  much  for  six  years 
from  consumption.  MR.  PATRICK  MCCLOSKEY,  of 
Lockland,  Hamilton  Co.,  Ohio,  who  departed  this  life 
the  18th  of  March,  after  a  lingering  illness  of  five 
months,  which  he  bore  with  Christian  patience ;  he 
had  been  a  member  of  the  Association  for  seven  years. 
MRS.  EMILY  IVORY,  of  St.  Augustine,  Pa. ;  MR.  DENNIS 
LYONS,  of  New  Haven,  Conn.,  who  departed  this  life  on 
the  19th  of  March;  Miss  MARY  JANE  MCALEER,  of 
South  Lee,  Mass.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  17th 
of  February;  MR.  BRENNAN,  of  Newark,  Ind.,  who 
died  March  5th;  MR.  PATRICK  MCCLOSKEY,  of  Cincin- 
nati, Ohio,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  18th  of  March, 
fortified  by  all  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church;  MR. 
JOSEPH  BURKIIARD,  of  New  Matamoras,  Ohio;  Miss 
MARY  MARGARET  PIQUETT,  of  Baltimore,  Md.,  who 
died  on  the  20th  of  March,  after  a  long  and  painful 
illness,  borne  with  great  patience:  ALPHONSE  JAMI- 
SON, who  died  in  Wheeling,  W.  Va.  on  April  4th. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

A.  Granger,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[From  "Holiday  Tales,"  by  the  Author  of  "Ty. 
borne,"  "  The  Jasmine,"  "  Eastern  Hospitals,"  etc.] 

It  was  a  beautiful  summer  morning  in  the  mid- 
dle of  July,  and  the  sunshine  played  merrily  upon 
the  white  breakfast-cloth  and  bountifully-covered 
table  in  the  dining-room  at  Cliffordscline,  and  lit 
up  the  faces  of  those  who  were  gathered  round  it. 
Colonel  Clifford,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  read 
the  Times;  Mrs.  Clifford  was  busy  with  her  letters ; 
Miss  Longworth,  the  governess,  was  occupied  with 
the  duties  of  pouring  out  tea  and  coffee;  and  as  to 
describing  what  Edith,  Alice,  Rose,  Walter,  and 
Richard  Clifford  were  about  at  the  moment,  I 
really  cannot.  They  all  looked  very  well  and  very 
naPPy !  and  you  will  not  wonder  at  that,  when  I 
tell  you  that  Walter  and  Richard  only  came  home 
the  night  before  from  school,  and  this  very  day 
their  sisters' holidays  began;  and  many  were  the 
plans  of  enjoying  the  six  weeks  before  them  float- 
ing through  each  young  head.  No  one  spoke,  ex- 
cept in  a  low  tone  to  Miss  Longworth,  for  they 


were  waiting  till  mamma  had  finished  her  letters; 
when,  just  as  she  was  closing  the  last,  a  servant 
entered  hastily,  and,  going  up  to  his  master,  said 
in  a  low  tone,  "  A  message  from  the  railway,  sir." 
Colonel  Clifford  left  the  room,  Mrs.  Clifford  looked 
alarmed,  and  a  sense  of  "  something  happened"  fell 
upon  everybody.  Their  suspense  did  not  last  long. 
Colonel  Clifford  returned:  "It  is  a  telegram,"  said 
he  to  his  wife,  "  from  Venice.  My  mother  has 
been  taken  seriously  ill,  and  begs  us  to  coine  to 
her." 

The  parting  kisses  were  given,  and  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Clifford  started  by  the  one  o'clock  express  to 
London,  en  route  for  Venice.  So  there  was  an  end 
of  all  our  young  friends'  schemes.  They  had,  in- 
deed, their  ponies  to  ride  and  their  boat  on  the 
river ;  they  had  games  and  books  in  quantities ; 
but  the  charm  of  the  holiday,  that  papa  and 
mamma  should  give  themselves  up  to  them,  was 
gone.  Of  course  the  girls'  lessons  were  at  an  end, 
and  Miss  Longworth  did  everything  in  her  power 
to  make  her  young  charges  happy.  Presently  it 
struck  her  that  the  afternoons  were  the  worst  part 
of  the  day.  The  weather  was  so  intensely  hot,  that 
even  the  boys  came  home  with  headaches.  After 
an  early  tea,  the  whole  party  went  out  in  the  even- 
ing for  a  ramble,  or  a  row  down  the  river ;  but  the 
time  between  dinner  and  tea  hung  very  heavily ; 
and  besides,  though  Miss  Longworth  never  at- 
tempted to  introduce  lessons  into  play-time,  she 
was  anxious,  if  possible,  that  the  whole  time  should 
not  pass  in  mere  amusement,  for  she  thought  three 
or  four  of  her  five  children  were  too  old  for  that. 

So,  one  day  at  dinner,  she  proposed  her  plan. 
It  was  that  they  should  all  find  some  cool  spot  in 
the  large  and  shady  grounds  of  Cliffordscline,  and 
there  spend  the  afternoon  in  reading  or  conver- 
sation upon  some  subject  that  would  "  improve 
their  minds."  There  was  a  great  laugh  at  this, 
especially  from  the  boys,  who  at  first  declared 
they  would  not  come.  "At  all  events,"  said  Rich- 
ard, "  I  shall  just  tfryit;  and  if  it  turns  out  uncom- 
monly slow,  I  shall  cut  and  run  in  no  time." 

•'  Oh !  you  will  see,"  said  Miss  Longworth ;  "  it 
will  not  be  dull,  not  half  so  much  as  you  have  been 
lately,  wandering  about,  doing  nothing.  We  shall 
be  very  cheerful ;  and  I  vote,  instead  of  Evenings 
at  Home,  we  have  a  series  of  Cheerful  Afternoons." 

Fresh  shouts  of  laughter  and  hurrahs  from  the 
boys  greeted  this  speech.  Next  came  a  long  dis- 
cussion as  to  the  coolest  spot.  At  every  place  the 
girls  chose,  the  boys  began  to  pant,  and  say  they 
could  not  breathe;  and  what  with  the  laughing 
and  running  about,  Miss  Longworth  observed  that 
it  was  more  clieerful  than  cool.  At  last  some  one 
remembered  the  grotto;  and  on  arriving  there, 
even  Richard  could  not  deny  it  was  very  pleasant. 
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Though  called  "  the  grotto,"  it  was  in  fact  a  sum- 
mer-house, built  of  stone,  under  shelter  of  a  high 
wall,  while  large  elm-trees  cast  a  pleasant  shade 
around,  and  a  little  brook,  which  ran  through  the 
garden  and  emptied  itself  into  the  large  Cliff  river, 
was  close  by,  bubbling  over  the  stones  with  a  de- 
licious sound  of  coolness.  So  the  grotto  was 
chosen,  and  here  the  merry  group  placed  them- 
selves. 

"  Now,"  said  Miss  Longworth,  "  in  a  few  days 
more  we  shall,  I  hope,  have  letters  from  Venice ; 
for  now  that  we  know  by  the  telegraph  dear  papa 
and  mamma  are  safe,  and  that  grandmamma  is 
better,  they  will  have  time  to  write  you  a  descrip- 
tion of  that  wonderful  place.  It  was, — I  almost 
think  it  is, — one  of  my  dreams,  to  see  Venice ;  it 
is  the  third  place  in  the  world  I  long  to  visit." 

"  I  know  which  is  the  first,"  said  Edith. 

"  And  I  the  second,"  said  "Walter. 

"  Yes,  they  are  easily  guessed,"  answered  she ; 
"  half  of  a  Catholic's  heart  must  always  be  in 
Rome,  the  Eternal  City ;  while  every  Christian  must 
long  to  see  the  once  glorious,  but  now  desolate 
and  uncrowned,  Jerusalem;  but  I  don't  think 
everybody  would  agree  with  me  about  Venice." 

"  I  never  heard  of  it,"  said  Richard,  "till  papa 
and  mamma  went." 

"  Oh,  Richard!"  burst  in  chorus.  "  I  never 
heard  of  such  a  thing,"  said  Alice;  "why,  Richy, 
you  know  grandmamma  and  Aunt  Helen  have 
been  staying  there  for  a  month." 

"  We  will  make  a  little  allowance  for  Richy's 
bad  memory,"  said  Miss  Longworth,  "  considering 
how  hard  he  has  to  study  at  school ;  but  I  am 
sure  you  will  all  enjoy  mamma's  promised  letters 
ten  times  more  if  you  know  a  little  about  Venetian 
history,  for  every  place  she  will  mention  has  some 
historical  interest." 

To  this  the  children  agreed.  "  And,"  said  Alice, 
"  first,  I  want  to  know,  why  is  Venice  called  the 
BRIDE  OF  THE  SEA  ?" 

"  Because,"  answered  Miss  Longworth,  "  it  is 
built  apparently  upon  the  water.  There  are  no 
carriages  in  Venice ;  the  whole  traffic  and  business 
of  the  large  city  is  carried  on  by  boats:  these 
boats  are  of  a  peculiar  kind,  and  are  called  gon- 
dolas. Would  you  like  to  know  something  of  the 
origin  of  this  wonderful  place?" 

"  Oh,  very  much  indeed,"  cried  the  children. 

"  There  is,  besides,  another  reason  why  Venice 
is  called  'Bride  of  the  Sea,'  which  I  shall  tell  you 
when  you  have  heard  a  little  of  Venetian  history. 
About  A.  D.  400,  when  the  immense  army  of  the 
Goths,  headed  by  Attila,  were  pouring  themselves 
through  Europe,  causing  ruin  and  destruction 
wherever  they  went,  the  inhabitants  of  various 
towns  in  Lombardy  resolved  to  fly,  for  they  had  no 


hope  of  withstanding  their  foes.  Some  of  these 
people  were  called  Veneti. 

"  But  when  they  had  resolved  to  fly,  the  question 
arose:  Where  they  should  go?  What  place  was 
there  that  the  fierce  barbarian  could  not  reach  ? 
They  saw  none  on  earth,  and  so  they  fled  to  the 
sea>  In  the  Adriatic  Sea  were  situated  numerous 
small  islands,  which  were  separated  from  the  land 
by  a  soft  bed  of  mud,  covered  with  shallow  water, 
not  deeper  than  two  feet,  and  called  the  Lagune. 
These  islands  were  protected  against  the  open  sea 
by  long  narrow  slips  of  laud,  which  formed  natu- 
ral breakwaters  and  ramparts.  Nature  had  de- 
fended them  far  better  than  any  fortifications 
could  have  done.  But  this  was  their  sole  recom- 
mendation, for  a  more  bare  and  desolate  spot  can- 
not be  conceived  than  when  the  poor  fugitives 
reached  them.  One  of  the  largest  islands,  called 
the  Rialto,  was  already  known  to  the  Veiieti,  and 
they  had  erected  upon  it  a  few  naval  buildings. 
They  formed  the  foundations  of  one  of  the  most 
powerful  cities  in  the  wrorld.  The  refugees  were 
not  inclined  to  grumble  at  the  roughness  and  des- 
olation of  their  new  home,  for  they  knew  that  it 
was  their  best  assurance  against  the  pursuit  ol  the 
Goths:  they  were  only  too  grateful  to  have  escaped 
with  life,  and  they  named  their  abode  'The  Port 
of  the  Deserted  City ' ;  but  gradually,  as  it  grew 
into  form  and  importance,  it  was  called  Venice. 
On  one  day  the  Venetians  laid  the  foundations  of 
their  city;  and  the  day  they  chose  was  an  auspi- 
cious one,  I  think  you  will  all  say." 

"On  what  day  was  it?"  said  Rose  eagerly. 

"  The  Feast  of  the  Annunciation.  Was  it  not  a 
good  day  to  begin  a  work  upon?  Tell  me  why, 
Agnes." 

" Because,"  answered  the  child,  reverently,  "it 
was  the  day  when  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  began 
the  redemption  of  man,  by  becoming  incarnate." 

(TO    BE  CONTINUED.) 

««» 

St.  PAUL  OP  THE  CROSS,  the  founder  of  the  Pas- 
sionist  Order,  and  his  holy  brother,  Fr.  John  Bap- 
tist, being  overcome  by  their  labors  in  giving  mis- 
sions, were  once  carried  in  the  arms  of  their  guar- 
dian angels  to  a  monastery  towards  which  they 
were  journeying. 

IT  is  not  grown-up  men  only  who  have  voca- 
tions. Children  make  a  little  Catholic  Church,  of 
themselves,  where  God  is  being  al \vays  loved  and 
served  in  a  particular  way;  and  in  this  child- 
Church  there  are  wonderful  things  done  which  we 
do  not  know  of.  It  is  very  much  mixed  up  with 
the  kingdom  of  the  angels.  It  also  has  sorrows  of 
its  own,  and  joys  of  its  own,  and  vocations  of  its 
own — beautiful,  mysterious  vocations,  sent  by  Our 
Heavenly  Father. — Father  Fal^r. 
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WENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Ang-elus. 

No.  XXVI. 

There  is  another  function  of  the  bell  which  can- 
not be  passed  over  in  silence:  it  is  the  part  it  has 
to  play  in  processions.  The  Procession  is  one  of 
the  most  eloquent  institutions  of  the  Church — rep- 
resenting, as  it  does,  the  life  of  man  upon  earth. 
Departing  from  the  sanctuary  wherein  resides  the 
Living  God,  it  returns  there  to  finish  its  course.  So 
man  comes  forth  from  the  hands  of  God  but  to  re- 
turn to  Him.  He  accomplishes  his  pilgrimage  in 
the  midst  of  tempting  spirits,  whose  countless 
numbers  fill  the  lower  abodes  of  the  atmosphere. 

What  does  the  Church  do  ?  The  procession  has 
scarcely  begun  when  it  causes  its  warlike  trumpets 
to  resound,  and  their  powerful  vibrations  give  the 
signal  for  combat;  they  form,  as  it  were,  a  harangue 
to  her  army.  By  the  sound  of  her  bells  she  in- 
spires courage  in  the  breasts  of  her  soldiers,  and 
at  the  same  time  she  displays  at  the  head  of  their 
columns  the  glorious  standard  of  their  Divine  Cap- 
tain— the  assured  sign  of  victory.  If  men  did  but 
possess  faith  in  the  power  of  the  bell,  with  what 
piety  and  profit  would  the  procession  be  made — 
that  one  of  the  most  religious  and  salutary  acts  of 
Christianity! 

In  country  places,  at  the  time  when  the  fruits  of 
the  earth — the  hope  of  the  laborer — are  exposed  to 
storms  and  all  the  inclemencies  of  the  weather, 
the  bell  each  morning  makes  its  plaintive  voice 
heard.  Why?  In  memory  of  the  Passion;  whilst 
the  priest  at  the  altar  presents  to  the  Eternal  Father 
the  sufferings  of  His  well-beloved  Son,  the  bell 
invites  the  laborers  in  the  field  or  vineyard  to 
unite  their  prayer  with  his,  that  they  may  obtain 
increase,  preservation,  maturity  and  abundance  in 
their  crops,  and  above  all  to  obtain  the  grace  to 
make  a  good  use  of  them. 

But  when  any  happy  event  takes  place — a  great 


victory  obtained  in  a  just  war,  the  solemn  entry 
of  a  pastor  about  to  devote  his  life  for  the  welfare 
of  his  flock,  or  some  other  signal  benefit  with 
which  the  Heavenly  Father  favors  His  children, 
what  a  change  in  the  voice  of  the  bell!  That 
hymn  of  joy,  the  Te  Deum,  is  sung  by  thousands  of 
voices,  joined  by  the  angelic  choirs.  It  is  a  sub- 
lime concert,  but  imperfect  without  the  bell,  whose 
majestic  voice  not  only  contributes  to  the  univer- 
sal joy,  but  spreads  far  over  the  land  the  songs 
of  joy  and  gratitude  which  without  its  aid  would 
remain  enclosed  within  the  walls  of  the  temple. 

If  under  such  circumstances  the  voice  of  the 
bell  is  majestic,  it  becomes  on  our  great  solemni- 
ties ecstatic  in  sweetness  and  harmony.  To  sing 
worthily  the  joyful  mysteries  of  our  great  festi- 
vals, of  Christmas,  Easter,  Pentecost,  the  Assump- 
tion, and  others,  bells  of  various  sizes  are  joined 
together,  to  the  number  of  fifteen  or  twenty,  and 
form  an  orchestra  called  the  carol.  This  is  well 
understood  by  the  traveller  in  Germany,  Belgium, 
and  Italy,  who  has  often  been  charmed  by  the 
beautiful  concert.  They  begin  before  daybreak, 
and  with  their  silvery  voices  they  sing  the  hymns 
to  be  repeated  within  the  temple.  The  mind,  the 
heart,  the  imagination,  the  senses,  all  in  man  is 
filled  with  joy.  With  unusual  impressiveness  the 
Christian  betakes  himself  to  the  Divine  Oiflces,  and 
if  the  sun  with  its  glorious  rays  appears,  to  adorn 
the  solemnity,  he  experiences  a  foretaste  of  the 
joys  of  heaven. 

What  a  place  does  not  the  bell  occupy  in  the 
world !  What  sadness  and  mournful  silence  would 
reign  over  the  earth  were  there  no  bells! 

We  cannot  leave  this  subject  without  saying  a 
few  words  in  justification  of  the  respectful  affec- 
tion of  the  faithful  for  the  bell,  the  happy  influ- 
ence it  exercises  over  public  morals,  the  deep  ven- 
eration of  our  fathers,  and  the  goodness  of  God, 
who  more  than  once  has  deigned  to  glorify  it  by 
striking  miracles. 
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The  influence  of  the  bell. — Remember  that  the 
bell  is  placed  between  heaven  and  earth  as  the  her- 
ald of  God,  and  that  its  powerful  voice  proclaims 
afar  the  most  profound  and  salutary  truth.  We 
can  easity  see  what  a  happy  influence  the  bell 
must  exercise  over  Christian  morals  from  the  fact 
that  it  constantly  reminds  man  of  those  grand 
truths  more  necessary  to  him  than  the  material 
bread  with  which  he  is  nourished.  Voice  of  the 
supernatural  world,  resounding  incessantly  in  the 
very  heart  of  cities,  in  the  midsfcof  fields,  in  mon- 
asteries, in  hermitages,  through  forests  and  des- 
ert places!  Everywhere,  thou  dost  importune 
the  sinner  and  rejoice  the  heart  of  the  just;  at  one 
time  filling  the  soul  with  remorse  and  terror;  at 
another,  with  faith,  gratitude,  love  of  God, — ever 
the  reminder  of  our  future  destiny!  This  alone 
would  suffice  to  explain  the  implacable  hatred  of 
wicked  men  towards  the  bell. 

The  veneration  of  our  fathers. — As  intelligent 
witnesses  of  the  benedictions  and  consecrations  of 
the  Church  in  the  baptism  of  bells — they  were  in- 
inspired  with  profound  respect  and  holy  awe. 
Hence  it  happened  that  they  considered  it  more  sa- 
cred to  swear  on  consecrated  bells  than  even  upon 
the  Gospels.*  They  were  right;  a  consecrated  bell 
is  a  religious  instrument,  which  deserves  from  us 
as  much  veneration  and  honor  as  the  sacred  ves- 
sels of  the  altar.f 

T/w  goodness  of  God. — About  the  year  414,  St. 
Alexis,  son  of  one  of  the  most  illustrious  senators 
of  Rome,  died.  His  life  was  a  model  of  the  most 
heroic  humility.  During  seventeen  years  he  had 
lived  unknown  in  the  house  of  his  father,  as  a 
poor  beggar.  But  God,  who  exalteth  the  humble, 
wished  to  manifest  in  a  striking  manner  the  glory 
of  His  servant.  At  the  moment  when  his  happy 
soul  quitted  the  earth,  all  the  bells  of  Rome  at 
once,  of  their  own  accord,  began  to  ring.  This  ex- 
traordinary fact  put  the  entire  city  in  commotion, 
and  all  repaired  to  the  chamber  of  death.  The 
humble  saint  was  recognized,  and  never  did  a 
more  brilliant  triumph  accompany  the  death  of  a 
saint.  A  similar  miracle  occurred  in  the  capital 
of  Spain  at  the  death  of  St.  Isidore,  the  patron  of 
husbandmen. 

Did  space  permit,  numberless  miracles  might 
be  mentioned  of  which  the  bell  was  the  instru- 


*  Hoc  etiam  non  prsetereundum  puto  quod  campa- 
nas  in  magna  reverentia  populus  et  clems  habere  so- 
lent;  ita  ut  sacramenta,  hoc  est  juramenta,  super  eas 
longemagis  quam  super  evangelia  et  praestare  revere- 
antur  et  pejerare.  (Sylvest.  Girald.,  In  Topograph.  hi- 
bern.,111.) 

t  Campanai  episcopal!  benedictione  sanctique  olei 
unctione  consecrate  sunt,  et  inter  sacra  ecclesia?  vasa 
connumerantur.  (Bona,  Rit.  Liturff.,  lib.  I,  c.  xxii). 


ment,  in  Germany,  Belgium,  Flanders,  and  Italy; 
miracles  as  well  established  as  any  fact  of  history. 
The  infidel  may  scoff  and  deny,  but  let  him  re- 
member that  ridicule  is  not  reasoning,  that  to 
deny  is  not  to  prove.*  Let  not  the  faithful  child 
of  the  Church  be  troubled  or  moved  by  their  scoffs, 
but  leave  them  to  God  and  their  own  hearts,  and 
pray  for  them. 

(TO   BE  CONTINUED.) 
*  Flus  negaret  asiuus  quam  probant  philosophus. 


Stella  Maris. 

BY  AUBREY  DE  VERB. 

I  left  at  morn  that  blissful  shore 
O'er  which  the  fruit-bloom  fluttered  free; 

And  sailed  the  wildering  waters  o'er, 
Till  sunset  streaked  with  blood  the  sea. 

My  sleep  the  hoarse  sea-thunders  broke, 
And  sudden  chill.    Their  feet  foam-hid, 

Huge  cliffs  leaned  out,  through  vapor-smoke, 
Like  tower,  and  tomb,  and  pyramid. 

In  the  black  shadow,  ghostly  white 
The  breaker  raced  o'er  foaming  shoals: 

From  caverns  of  eternal  night 
Came  waitings,  as  of  suffering  souls. 

Sudden,  through  clearing  mists,  the  star 

Of  ocean  o'er  the  billow  rose: 
Down  dropped  the  elemental  war; 

Tormented  chaos  found  repose. 

Star  of  the  Ocean !  dear  art  thou, 
Ah!  not  to  earth  and  heaven  alone: 

The  suffering  Chuich,  when  shines  thy  brow 
Upon  her  penance,  stays  her  moan. 

The  Holy  Souls  draw  in  their  breath ; 

The  sea  of  anguish  rests  in  peace; 
And,  from  beyond  the  gates  of  death, 

Up  swell  the  anthems  of  release. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  V.— (CONTINUED.) 
It  was  indeed  a  rare  nook:  the  walls  covered 
with  pale  green  fluted  satin,  the  wide  bow-window 
hung  with  clouds  of  lace,  the  floor  carpeted  with 
crimson,  the  furniture  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl, 
vases  of  the  same  which  supported  great  clusters 
of  red  and  pink  corals  and  tinted  sea-grasses,  ala- 
baster sea-nymphs  on  stands  of  malachite,  wonder- 
ful shells  on  silver  supports  in  the  form  of  water- 
lilies;  a  marble  undine,  and  one  great  mirror, 
arched  deep  in  the  wall  and  draped,  so  that  the 
reflection  of  this  blending  of  color  with  objects  of 
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beauty,  the  soft  crimson  glow  of  the  fire  over  it  all, 
looked  like  a  fairy  cavern  under  the  sea.  Sybil 
sat  down  on  a  satin  poitff,  and  wondered  if  these 
rich  and  costly  arrangements,  in  which  human  in- 
genuity had  been  taxed  to  produce  beautiful  effects, 
were  necessary  or  conducive  to  the  happiness  of 
people  of  the  world.  But,  1  ike  the  sphynx,  the  pres- 
ent was  dumb ;  only  the  future,  unfolding  its  weird 
leaves  one  by  one,  could  read  her  the  lesson  of  this 
world's  nothingness  when  separated  from  God. 

"The  simple  home  I  have  left,"  thought  the 
young  girl,  "  is  a  thousand  times  dearer  to  me  than 
all  this  can  ever  be.  But  I  must  not  seem  ungrate- 
ful ;  and  I  hope  '  Our  Lady  full  of  grace '  will  help 
me  if  temptation  and  danger  lurk  under  these  forms 
of  beauty,  or  my  mind,  dazzled  by  these  strange 
splendors,  should  lead  me  into  paths  far  from 
her." 

"Whar  is  you?  Whar's  my  chile?"  were  the 
words  that  interrupted  Sybil's  reverie. 

"  Oh,  mammy !  my  dear  old  mammy !  '  is  it 
you?"  exclaimed  Sybil,  springing  up  and  throw- 
ing her  arms  around  her  old  nurse,  while  she 
kissed  her  wrinkled,  brown  cheeks.  Edyth  stared 
wonder-eyed  at  a  scene  so  new  to  her. 

"  I  never  did  'spect  to  cry  ag'in,"  she  sobbed, 
while  Sybil  wiped  the  tears  away  from  the  old 
wrinkled  face.  "  And  you's  the  very  moral  *  of 
your  po'  dear  mother ;  ef  she  had  riz  up  from  the 
grave  an'  stood  thar,  you  couldn't  be  more  like 
her." 

"  My  aunt,  at  the  Convent,  used  to  tell  me  how 
much  I  was  like  my  mother.  I  never  saw  her, 
mammy,  but  I'm  glad  to  be  like  her,  if  it  will 
make  other  people  love  me  for  her  sake." 

"They'll  love  you  anyhow,  my  purty!  What  is 
you  cloin'  up  so  late,  Edyth?  I'd  like  to  know 
whar  Miss  ArnoP  is?  You  know,  your  mar  don't 
'low  it." 

"  Yes,  she  does.  She  told  me  I  might  sit  up 

with  Sy my  sister,"  said  Edyth,  in  a  defiant 

tone. 

"  Let  her  stay,"  said  Sybil,  reaching  out  her 
hand  to  Edyth  and  drawing  her  down  to  her  as 
she  resumed  her  seat  on  the  low  pouff.  "Come, 
niamuiy,  here's  one  for  you  too;  sit  down  and  tell 
me  about  old  times,  and  Aunt  Waite,  and  every- 
body." 

You  may  imagine  the  tide  of  talk  that  followed, 
and  the  thousand  and  one  questions  about  herself 
that  Sybil  listened  to  and  answered.  And  when 
Mrs.  Weston  awoke  and  missed  them,  and  went 
from  one  apartment  to  the  other,  expecting  to 
see  them,  until  she  came  to  the  boudoir,  sorne- 


*  A  common  expression  in  negro  dialect  to  express 
a  striking  resemblance. 


what  flushed  with  her  exertions,  and  saw  Sybi^ 
on  her  low  seat,  with  Edyth  leaning  back  on  her 
lap,  and  Barbara  with  her  hand  clasped  around 
her  knees  on  the  rug  before  them,  listening  to  and 
gazing  at  her  in  a  perfect  ecstasy  of  delight  while 
she  related  pleasant  things  of  her  convent  life; 
that  lady  stopped  on  the  threshold,  confounded  and 
speechless  for  an  instant.  At  any  other  time,  Mrs. 
Weston  would  have  stormed  at  this  invasion  of  her 
sanctum,  but,  desiring  to  make  a  favorable  first  im- 
pression on  her  stepdaughter,  she  refrained,  and 
quietly  told  Barbara  to  take  Miss  Edyth  upstairs 
and  put  her  to  bed :  an  order  which  was  obeyed, 
but  not  without  many  flings  and  protests  from  the 
unwilling  child. 

"  They  are  both  afraid  you'll  fly  back  to  Holy 
Cross  in  the  night,  my  dear.  Your  young  mistress 
has  come  home  to  live  for  good,"  Mrs.  Weston 
said  to  Barbara,  as  she  was  leaving  the  boudoir 
with  Edyth. 

"  It's  high  time,  an'  I'm  mighty  glad  to  hear  it, 
Miss'  Weston;  an'  the  Lord  put  it  into  your  heart, 
madam,  to  be  good  and  kind  to  her,"  said  the  old 
woman,  turning  round  for  an  instant,  and  lifting  up 
her  shrivelled  hand,  as  if  in  adjuration,  as  she 
spoke. 

"I'll  try;  but  go  now;  Miss  Sybil  will  pay  you 
a  visit  in  the  nursery  to-morrow  sometime,"  said 
Mrs.  Weston,  more  gently  than  might  have  been 
expected ;  she  was  impressed  by  Barbara's  manner 
and  words,  in  spite  of  herself.  Then  holding  out 
her  jewelled  hand  to  Sybil,  she  laughed  and  said: 
"  Quite  a  little  scene !  but  come,  my  dear,  you  must 
be  very  much  fatigued  after  your  long  journey,  and 
unless  you  have  been  transformed  to  an  undine  by 
the  enchantments  of  my  sea-grotto  and  would  like 
to  stay,  I'll  show  you  your  room." 

Hoping  that  she  had  not  done  amiss  in  coming 
uninvited  to  this  favored  spot,  Sybil  took  her  step- 
mother's hand,  and  rose  up  from  her  low  seat, 
ready  to  go  with  her.  Mrs.  Weston  drew  her  hand 
under  her  own  arm,  still  holding  it  with  a  soft 
pressure  in  her  clasp,  and  they  went  up  the  wide 
staircase  together. 

"Your  papa  told  me  to  say  " good-night,"  with 
his  love";  (she  had  not  seen  her  husband  since 
dinner,  but  she  salved  over  thg  pretty  white  lie  to 
her  own  conscience  by  assuring  herself  that  it  was 
exactly  what  he  would  or  should  have  said,  and 
thought  it  was  better  than  to  have  Sybil,  while  yet 
a  stranger  in  her  father's  house,  be  made  to  feel 
badly  by  his  neglect. )  "  He  has  so  much  business 
to  attend  to  that  he's  almost  a  stranger  to  his 
family;  it's  nothing  but  business!  business!  busi- 
ness !  year  in  and  year  out ;  and  I  wonder  he  don't 
die.  /should!" 

"I  ana  sorry  papa  has  to  work  so  hard!"  said 
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Sybil,  with  simple  faith,  although  she  wondered 
afterwards  why  he  should  do  so  when  he  was  so 
rich  and  so  abundantly  supplied  with  everything 
that  the  world  could  give. 

"  Yes,  it  is  a  pity ;  but  I  suppose  there's  a  sort  of 
excitement  in  it  that  men  like.  Here  is  your  room : 
it  is  entirely  yours,  my  dear ;  we  have  spared  no 
expense  in  fitting  it  up ;  your% father  and  I  wished 
to  make  it  very  beautiful,  and  I  hope  you'll  like 
it,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  throwing  open  the  door 
of  an  exquisitely  furnished  bedroom.  "Come  in 
and  see  if  it  is  to  your  taste." 

Sybil  must  indeed  have  had  tastes  difficult  to 
please  had  not  the  soft  coloring  and  refined  ar- 
rangements of  this,  her  own  room,  struck  her  as 
being,  on  the  whole,  extremely  beautiful.  A  wood 
fire,  supported  by  a  pair  of  century-old  brass  andi- 
rons and  protected  by  a  quaintly-carved  brass  fen- 
der, the  metals  polished  to  a  dazzling  silvery  white- 
ness, sparkled  and  blazed  in  the  marble  fireplace, 
and  the  gaslight  shone,  softly  shaded,  through 
pale  rose-colored  porcelain  globes.  The  carpet 
had  a  white  ground,  sprinkled  with  fern-leaves  and 
wild-roses;  the  furniture  was  blue,  inlaid  with 
mother-of-pearl ;  the  window  curtains  were  of  blue 
damask  and  white  lace.  The  bed  was  covered 
with  a  dainty  white-and-blue  spread ;  even  the  pil- 
low-cases were  embroidered  and  trimmed  with 
lace ;  in  fact  there  was  nothing  wanting  that  a  re- 
fined and  luxurious  taste  could  suggest. 

"  It  is  lovely,  mamma,  and  I  thank  you  and  papa 
very  much  for  taking  all  this  trouble  for  me.  And 
this  dear  wood-fire !  it  reminds  me  of  home — of  the 
Convent  I  mean  " — said  Sybil,  glancing  around, 
and  going  towards  the  fire. 

"Yes,  every  one  likes  a  wood-fire!  your  papa 
will  have  them  in  some  of  the  rooms;  he  thinks 
them  more  healthy  than  coal,  and  they  are  great 
company  when  one  is  alone,  with  their  merry  little 
sounds,  and  sparks,  and  different-colored  flames. 
They  make  me  almost  feel  poetical  sometimes; 
but  perhaps,  dear,  you  do  not  know  that  those  old 
andirons  and  this  fender  were  brought  from  Eng- 
land by  your  ancestors  who  came  over  with  Lord 
Baltimore?  Barbara  has  had  care  of  them  ever 
since — I  mean  these  many  years, — and  it  is  her 
pride  to  keep  them  just  as  you  see  them.  I  thought 
you'd  like  to  have  them  here,"  said  Mrs.  Weston, 
as  she  fluttered  around,  arranging  a  fold  here, 
moving  a  chair  there,  giving  the  mantle  vases  a 
touch,  and  smoothing  the  embroidered  pillows 
with  her  white  jewelled  hands  as  she  spoke.  She 
meant  that  Sybil  should  be  made  aware  of  the 
pains  she  had  been  at  for  her. 

"Indeed  I  do  like  to  have  them  here,  mamma. 
It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  think  of  all  these  things !" 
answered  Sybil,  her  heart  instantly  touched  by  the 


little  history  of  the  andirons  and  fender;  old  relics, 
not  only  of  her  family,  but  of  a  saintly  and  just 
man,  who  illustrated  by  his  virtues  the  sublime 
liberality  of  the  faith  he  planted  on  the  shores  of 
Maryland. 

"  It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  know  that  you 
are  satisfied,  and  that  things  meet  your  wishes 
here;  for  you  understand,  Sybil,  that  this  room  is 
exclusively  your  own.  And — oh !  I  thought,  I  had 
forgotten  something — there's  a  niche  over  there 
that  I  left  empty,  so  that  you  might  just  have  some 
little  thing  to  do  towards  finishing  the  arrange- 
ments.  I  thought  it  would  give  you  a  more  en- 
tire feeling  of  ownership  to  do  so."  What  could 
be  more  kind  or  considerate  ?  Had  she  been  Sy- 
bil's own  mother,  how  could  she  have  done 
more  ? 

"Thank  you,  dear  mamma;  indeed  I  do  not 
know  how  to  thank  you,"  said  Sybil,  holding  up 
her  face  to  kiss  her  stepmother, — the  first  sponta- 
neous demonstration  of  affection  she  had  yet 
shown  her.  That  niche,  empty  and  bare,  delighted 
her  truly  beyond  expression,  for  she  knew  just  ex- 
actly what  she  would  place  therein  to  consecrate 
this  place  where  all  would  be  incomplete  and 
strange  forever  to  her  without  it. 

"An  alabaster  Psyche  would  look  lovely  there. 
But  indeed  you  must  go  to  bed;  it  is  eleven 
o'clock,  and  I'm  sure  you  are  very  tired  after  your 
journey.  To-morrow,  we  shall  be  busy  all  day, 
shopping  and  going  to  the  dressmaker's.  Good 
night!  don't  forget  to  turn  down  the  gas — so. 
Pleasant  dreams  to  you." 

"  Good  night,  mamma,"  said  Sybil,  her  guileless 
heart  filled  up  to  overflowing  with  gratitude  to- 
wards her  stepmother,  whose  kindness  and  affec- 
tionate care  for  her  in  every  respect  had  taken  her 
quite  by  surprise,  for  it  had  been  intimated  to  her 
by  one  who  was  her  dear  friend  and  counsellor  at 
the  Convent  of  Holy  Cross  that  she  would  have 
need  to  exercise  great  prudence  and  forbearance  in 
the  new  relations  into  which  she  would  be  thrown 
at  home,  and  that  she  must  not  expect  that  affec- 
tion from  her  stepmother  that  it  would  have  been 
natural  to  claim  and  have  had  from  her  own ;  she 
must  be  satisfied  to  endeavor  to  win  her  friend- 
ship and  approval  by  obedience  and  a  course  of 
condnct  by  which  she  would  be  convinced  there 
was  neither  a  disposition  on  her  part  to  rival  her 
in  her  father's  affection  nor  usurp  her  authority  in 
his  house.  Warnings  that  were  not  unwise,  know- 
ing that  Sybil  was  going  home  a  stranger,  as  it 
were,  to  those  nearest  to  her;  but  now,  alone  there 
in  her  beautiful  room,  her  heart  glowing  with  a 
sense  of  her  stepmother's  kindness,  she  smiled  to 
herself  and  thought  how  many  anxious  thoughts 
her  good  aunt — the  Lady  Superior  of  "  Holy 
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Cross" — had  been  spared,  had  she  ever  seen  or 
known  her  father's  wife. 

Then  all  the  superb  elegance  of  her  father's 
house  passed  like  a  dazzling  panorama  through 
her  fancy, and  she  felt  convinced  that  such  display 
was  not  intended  for  the  requirements  of  the  sim- 
ple home-life  that  her  modest,  retiring  nature  and 
the  happy  seclusion  in  which  her  days  had  passed 
would  have  best  loved.  She  had  a  foreboding 
that  this  could  not  be;  but  that  the  world  with  its 
fashionable  pomps  and  vanities  would  come  surg- 
ing around  her,  and  that  she  would  be  expected 
to  take  part  in  doing  honor  to  her  father's  wealth 
and  station.  They  had  told  her  at  "  Holy  Cross" 
that  she  was  to  make  her  debut  in  the  exclu- 
sive circles  of  high  life,  and  was  warned  at  the 
same  time  to  keep  herself  "  unspotted  from 
the  world."  "But  how?"  she  asked  herself, — 
"how?" 

"  I  only  hope  and  pray — thou  knowest,  O  Blessed 
Mother,  how  sincerely — that  mamma,  who  seems 
so  kind,  will  not  insist  upon  my  spending  my  time 
visiting,  dressing,  dancing,  and  I  don't  know 
what.  I  know  that  she  will  wish  me  to  appear 
with  eclat  among  her  fashionable  friends,  and  give 
me  every  pleasure ;  but  perhaps  when  I  tell  her 
how  irksome  and  distasteful  it  is  she  will  leave  me 
to  my  own  choice." 

Ah,  untried  heart!  heart  never  yet  assailed  by  the 
alluring  temptations  of  the  world,  how  know  you 
that  they  will  prove  either  irksome  or  distasteful? 
or  that  you  will  not  step  above  the  quicksands 
without  a  doubt  of  the  safety  of  your  steps  ?  If 
poverty  has  its  pain,  its  tears,  its  cross,  riches  are 
not  exempt  from  bitterness  of  soul — and  deadly 
perils  difficult,  except  by  almost  a  miracle,  to  es- 
cape. 

Sybil  stood  there  in  the  firelight,  lost  in 
perplexing  thoughts;  and  with  her  eyes  fixed, 
half  veiled  by  their  drooping  lids,  on  the  wav- 
ering brightness  of  the  merry  blaze,  without 
seeing  it,  she  looked  more  like  a  vestal  keeping 
her  vigil  on  the  eve  of  her  vows,  than  one  destined 
to  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  the  world.  She  was 
tall,  slender  and  very  fair;  her  eyes  of  that  neutral 
tint  which  is  colored  either  brown  or  blue  by 
emotion,  her  features  clearly  cut  and  exquisitely 
regular,  the  oval  outline  of  her  face  terminated 
by  a  delicately  rounded  but  firm  chin.  It  was  a 
face  in  which  there  was  much  latent  clraracter,  not 
yet  fully  developed,  but  time  and  circumstances 
would  do  that. 

A  little  quick  tap  on  her  door  startled  her  out 
of  her  reverie;  she  opened  it,  and  there  was  old 
Barbara. 

"  I  didn't  scare  you,  honey,  did  I  ?  I  had  sech  a 
longin'  to  see  you,  to  make  sure  it  was  you,  that  I 


corned  creepin'  along  to  listen  if  you  was  up;  and 
I  seen  the  light  over  the  door  thar, — then  I 
knocked.  It  is  you,  yourself,  sure  'nuff,— flesh  and 
blood,  and  no  ghost!"  said  Barbara,  fondling 
Sybil's  hand,  which  she  lifted  to  her  lips  and 
kissed,  whispered  "  good-night,"  and  hurried  away 
as  if  afraid  that  her  midnight  visit  would  be  de- 
tected, 

"Dear,  faithful  old  mammy!"  said  Sybil,  as 
she  closed  and  locked  her  door,  both  touched  and 
amused  by  Barbara's  unexpected  appearance. 
Then  before  turning  off  the  gas  she  observed  for 
the  first  time  that  the  draperies  and  furniture  of 
her  room  were  blue  and  white, — and  her  heart 
pulsed  with  a  strange  pleasure,  for  these  were  the 
colors  of  her  liege  Lady,  and  she  planned  how 
she  would  enthrone  her  beautiful  image,  which 
she  had  brought  from  "  Holy  Cross,"  in  that  niche, 
in  the  morning,  as  soon  as  she  could  get  it  out  of 
her  trunk, — which  had  not  yet  come, — and  deco- 
rate it  with  the  pressed  vines,  the  bright-tinted 
leaves,  and. feathery  grasses  that  she  and  Sister 
Joseph  had  gathered  at  recreation  hours  in  the 
autumn,  and  prepared  for  this  very  purpose. 
"And  then,"  she  said,  unconsciously  folding  her 
hands  and  looking  upwards,  "  when  I  consecrate 
this  place  to  thee,  my  loving  Mother,  if  I  cannot 
live  here  in  this  grand  house  as  thou  didst  live  at 
Nazareth,  I  will  try  yet  harder  to  imitate  thy  vir- 
tues.1' 

And  full  of  such  sweet  and  pious  fancies,  Sybil 
went  to  rest ;  and,  dreaming,  thought  she  was  back 
at  Holy  Cross,  dressed  in  rich  white  attire,  and 
crowned  with  lilies,  while  sounds  of  music  and 
the  glitter  of  hundreds  of  tapers,  and  singing, 
were  around  and  about  her,  like  a  festival. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


THE    LIFE 
OP 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BT  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 
CHAPTER  III.— (CONTINUED.) 

Every  year,  for  a  few  days,  Eugenie  withdrew 
from  her  domestic  circle  and  her  round  of  good 
works,  to  make  a  retreat  at  the  Convent  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  where  she  was  surrounded  by  all  the 
holy  associations  of  her  happy  childhood.  At  one 
of  these  annual  retreats,  it  wasMonseigneur  Chal- 
endon  who  gave  the  spiritual  exercises,  and  as  her 
own  director  was  absent  at  the  time,  she  went  to 
confession  to  this  holy  prelate.  The  excellent  ad- 
vice he  gave  her,  and  his  clear  and  definite  an- 
swers to  her  questions  relative  to  the  religious  life, 
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induced  her  at  the  end  of  the  retreat  to  ask  leave 
to  write  and  consult  him  on  her  own  vocation. 
The  permission  was  kindly  granted,  and  from 
that  time  forward  a  correspondence  was  carried 
on  between  Monseigneur  and  Mile.  Smet. 

In  that  month  of  November,  which  proved  an 
epoch  in  her  life,  she  wrote  and  gave  him  an  ac- 
count of  all  that  had  passed  through  her  mind  du- 
ring the  Feasts  of  All  Saints  and  of  Alf  Souls. 
Like  the  Cure  of  Looz,  his  Lordship  strongly  com- 
mended the  pious  association  of  Intercessors  for 
the  Holy  Souls.  Like  him,  also,  he  hesitated  to  en- 
courage the  ultimate  extent  of  her  scheme.  "  Your 
zeal,"  he  wrote,  "for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  I 
highly  commend.  The  Church  offers  to  the 
devotion  of  her  children  a  variety  of  means  to 
this  end ;  you  have  obtained  both  prayers  and  alms 
for  those  poor  souls;  this  is  a  good  and  beautiful 
work.  As  to  your  idea  of  an  Order  that  would 
have  for  its  object  the  Redemption  of  the  Holy 
Souls,  even  as  the  Order  of  Mercy  was  devoted  to  the 
redemption  of  captives,  I  do  not  deny  that  there  is 
something  new  in  it,  and  attractive  to  pious  minds. 
But  the  realization  of  this  project  would  be  a 
very  difficult  matter,  unless  God  gave  you  extraor- 
dinary lights  on  the  subject.  The  good  Cure  of 
Looz  is  quite  right  in  advising  you  not  to  think 
of  founding  this  new  Order,  until  you  have  ex- 
hausted other  means  of  doing  good." 

This  answer  was  rather  depressing  than  other- 
wise to  Eugenie's  hopes;  and  if  it  had  been  any 
ordinary  good  work — if  the  Holy  Souls  had  not 
been  interested  in  the  question — she  would  have 
been  tempted  to  give  up  all  idea  of  carrying  out 
her  plan.  She  was  disappointed  to  find  that  Mon- 
seigneur Chalendon,  from  whom  she  had  expected 
a  greater  degree  of  sympathy,  seemed  to  look  upon 
her  wishes  as  the  work  of  imagination.  But  she 
fought  against  discouragement,  and  said  to  herself: 
"  This  is  indeed  a  trial,  but  if  it  is  God's  will  I  shall 
attain  my  end  in  spite  of  every  apparent  obstacle." 

No  one  at  that  time  seemed  to  think  that  she 
was  called  to  the  religious  life,  not  even  her 
friends  and  former  teachers,  the  nuns  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart.  One  of  them,  Madame  Giraud,  sister 
of  the  Cardinal  of  that  name,  says  in  a  letter  writ- 
ten on  that  subject:  "  My  dear  child,  I  do  not  tell 
you  to  be  courageous :  I  know  you  have  much  more 
courage  than  strength ;  I  am  more  inclined  to  say 
1  Spare  yourself,  and  do  not  attempt  what  you  can- 
not perform  without  excess  of  fatigue.  Activity 
is,  I  know,  the  very  soul  of  your  life,  and,  as  your 
intentions  are  all  holy,  our  Lord  will  bless  your 
efforts.  I  wonder,  with  such  a  misson  as  yours, 
that  you  venture  to  think  of  the  religious  life, 
your  position  seems  so  clearly  indicated  by  Provi- 
dence. Do,  therefore,  rest  satisfied." 


Mine.  Desmarguet  also  wrote  in  the  same  sense 
to  her  former  pupil.  It  was  only  after  she  had 
long  revolved  in  her  own  mind,  and,  as  we  have 
seen,  mentioned  her  idea  to  a  few  confidential 
friends,  that  Eugenie  at  last  spoke  of  it  to  her  con- 
fessor. When  she  had  disclosed  to  him  all  her 
thoughts  on  this  subject,  he  gave  her  an  answer 
which  filled  her  soul  with  a  wonderful  peace. 
"My  child,  I  will  pray  and  reflect  before  God  on 
what  you  have  told  me.  Nothing  is  impossible 
to  Providence,  aud  if  It  intends  to  employ  you  for 
this  work,  you  will  be  provided  with  the  means 
for  accomplishing  it."  From  that  time  forward 
she  lived  in  the  anticipation  of  what  was  gradu- 
ally engrossing  all  the  powers  of  her  soul. 

On  the  25th  of  January,  1854,  with  her  confes- 
sor's permission  she  made  ail  offering  of  her  whole 
life  to  God  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  and  at  the 
same  time,  at  her  own  impulse  and  as  it  were  un- 
consciously, made  what  is  called  in  the  Church 
the  Heroic  Act  of  Charity,  but  only  for  six 
months  in  the  first  instance.  In  her  journal  she 
wrote  the  following  words:  "I  thank  Thee,  my 
God,  for  the  grace  Thou  hast  vouchsafed  me  this 
day.  After  Holy  Communion  this  morning,  I 
made  a  vow  to  perform  all  my  actions  with  the 
intention  of  relieving  the  souls  in  Purgatory. 
For  six  months  only  have  I  been  permitted  to 
make  it,  but  I  hope  Thou  wilt  grant  me  the  happi- 
ness of  renewing  it  after  that  time,  and  then  for- 
ever." And  accordingly,  when  the  six  months  were 
over,  with  her  confessor's  permission,  she  did  bind 
herself  by  a  perpetual  vow  to  that  effect. 

The  Association  of  Prayers  begun  by  the  two 
friends,  on  the  threshold  of  their  parish  church, 
on  the  1st  of  November,  had  marvellously  suc- 
ceeded. At  the  end  of  only  three  months,  fifteen 
hundred  members  had  been  enrolled.  This  was 
a  great  consolation  to  Eugenie-in  itself,  and  was  an 
earnest  that  the  hope  cherished  in  her  inmost 
heart  was  destined  likewise  to  be  realized.  She 
asked  her  confessor  one  day  if  he  had  lost  sight 
of  her  project.  "No,  my  child,"  he  replied;  "I 
have  both  prayed  and  thought  about  it,  and  now 
want  you  to  give  me  leave  to  speak  of  it  to  the 
Dean  of  St.  Maurice."  "With  all  my  heart,"  Eu- 
genie answered,  for  she  had  the  greatest  venera- 
tion for  that  aged  and  saintly  Cure.  "  He  has 
known  me  all  my  life,  and  we  can  place  entire 
confidence  *n  his  prudence  and  piety.  I  know," 
she  added,  "  that  I  cannot  yet  expect  that  you  or  he 
will  be  able  to  tell  me  positively  what  is  God's 
will  on  this  point,  but  I  shall  be  satisfied  if  you 
do  not  think  that  I  am  losing  my  time  in  useless 
projects." 

Sometime  afterwards,  her  director  wrote  in  a 
waj-  which  showed  her  how  earnestly  he  was  re- 
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volving  in  his  own  mind  the  subject  of  her  voca- 
tion. "  I  have  seen  the  Dean  of  St.  Maurice,"  he 
tells  her;  "we  prayed  before  determining  on  the 
advice  to  give  you.  We  are  both  of  opinion  that 
the  desire  Which  you  so  earnestly  cherish  is  not 
the  work  of  your  imagination,  but  that  you  must 
wait  patiently  for  the  moment  marked  by  God's 
Providence;  and  that  if  He  really  wills  this  foun- 
dation, you  will  be  provided  with  the  means  of 
accomplishing  it.  Now,  then,  in  quietness  and 
'in  hope  meditate  on  your  projects  at  the  feet  of 
our  Lord.  These  cogitations  are  not  useless,  as 
they  may  one  day  lead  to  the  promotion  of  His 
Divine  glory." 

Happy  in  the  sanction  thus  given  to  her  devout 
aspirations,  Eugenie  continued  the  practical  part 
of  her  work.  One  of  her  great  objects  was  to  pop- 
ularize devotion  to  the  Holy  Souls,  and  she  taught 
all  the  pious  poor  in  her  neigborhood  to  say  on 
their  beads  the  Acts  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity, 
with  that  intention.  The  constant  use  of  these 
prayers  had  the  twofold  advantage  of  gaining  nu- 
merous indulgences  applicable  to  the  dead,  and 
of  impressing  on  the  minds  of  ignorant  persons, 
many  of  them  unable  to  read,  the  theological  vir- 
tues contained  in  those  Acts. 

She  printed  also  many  thousand  copies,  for  dis- 
tribution, of  the  Heroic  Act  of  Charity,  and  gave 
away  an  innumerable  quantity  of  pictures  illustra- 
tive of  the  delivery  of  the  Holy  Souls  through  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  On  the  back  of  the 
pictures  were  inscribed  the  words:  "Oh,  good 
and  most  sweet  Jesus!"  These  pious  publica- 
tions are  even  now  continually  reprinted  and  dis- 
seminated in  France. 

We  have  dwelt  on  Eugenie  Smet's  peculiar  at- 
traction towards  the  work  for  the  Holy  Souls,  and 
her  tender  love  and  intimate  confidence  in  her 
whom  she  always  called  "The  Queen  of  Purga- 
tory " ;  we  will  now  say  a  few  words  on  her  ardent 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  From  a  child 
she  had  felt  this  attraction,  and  her  faith  had  sug- 
gested to  her  a  number  of  pious  practices  con- 
nected with  our  Lord's  sacramental  presence  of 
the  Altar.  When  the  priest  replaced  the  chalice  in 
the  tabernacle  after  Benediction,  she  used  to  ask  the 
Divine  Prisoner  to  shut  up  her  soul  and  those  of 
her  friends  with  Himself  in  that  sacred  captivity; 
and  when  the  chalice  was  again  withdrawn  from 
its  abode,  to  be  removed  to  another  altar,  she  fol- 
lowed our  Lord  in  spirit  with  all  those  she  men- 
tally included  in  that  spiritual  procession.  She 
had  made,  when  a  child,  a  little  prayer  for  these 
occasions.  "My  dear  Lord,"  she  was  wont  to  say, 
"  I  desire  to  be  shut  up  with  Thee  forever ;  lock 
me  up  in  Your  Divine  Heart,  and  let  my  penance 
last  forever ! " 


On  one  occasion,  at  Looz,  she  planned  on  a  very 
magnificent  scale  a  function  in  honor  of  the  Feast 
of  Corpus  Christi.  The  banners,  the  garlands  of 
flowers,  the  temporary  altars,  exceeded  in  beauty 
and  variety  everything  that  had  ever  been  seen  in 
that  part  of  the  country.  Amongst  other  things, 
she  erected  an  avenue  of  fir-trees,  on  the  way  to 
the  church,  an  enterprise  which  necessitated  the 
removal  of  some  of  the  paving-stones  in  the  public 
road. 

It  never  occurred  to  her  that  this  would  offend  the 
authorities  of  the  place, — a  want  of  forethought 
somewhat  extraordinary  in  France,  where  the  fear 
of  the  mayor  and  the  municipal  council  supplies 
the  place  of  many  other  fears.  She  was  denounced 
to  the  tribunal  of  the  department,  and  informed 
that  an  accusation  was  lodged  against  her.  The 
affair  was,  however,  allowed  to  drop.  The  mayor 
and  even  the  prefect  may  have  felt  afraid  of  en- 
gaging in  the  lists  with  Mile.  Eugenie,  whose 
popularity  would  have  arrayed  on  her  side  almost 
all  the  inhabitants  of  Looz. 

The  intended  Fete  was,  however,  doomed  to  be 
an  occasion  of  merit  instead  of  a  gratification  to 
the  pious  zeal  of  the  projector.  The  weather 
proved  so  unpropitious  that  it  was  impossible  to 
carry  out  its  details,  and  the  procession  could  not 
even  leave  the  church.  Everyone  grieved  espec- 
ially for  Mile.  Eugenie's  great  disappointment. 
"To  work  so  hard  for  weeks,"  they  said,  "and 
then  no  result  after  all." 

They  did  not  know  that  in  offering  up  this,  in 
its  way,  severe  mortification,  with  a  contented  heart, 
which  acquiesced  in  the  least,  as  in  the  greatest, 
trials  ordained  by  Providence,  she  whom  they 
were  sorry  for  was  perhaps  obtaining  greater  re- 
sults than  if  her  efforts  to  honor  her  Lord  by  a 
little  outward  token  of  love  had  been  crowned 
with  full  success. 

When,  that  year,  the  month  of  November — the 
anniversary  of  her  definite  conception  of  her  vo- 
cation— arrived,  she  made  new  efforts  to  spread 
her  beloved  devotion.  A  friend  to  whom  she  had 
spoken  in  confidence  of  her  thoughts  and  of  her 
hopes,  sent  her  at  that  time  a  little  book  called 
"Month  of  the  Souls  in  Purgatory."  As  she 
opened  it,  great  was  her  surprise  to  find  in  the 
prayer  appointed  for  the  21st  of  November  a  peti- 
tion which  showed  that  the  desire  of  her  heart 
had  already  been  felt  and  expressed  by  other  pious 
souls.  Those  who  know  the  sort  of  emotion  which 
these  kind  of  coincidences  awaken,  when  we  are 
nursing  some  cherished  projects  in  the  secret 
depths  of  our  hearts,  will  read  with  interest  the 
prayer  in  question.  "  Oh,  God  the  Holy  Ghost! 
Thou  hast  at  different  times  inspired  the  founda- 
tion of  a  number  of  Religious  Orders, 'to  supply 


264 


JLv&  Maria. 


the  various  needs  of  the  Church  Militant  on  earth. 
O  Father  of  Lights,  we  implore  You,  out  of  zeal 
and  compassion  for  the  dead,  to  raise  in  behalf  of 
the  suffering  portion  of  the  Church  an  Order  de- 
voted to  the  relief  and  deliverance  of  the  souls  in 
Purgatory.  Thou  alone,  creating  Spirit,  canst  in- 
spire the  foundation  of  such  a  congregation,  one 
so  well  adapted  to  the  furtherance  of  the  greater 
glory  of  God,  and  which  we  shall  never  cease  to 
pray  for." 

Strange  sympathies  these  are  which  run  through 
the  hearts  and  the  minds  of  the  children  of  the 
Catholic  Church !  Strange  bonds  of  union  between 
souls  far  apart,  and  with  no  other  tie  uniting  them 
than  what  that  glorious  Faith  whispers  to  a  good 
nun  in  her  convent,  as  in  the  case  of  the  devotion 
to  the  Sacred  Heart, — nay,  to  a  young  girl  at  school, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  dedication  of  the  month  of 
July  to  the  Precious  Blood  of  onr  Saviour.  A 
thought — then  a  prayer — then  a  desire — then  a 
hope — then  a  practice — which,  when  watered  with 
tears,  when  sanctified  by  humiliations — when  tram- 
pled under  foot  until  such  sweetness  has  exhaled 
from  it  that  its  Divine  origin  can  no  longer  be 
mistaken — grows  into  a  devotion,  and,  blest  by  our 
Mother  the  Church,  takes  a  place  amongst  the  ever 
old  and  ever  new  ways  of  showing  our  love  to 
Jesus. 

Perhaps  the  writer  of  that  prayer  in  the  little 
book  for  the  Holy  Souls,  and  Eugenie  Smet,  never 
knew  each  other  by  name  in  this  world ;  but  who 
can  doubt  that  in  heaven  there  will  be  a  blessed 
recognition  of  the  common  though  different  work 
they  were  engaged  in  on  earth, 

[TO    BE  CONTINUED.] 


Easter  Martyrs. 

In  the  year  459,  Easter  Sunday  fell  upon  the  5th 
of  April.  The  Church  in  Africa  was  then  stifFer- 
ing  persecution  from  the  Vandals  ;  they  were 
Arians,  and  had  been  brought  into  the  country  by 
their  kings,  Genseric  and  Hunneric.  The  Catholics 
of  the  city  of  Regia  were  assembled  in  the  church 
for  the  celebration  of  the  Resurrection,  and  in 
order  to  keep  out  the  heretics  they  had  closed  the 
doors.  The  Arians,  marshalled  by  one  of  their 
priests,  forced  an  entrance,  and  rushed  in,  bran- 
dishing their  swords.  At  that  very  moment  a 
lector  was  singing  the  Alleluia ;  an  arrow  shot  by 
one  of  the  barbarians  pierced  his  throat ;  he  fell, 
and  finished  his  song  in  heaven.  The  Vandals  fell 
upon  the  faithful,  and  the  church  streamed  with 
blood.  They  dragged  others  from  the  holy  place, 
and  executed  them  by  order  of  their  cruel  king. 
The  holy  martyrs  are  honored  by  the  Church  on 
the  5th  of  April. 


Confidence  in  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

BY  E.  K.  F. 

Of  all, the  devotions  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
none  seem  so  soothing  to  the  weary-hearted,  so  in- 
viting to  the  struggling  mortal,  or  so  encouraging 
to  the  erring,  as  the  beautifal  love  for  the  Blessed 
Virgin  which  the  Church  teaches. 

"Refuge  of  sinners!  Comforter  of  the  afflicted! 
Help  of  Christians! — Pray  for  us!"  These  are 
ejaculations  which  were  learned  at  our  mothers' 
knees,  and  they  have  a  power  which  enters  into 
the  depths  of  our  nature  as  if  they  were  an  an- 
gel's song  which  echoed  undyingly  in  our  .souls, 
soothing  our  hearts  with  sweetest  melody,  ena- 
bling us  to  break  away  from  earth  and  drown  our- 
selves in  those  deep  waves  of  minds  forever. 

"O  Lord,  increase  our  faith."  Lustreless  in- 
deed is  man's  life  without  perfect  faith  in  Christ 
and  tender  loye  for  His  Blessed  Mother.  Some 
there  are  in  this  wicked  age  of  distrust  who  seek 
to  teach  false  lessons  of  wisdom,  instilling  the 
poison  of  doubt  into  the  minds  of  the  young,  de- 
priving them  of  the  soul's  brightest  jewel — inno- 
cent faith. 

When  we  meet  those  who  speak  disrespectfully 
of  Mary— ridiculing  the  belief  of  the  Church  in 
her  purity  and  sanctity — we  know,  alas!  that  the 
beautiful  light  of  faith  has  never  dawned  upon 
these  benighted  souls,  and  that  the  poor  aban- 
doned spirits  are  drifting  madly  on  to  eternity 
with  no  saving  anchor  at  the  helm. 

Who  of  us  do  not  remember  the  exquisite  happi- 
ness we  experienced  in  the  years  of  our  childhood 
as  we  lisped  forth  innocent  prayers  to  Our  Holy 
Mother,  pouring  forth  our  little  sorrows;  begging 
her  sweet  maternal  care  ? 

M  Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us !"  How 
sweetly  the  sound  of  this  oft-repeated  simple  prayer 
now  echoes  in  our  souls !  Has  any  joy  the  knowl- 
edge of  life  has  since  given  us  been  equal  to  that 
once  known  when  we  offerecl  our  humble  petitions 
at  the  foot  of  the  altar  ? 

Then  when  we  wandered  from  the  holy  teachings 
of  our  blessed  childhood — when  lesser  years  slipped 
by  and  we  learned  in  the  bitterness  of  our  hearts 
the  sinfulness  of  the  world — when  we  lost  the  lit- 
tle trust  we  once  had  in  things  not  true,  how  earn- 
estly we  turned  to  Mary,  our  sweet  Virgin  Mother, 
for  comfort ! 

The  children  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church— the 
Christians  who  believe  in  the  protection  of  Mary, 
her  intercession  with  her  Blessed  Sou  for  suffering 
mortals,  have  a  sweet  mission ;  for  the  earth  bears 
floating  on  her  bosom  co-partners  in  grief  to  whom 
the  name  of  Heaven's  Queen  is  unknown.  Only 
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think  of  it,  children  of  Mary !  sorrowing  and  suffer- 
ing alone,  without  the  consolation  of  &  faith  which 
teaches  us  to  stand  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross  with 
Mary,  who  soothes  and  softens  the  pain  of  the  tor- 
tured heart,  and  burning  brain!  Then,  happy 
faith-gifted  ones,  while  you  thank  God  for  the  price- 
less boon,  fail  not  to  make  your  crown  more  glo- 
rious by  teaching  the  unbelieving  sufferer  the  sweet 
comfort  of  faith  and  trust  in  the  Blessed  Mother 
of  God,  Heaven's  Immaculate  Queen. 


The  Freemasons. 

From  the  admirable  Pastoral  Letter  of  the  Rt. 
Rev.  Bishop  of  Natchitoches  (which,  by  the  way, 
we  regret  exceedingly  not  to  be  able  to  reproduce 
entire)  we  translate  a  few  paragraphs  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Freemasonry : 

It  is  a  society,  compact,  in  spite  of  its  dissemina* 
tion  over  the  globe ;  it  mingles  with  all  other  soci- 
eties without  belonging  to  any,  and  is  a  power 
above  all  powers  except  that  of  God.  Freema* 
sonry  is  not  only  a  danger,  but  the  most  formida- 
ble of  dangers  to  civil  as  well  as  religious  society. 
It  has  been  many  times  anathematized,  and  a 
thousand  times  deserving  of  if.  Blind  is  he  who 
does  not  see  it.  The  generic  name  which  this  ex- 
ecrable sect  has  assumed  is  Freemasonry;  the 
name  that  belongs  to  it  by  its  nature,  and  from  its 
author,  is  Destruction.  The  obscure  child  of  Pro- 
testantism and  infidelity,  it  saw  its  cradle  guarded 
by  German  Lutherans  and  Scotch  Puritans.  En- 
veloped in  mystery,  it  quickly  grew;  and  at  the 
end  of  the  last  century  it  felt  itself  strong  enough 
to  preside  over  the  saturnalia  and  massacres  of  '93. 
When  the  Great  Captain  commissioned  by  Provi- 
dence to  bring  order  out  of  the  revolutionary 
chaos  marched  bravely  to  supreme  power,  it  pre- 
sented itself  before  him  on  his  way.  The  eagle 
eye  of  Napolen  soon  descried  it:  instinctively  he 
hated  it;  and,  accustomed  to  conquer,  he  swore  to 
overcome  it  or  crush  its  power,  but  he  did  neither 
the  one  nor  the  other.  It  escaped  his  grasp.  Un- 
der cover  of  inpenetrable  darkness  it  busied  itself 
in  multiplying  and  organizing  its  forces,  and 
when. the  Great  Captain  had  fallen,  its  lodges  had 
already  covered  Europe.  Under  the  name  of  Lib- 
eralism— the  true  name  of  which  is  Irreligion — it 
presided  for  fifty  years  over  the  chambers,  the 
ministry,  the  university,  and  the  high  departments 
of  the  administration.  It  made  those  laws  and  or- 
dinances by  which  from  year  to  year  it  multiplied 
the  fetters  destined  to  restrain  the  liberties  of  the 
Church,  to  oppose  its  progress;  and  instead  of  the 
queen  which  God  had  made  her,  as  the  only 
spouse  of  His  Son,  to  reduce  her  to  the  rank  of  a 
vile  slave,  like  the  Russian  and  English  Churches. 


Vainly  did  another  Bourbon  strive  to  stay  the  tor 
rent  of  impiety  which  had  characterized  the  reign 
of  his  brother— it  was  too  late.  He  was  obliged 
to  go  into  exile  by  a  mob  perverted  by  Free- 
masonry; and  then,  under  the  protection  of  a 
son  of  a  regicide,  it  raised  up  the  Grand-Orient 
of  French  Lodges.  At  the  date  of  this  terrible 
epoch — an  epoch  which  seems  to  us  but  as  yester- 
day— God  alone  could  have  arrested  the  progress  of 
the  sect,  which  was  ever  increasing  its  ranks  from 
all  the  elements  of  corruption  of  which  the  world 
is  filled,  and  even  calling  to  itself  a  multitude  of 
Christians,  honest,  but  weak  in  faith,  seduced  by 
the  mask  of  philanthropy,  benevolence  and  prog- 
ress, with  which  it  presented  itself  to  them ;  or 
attracted  by  the  desire  of  worldly  preferment  and 
the  lust  of  gain.  Ten  years  ago,  before  the  great 
events  which  at  one  time  changed  the  face  of  so- 
ciety in  Europe,  it  was  not  by  dozens  of  thousands 
that  Freemasonry  counted  its  members,  but  by 
millions;  and  though  with  a  number  so  imposing, 
yet  small  and  always  limited  has  been,  and  still  is, 
the  number  of  those  who  alone  possess  the  secrets 
of  the  final  object  of  the  organization.  This  ser- 
vile mass  of  men,  of  all  classes,  bound  by  oaths  the 
import  of  which  they  are  ignorant,  is  in  their  hands 
a  formidable  power. 

After  having  overthrown  the  dynasty  of  Naples, 
effaced  the  principalities  of  Parma  and  Florence 
as  being  too  devoted  to  the  Head  of  the  Church, — 
after  having  for  the  same  reason  raised  upon  the 
ruins  of  the  Catholic  throne  of  Spain  a  republic 
to  its  own  image  and  after  its  own  heart,  and 
having  despoiled  the  Holy  Father  of  the  greater 
part  of  his  possessions  to  hand  them  over  to  the 
cupidity  of  the  Sub- Alpine  king,  one  of  its  crowned 
slaves  ;  after  having  seized  upon  the  reins  of  all 
Governments,  not  exempting  these  of  the  two  Am- 
ericas, the  sect  has  arrived  at  the  apogee  of  its 
power.  It  remains  for  it  now  to  consolidate  and 
unmask  itself  boldly  in  face  of  the  world  before  un- 
dertaking publicly  and  seriously  the  gigantic  war 
against  Christ  and  His  Church,  the  first  phases  of 
which  we  have  seen.  It  did  this  five  years  or 
more  ago,  by  an  act  which,  if  we  except  a  few 
serious  men,  escaped  general  observation  on  ac- 
count of  the  indifference  which  characterizes  our 
age.  When,  on  the  8th  of  December,  1869,  under 
the  presidency  of  Pius  IX  the  Church,  represented 
by  the  Bishops  of  the  entire  world  assembled  from 
all  parts  of  the  universe,  and  at  the  voice  of  the 
Prince  of  pastors  opened  at  the  Vatican  its  august 
sittings — the  greatest  the  Christian  world  has  ever 
seen — to  judge  the  monstrous  errors  of  modern 
times,  and  to  point  out  to  the  public  mind  the  foun- 
dations on  which  rest  the  infallibility  of  Christian 
faith  and  the  integrity  of  evangelical  morality,  on 
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the  same  day,  at  the  same  hour,  under  the  name  of 
an  Anti-Council,  the  Sect  solemnly  opened  the  first 
of  its  sessions,  under  the  presidency  of  Ricciardi, 
to  renew,  after  more  than  eighteen  centuries,  the 
condemnation  of  the  Pretorium  and  the  San- 
hedrim against  the  Son  of  God,  to  spit  upon  and 
buffet  Him,  crowning  Him  with  thorns,  and  ex- 
posing Him  in  derision  to  the  blasphemies  of 
sinners,  and  to  repeat  the  cry  of  the  deicidal 
Jews :  We  will  not  have  Him  reign  over  us.  To 
this  truly  diabolical  orgy  were  called,  and  came, 
seven  hundred  delegates  from  the  great  lodges  of 
the  United  States,  Mexico,  Brazil,  Asia,  Africa, 
and  all  the  kingdoms  and  principalities  of  Europe. 
A  disturbance  caused  by  the  imprudence  of  one 
of  the  delegates  of  the  assembly  forced  the  police 
to  dissolve  it.  Though  their  plans  of  action  had 
been  frustrated,  yet  the  president  had  time  to  make 
them  known  to  the  delegates,  as  we  see  them  to- 
day exposed  under  our  eyes,  and  to  proclaim  the 
principles  adopted  by  the  Anti-Council.  During 
our  stay  in  Rome  we  copied,  verbatim,  the  decla- 
rations published  by  the  Masonic  organ  of  Flor- 
ence; and  we  believed  that  it  would  be  useful  to 
the  faithful  to  make  known  at  least  the  principal 
ones,  that  they  might  understand  the  intensity  of 
the  hatred  which  the  sect  bears  to  the  Church  of 
Christ,  the  infernal  end  it  proposes  to  itself,  and 
the  justice  of  the  anathemas,  pronounced  against  it 
by  the  Sovereign  Pontiffs  who  sat  in  the  chair  of 
Peter  since  it  has  existed.  The  first  declaration  of 
Masonic  principles,  signed  by  all  the  committees 
of  the  Anti-Council,  is  thus  laid  down:  "The  under 
signed,  delegates  from  the  different  nations  of  the 
civilized  world,  assembled  at  Naples  to  take  part 
in  the  Anti-Council  affirm  the  following  principles. 
They  proclaim  liberty  of  reason  against  religious 
authority,  the  independence  of  man  against  the 
despotism  of  the  Church  and  the  state,  free  schools 
against  the  institution  of  the  clergy;  they  recog- 
nize no  other  basis  of  human  belief  than  science ; 
they  proclaim  man  free,  and  the  necessity  of  abol- 
ishing every  Church ;  woman  should  be  free  from 
the  bonds  which  the  Church  and  Legislature  op- 
pose to  her  full  development;  morality  should  be 
completely  independent  of  religious  instruction." 
Another  declaration,  presented  by  one  of  the  dele- 
gates from  the  Grand  Lodge  of  the  capital  of  one  of 
the  greatest  empires  of  Europe,  adopted  by  accla- 
mation, and  countersigned  by  the  president,  is  still 
more  explicit.  It  contains  the  following:  Free- 
thinkers recognize  and  proclaim  liberty  of  con- 
science ;  they  consider  science  as  the  only  basis 
of  faith,  and  consequently  reject  every  dogma 
based  upon  any  revelation  whatsoever.  They 
claim  that  instruction  in  every  form  should  be 
gratuitous,  obligatory,  and  exclusively  laical  and 


materialistic  in  regard  to  philosophical  and  relig- 
ious questions — considering  that  the  idea  of  God  is 
the  source  and  support  of  all  despotism  and  ini- 
quity, considering  that  the  Catholic  religion  is  the 
most  complete  and  most  terrible  personification  of 
this  idea,  that  the  collection  of  its  dogmas  is  the 
negation  of  society,  free-thinkers  assume  the  obli- 
gation of  working  for  the  prompt  and  radical  ab- 
olition of  Catholicity  and  its  annihilation  by  all 
means,  even  that  of  revolutionary  force. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

[Correspondence  of  the  AVE  MARIA.] 
Once  more  has  the  voice  of  the  "  august  Pontiff  of 
sorrows"  resounded  in  the  Consistorial  hall  of  the 
Vatican,  and  once  more  are  his  words  re-echoing  far 
and  wide  over  the  face  of  the  globe.  Our  evangelical 
brethren  who  preached  in  this  very  city,  four  years 
ago,  that  the  Papacy  had  received  its  death-blow  when 
the  temporal  power  fell,  have  at  last  begun  to  per- 
ceive that  it  is  one  of  the  peculiar  and  noble  charac- 
teristics of  the  Roman  Catholic  faith  to  assert  itself 
more  openly  at  the  very  moment  when  all  the  powers 
of  earth  and  hell  seem  to  have  crushed  it  forever. 
The  Allocution  whic)j  the  Pope  delivered  before  the 
Sacred  College  of  Cardinals  on  last  Monday  is  another 
proof  to  the  Ncros  and  Diocletians  of  our  day, — who 
persecute  the  Church,  not  with  the  sword  and  the 
torch,  but  with  a  moral  force,  sustained  by  physical 
strength — that  the  Church  is  not  what  they  have 
complacently  styled  it  of  late,  an  idea;  but  a  palpable, 
lasting  reality.  Perhaps  we  can  have  no  more  ade- 
quate description  of  the  persecution  which  is  carried 
on  against  the  Church  to-day  than  that  which  the 
Venerable  Vicar  himself  gives  us,  when  he  says  that 
the  peculiarly  aggravating  bitterness  of  this  present 
persecution  is  in  the  fact  that  the  persecutors  would 
even  deny  us  the  right  of  weeping  over  the  evils  of 
the  day.  When  Nero  persecuted  the  Church,  he  made 
no  attempt  to  conceal  it.  There  was  a  straightfor- 
ward barbarity  in  his  tyrannical  decrees  which  makes 
him  appear  now  a  model  of  frankness,  albeit  cruel, 
when  compared  with  the  hypocritical,  equivocating 
monarchs  of  to-day,  who  call  upon  the  sacred  name 
of  justice  in  every  wicked  statute  and  law  which  is 
enacted  to  the  detriment  of  the  Spouse  of  Christ. 
His  Holiness  proceeds  to  say  that  for  the  avowed 
enemies  of  the  Church  to  act  in  this  manner  does  not 
excite  any  surprise,  but  that  Italy,  upon  whose  soil 
the  Supreme  CatTiedraof  divine  teaching  was  planted, 
should  rise  up  and  repudiate  the  benignant  Mother, 
who  gave  birth  to  the  laud  in  the  Gospel,  is  truly 
heart-rending.  He  then  reviews  some  of  the  machi- 
nations of  the  Italian  Government  to  undermine  the 
foundation  of  the  Church,  and  consequently  of  society ; 
and  chief  among  these,  and  the  most  bitterly  to  be  la- 
mented, he  enumerates  the  system  of  education  now 
in  vogue  here,  which  excludes  the  Church  from  all 
possible  influence  in  educational  institutions;  and, 
taking  the  child  in  its  tenderest  years,  trains  it  up  ac- 
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cording  to  the  maxims  of  the  age,  to  the  utter  exclu- 
sion of  faith  and  religion.  Even  the  education  of  can- 
didates for  the  holy  ministry  is  subject  to  the  cruel 
laws  of  the  state;  and  as  though  this  were  not  suffi- 
cient, the  military-conscription  laws  drag  the  young 
Levites  from  the  very  sanctuary,  thus  making  it  al- 
most an  impossibility  to  recruit  the  ranks  of  the 
clergy.  He  then  comments  on  the  pamphlets  which 
have  lately  been  published  in  England,  the  tenor  of 
which  is  to  make  it  appear  before  the  world  that  the 
decrees  of  the  Vatican  Council  are  nothing  but  the 
attempts  of  an  ambitious  clique  to  establish  a  suprem- 
acy over  the  world.  He  mentions  the  late  attempt 
of  Bismark  to  exercise  a  political  influence  upon  the 
next  Conclave  for  the  election  of  his  successor,  and 
takes  occasion  to  praise  the  zeal  and  learning  of  the 
German  Bishops,  who  in  their  recent  declaration  gave 
to  the  world  a  noble  vindication  of  Catholic  trtith,and 
to  himself  and  the  Church  at  large  an  occasion  to  re- 
joice. The  penal  laws  which  were  enacted  within  the 
last  week  in  the  Italian  Senate,  for  the  punishment  of 
ecclesiastics,  he  pronounces  as  a  violation  of  the  di- 
vine right  which  God  conferred  upon  the  Church  of 
preaching  the  Gospel  to  the  whole  world,  and  com- 
plains that  even  his  own  discourses  are  subject  to  the 
censorship  of  a  jealous  Government. 

In  the  face  of  all  these  evils,  and  when  the  struggle 
waxes  warm  and  fierce,  it  is  his  duty,  he  continues,  to 
reinforce  the  ranks  of  the  Sacred  College,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  men  who  have  been  shining  lights  in  the 
Church,  both  on  account  of  their  ecclesiastical  zeal, 
their  learning,  and  the  fortitude  with  which  they  have 
already  signalized  themselves  in  defending  the  cause 
of  the  Church.  This,  coupled  with  the  desire  he  enter- 
tained of  showing  those  churches  from  which  he  chose 
the  new  candidates,  that  he  nourished  a  special  affec- 
tion and  solicitude  for  them,  prompted  him  to  create 
Cardinals  of  the  Holy  Roman  Church  the  six  illustrious 
Prelates  who  are  already  known.  Five  of  them  have 
been  enrolled  in  the  Order  of  Cardinal  Priests.  They 
are:  Archbishop Giannelli,  Archbishop  Ledochowski, 
Archbishop  Manning,  Archbishop  McCloskey,  and 
Archbishop  Deschamps.  Monsignor  Bartolini  has  been 
created  Cardinal-Deacon.  In  addition  to  these,  hia 
Holiness  announced  that  he  had  reserved,  in  petto,  five 
other  Cardinals,  whose  creation  would  take  place  when 
he  should  judge  it  expedient.  In  case  he  should  die 
before  that  event,  he  declared  that  their  names  would 
appear  in  his  last  will  and  testament,-  and  ordained, 
moreover,  that  they  should  enjoy  the  right  of  active 
and  passive  election  in  the  nomination  of  his  suc- 
cessor. On  the  following  morning,  the  four  new  Car- 
dinals who  assisted  at  the  Consistory,  Giannelli,  Barto- 
lini, Deschamps,  and  Manning,  received  the  Cardinal's 
Cap  from  the  hands  of  the  Pope,  and  after  having 
kissed  his  foot,  in  token  of  attachment  to  his  sacred 
person,  they  took  their  places  among  the  other  Car- 
dinals. The  Ablegate  who  has  been  appointed  to 
carry  the  brief  and  cap  to  the  Archbishop  of  New  York, 
left  here  on  Friday.  He  will  sail  from  Havre  in  one  of 
the  steamers  of  the  Compagnie  Oenerale  Transatlantiqiie. 
He  also  carries  with  him  the  briefs  of  appointment 
and  palliums  for  the  four  recently  nominated  Arch- 


bishops of  Philadelphia,  Boston,  Milwaukee  and  San- 
ta Fe. 

His  Holiness  has  also  written  a  letter  to  the 
Bishops  of  Germany,  in  which  he  praises  them  highly 
for  the  noble  declaration  which  they  published  on  the 
decrees  of  the  Vatican  Council,  after  the  appearance 
of  Bismark's  Circular  letter  on  the  future  Conclave. 
He  says  that  their  exposition  of  the  decrees  is  in  ac- 
cordance with  sound  doctrine;  and  in  connection  with 
this  fact,  he  repudiates  as  a  foul  slander  the  assertion 
made  by  some  of  the  German  papers  that  the  Bishops 
had  interpreted  the  Vatican  decrees  in  a  sense  which 
is  strongly  at  variance  with  the  teaching  of  the  Apos- 
tolic See. 

In  the  midst  of  so  much  labor,  it  is  a  matter  of  no 
small  surprise  to  the  most  indifferet  admirer  of  Pius 
IX  how  his  health  continues  to  be  so  good.  In  ad- 
dition to  all  the  duties  of  his  Pontificate,  he  grants 
audiences  daily.  Only  this  morning  he  celebrated 
Mass  in  the  great  hall  of  the  Consistory,  and  distrib- 
uted Holy  Communion  to  every  member  of  his  house- 
hold— Prelates,  Chamberlain,  Swiss  Guards,  and  gens- 
cTarmes.  He  appears  at  the  audiences  leaning  on  a 
stick,  but  when  he  rises  to  make  a  short  address, 
as  is  his  invariable  custom,  he  lays  it  aside;  and  as  a 
blush  of  holy  excitement  mantles  on  his  beautiful 
countenance,  you  behold,  not  the  Venerable  Pastor 
of  eighty-three  years  of  age,  but  a  strong  man  in 
whom  the  spirit  of  God  seems  to  live  bodily,  thus 
giving  him  a  vigor  and  an  energy  rarely  to  be  met 
with  in  men  who  have  passed  the  grand  climacteric. 

The  penal  laws  which  were  the  subject  of  discus- 
sion in  the  Senate  last  week  have  been  enacted,  de. 
spite  the  rigorous  protest  of  the  Bishops  of  Turin, 
Vercelli,  Genoa,  and  Novara.  The  Senate  objected  to 
giving  a  hearing  to  the  protest,  because,  whatever 
they  might  do  in  the  case  of  a  petition  or  a  memorial, 
it  was  beneath  their  dignity  to  be  influenced  by  a 
protest. 

The  Feast  of  St.  Joseph  was  celebrated  as  a  public 
festival  in  deference  to  Garibaldi,  whose  name  is 
Joseph.  This  is  but  one  of  the  inconsistencies  of  the 
times,  and  especially  of  Garibaldi.  He  blasphemes 
God  and  his  Saints,  as  do  most  of  his  admirers.  But  en- 
ter the  most  disreputable  cafe  in  the  Eternal  City,  in 
which  assassinations  and  conspiracies  are  hatched,  and, 
high  above  the  bust  of  the  vaunting  recluse,  with  a 
modest  light  burning  before  it,  you  will  see  the  pic- 
ture of  Mary.  The  lowest  of  the  low  may  deny  God 
in  his  actions,  but  talk  to  him  of  Mary  and  a  change 
comes  over  him  immediately.  There  is  still  one  re- 
deeming trait  in  the  character  of  these  people,  and  it 
may  save  them  from  a  catastrophe,  which  must  in- 
evitably befall  a  people  who  clamor  for  universal 
license  in  the  name  of  liberty, — their  childlike  love 
for  the  Mother  of  God.  A.  E.  J. 


ST.  BASII,  says;  "  At  the  close  of  the  day  when 
all  your  labors  are  brought  to  an  end,  before  re- 
tiring to  rest,  examine  your  conscience,  in  order 
to  know  the  faults  you  have  committed  during 
the  day. 
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Catholic  Notes. 

There  are  twenty-six  vacant  Episcopal  Sees  in 

Spain. 

The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Cleveland  has  published 

the  Jubilee. 

Father  Bourke,  O.  P.,  it  is  said  will  return  to 

the  United  States. 

The  Italian  Government  has  robbed  the  Church 

of  480,000,000  francs  since  1867. 

The  colored  congregation  of  St.  Francis  Xa- 

vier's,  (Catholic),  Baltimore,  numbers  3,000. 

The  fierceness  and  extent  of  the  German  perse- 
cution is  depicted  by  Lady  Fullerton  in  a  letter  to  the 
London  Tablet. 

Monsignor  Nardi  is  engaged  writing  a  series  of 

articles  upon  Mr.  Gladstone's  "Vaticanism,'' in  the 
Voce  della  Veritd. 

Four  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  francs  have 

been  collected  in  France  for  the  completion  of  the 
fine  Cathedral  of  Limoges. 

Healy's  famous  painting  of  Pope    Pius  IX  is 

now  on  exhibition  in  Baltimore,  and  is  attracting 
crowds  of  delighted  visitors. 

The  proposed  Catholic  Orphan  Asylum,  at  La- 
fayette, Indiana,  will  rank  among  the  finest  struc- 
tures in  that  city.  Its  cost  will  reach  $80,000. 

Advices  from  Rome  say  the  Papal  Nuncio  to 

Spain  left  the  Vatican  for  Madrid,  bearing  instructions 
to  the  Spanish  clergy  to  strive  for  the  restoration  of 
peace. 

A  new  Catholic  paper  will  appear  soon  in  Rome. 

It  will  be  called  the  Papa,  and  its  editor  is  Mgr. 
Tripepi,  one  of  the  most  learned  ecclesiastics  in  the 
Holy  City. 

Rev.  Gordon  Thomson,  M.  A.,  curate  of  Christ's 

Church,  Albany  St.,  London,  has  sent  a  letter  of  resig- 
nation to  his  bishop,  announcing  his  conversion  to 
Catholicity. 

The  conference  of  Roman  Catholic  Bishops  at 

Fulda  has  closed.  A  message  was  received  from  the 
Pope,  giving  the ,  Bishops  his  blessing  and  urging 
them  to  persevere. 

It  is  our  painful  duty,  says  the  Liverpool  Catho- 
lic Times,  to  record  the  death  and  funeral  of  Mr.  T. 
Richardson,  the  eminent  Catholic  publisher,  of  Derby, 
and  Capel  Street,  Dublin. 

Copies  of  the  address  which  German  Catholics 

propose  to  present  to  the  Pope  continue  to  be  seized, 
and  the  circulators  punished  by  the  police  authorities 
wherever  they  are  met  with. 

Senator  Johnson  has  presented  a  beautiful  ban- 
ner to  the  Sodality  Silver  Band  of  Memphis,  Ten- 
nessee. The  Ex-President  is  much  respected  by  the 
Catholics  of  Tennessee.  He  was  a  stern  opponent  of 
the  old  Know-Nothing  movement. 

It  is  mentioned  as  something  unusual  that  the 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Nottingham,  England,  performed 
the  ceremony  of  washing  the  feet,  this  year,  on 
Maundy-Thursday.  It  is  done  in  many  places  in  the 
United  States. 

A  decree  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites 

has  just  appeared,  in  which  the  devotion,  "from  time 


immemorial,  to  the  Blessed  Servant  of  God,  Agnes, 
daughter  of  Premislaus  Ottocais,  King  of  Bohemia, 
and  member  of  the  Order  of  Poor  Clares,"  is  approved. 

The    Catholic  Review  suggests   that  American 

Catholics  make  this  year  remarkable  by  pilgrimages 
to  the  Holy  City.  Gratitude  for  the  honor  shown  to 
our  country  in  sending  her  a  Cardinal's  hat  demand's 
this  expression  of  attachment  and  devotion  to  the 
Holy  See. 

They  are  proposing  to  erect  around  the  Church 

of  Paray-le-Monial  a  series  of  chapels,  each  of  which 
is  to  belong  to  a  separate  nation  and  to  be  built  at  its 
expense.  The  money  to  defray  the  building  of  that 
of  Italy  has  already  been  promised  by  the  Catholic 
societies  of  Rome,  Florence,  Milan,  Bologna,  and 
Naples. 

In    1840  the   only  Catholic   churches  in   New 

Jersey  were  St.  John's,  of  Paterson;  St.  John's,  of 
Madison;  St.  Peter's,  of  Jersey  City;  and  St.  Paul's 
of  Belleville.  According  to  the  Catholic  Almanac  for 
1875  there  are  in  the  same  vicinity  one  hundred  and 
fifteen  churches  and  thirty-two  stations.  In  1840  there 
were  but  five  priests  where  at  present  we  find  one 
hundred  and  twenty.  New  Jersey  is  not  alone  in  this 
wonderful  increase. 

A  horrible  case  of  fanaticism,  superinduced  by 

spirit-rappings,  says  the  N.  0.  Morning  Star,  is  now 
undergoing  investigation  in  Havana.  Pinar  Del  Rio, 
a  mother,  believing  she  was  acting  by  the  orders  of 
the  spirits,  tore  out  the  eyes  of  her  son,  and  afterwards 
attempted  to  tear  out  her  own.  This  she  did  openly, 
as  a  solemn  sacrifice,  in  presence  of  the  other  women 
of  the  family,  who  prayed  in  a  loud  voice  while  it  was 
going  on.  All  the  parties  have  been  arrested.  A  ter- 
rible warning! 

The  Polish  colony  of  Paris  has  recently  sent  the 

Pope  a  handsome  sum  of  money.  A  number  of  Polish 
ladies  added  to  this  present  a  chasuable,  embroidered 
with  their  own  hands,  which  is  a  marvel  of  art  and 
beauty.  Count  Sosnonosky,  a  Polish  nobleman  resid- 
ng  in  Rome,  has  given  the  Pope  a  fine  statue  of  the 
Mother  of  Sorrows,  which  he  sculptured  himself,  and 
ith  which  his  Holiness  was  greatly  pleased,  pronounc- 
ing it  a  masterpiece  of  art. 

Mgr.  Deschamps,  Archbishop  of  Malines,  is  the 

first  member  of  the  Order  of  St.  Alphonsus  de  Liguori 
(Redemptorists)  who  has  ever  received  the  dignity 
of  Cardinal.  Archbishop  Manning  is  the  first  con- 
vert from  Protestantism  who  has  been  admitted  to 
the  Sacred  College  ;  Dr.  McCloskey  the  first  Ameri- 
can; and  Mgr.  Ledochowski  the  third  Prelate  who  has 
been  created  a  Cardinal  whilst  in  prison,  the  other  two 
being  M«r.  Maillard  de  Tournon,  who  was  imprisoned 
in  China,  and  Bishop  Fisher,  who  was  decapitated  by 
Henry  VIII.— Catholic  Bevtew. 

The  Boston  Pilot,  speaking  of  the  new  Bishop  of 

Portland,  says:  In  losing  the  Rev.  James  A.  Healy, 
Boston  loses  one  of  her  most  beloved  priests,  and  the 
Diocese  of  Portland  gains  a  Bishop  who  will  be  nota- 
ble even  amidst  a  collection  of  the  American  Hierar- 
chy. For  many  years  past,  "  Father  James"  has  been 
at  the  front  in  every  Catholic  movement  in  Boston. 
Innumerable  have  been  the  speeches  he  has  made  to 
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Stiite  and  municipal  committees,  to  gain  some  right 

withheld  from  his  co-religionists Clear,  concis 

and  gentlemanly,  he  was  a  representative  man  of  whom 
any  community  might  well  be  proud.  The  Bishop  of 
Portland  carries  with  him  the  prayers  and  heartfelt 
sympathies  of  Boston.  Although  he  was  a  parish 
priest,  lie  was  known  in  a  peculiar  way  as  a  represent- 
ative in  every  parish  of  Boston.  This  was  natural  and 
proper:  he  was  too  large  for  parish  confines,  and 
quietly  and  unconsciously  flowed  over,  giving  the  ben- 
efit of  his  wisdom  and  experience  to  all  Catholic  move- 
ments in  the  city.  On  Sunday  last,  Father  Healy  in- 
formed the  congregation  that  with  the  services  of  the 
day  he  would  terminate  his  pastoral  charge  of  the 
parish  of  St.  James,  and  enter  upon  a  higher  but  no 
less  important  field  of  labor  in  the  diocese  of  Port- 
land. Much  as  he  had  needed  their  prayers  in  the 
past,  he  now  required  them  more  than  ever  to  aid 
him  in  the  performance  of  the  exalted  duties  of  the 

bishopric He  then  alluded  to  the  kindness  of 

his  parishioners  at  all  times,  and  said  that  if  his  ad- 
vice and  instruction  had  ever  grated  on  their  feelings 
it  was  intended  for  their  good;  and  he  asked  their 
forgiveness  for  any  seemingly  unkind  words  he  had 
uttered  while  with  them.  He  thanked  God  that  he 
left  the  parish  as  poor  a  man  as  when  he  entered  it. 
In  concluding,  he  spoke  with  great  feeling,  and  said 
he  would  bear  with  him  to  his  new  field  of  labor — 
would  always  cherish  for  his  old  congregation — the 
kindest  memories,  and  would  continue  to  pray  for 
them,  as  he  hoped  they  would  pray  for  him.  With  a 
"  God  bless  you,"  Father  James  left  the  altar  platform, 
visibly  affected,  while  the  sobs  and  tears  of  the  con- 
gregation showed  the  great  love  and  veneraion  in 
which  the  was  held  by  his  people,  and  their  deep  sor- 
row because  of  his  retirement  from  the  parish. 

Mgr.  Leo  Thomas,  Bishop  of  Rochelle,  had  an 

audience  with  the  Pope,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining 
an  Indulgence  for  sailors  in  the  Jubilee  year.  "Under 
what  conditions,"  the  Holy  Father  asked,  "is  this  In- 
dulgence to  be  gained?"  "With  the  saying  of  one 
Hail  Mary,  daily,"  replied  the  Bishop.  "  A  single  Hail 
Mary,"  interrupted  the  Pope,  "seems  to  me  to  be  too 
little.  I  remember  once,  when  I  was  Bishop,  coming 
on  a  like  errand  to  Pope  Pius  VII;  the  Pope  asked 
me  under  what  conditions  the  sailors  were  to  obtain 
the  Indulgence.  I  replied  that  in  spite  of  their  con- 
tinuous labors  the  sailors  were  ready  to  say  three  Hail 
Marys  a  day.  The  Pope  agreed;  and  I,  too,"  contin- 
ued Pius  IX,  "  think  that  your  sailors  might  do  the 
same  as  their  predecessors  did,  and  everyone  else. 
Moreover,  it  seems  to  me  that  they  might  pray  with 
greater  fervor  than  is  the  custom  nowadays." 

The  envoys  of  the  Holy  Father  are  receiving  ev- 
ery mark  of  honor  from  the  Catholic  citizens  of  New 
York.  Though  in  a  strange  land,  they  are  made  to 
feel  at  home.  From  the  moment  of  their  embarka- 
tion in  Europe  they  were  the  guests  (through  the  St. 
Michael's  Association)  of  Cardinal  McCloskey.  The 
first  sight  which  met  their  eyes  on  their  arrival  in  New 
York  harbor  must  have  been  a  pleasing  surprise.  The 
Stars  and  Stripes  and  the  beautiful  standard  of  the 
Holy  Father  floating  together  in  the  breeze  proclaimed 


to  the  representatives  of  the  Holy  See  how  general 
was  their  welcome  and  the  liberty  of  the  Church  in 
the  land  of  Columbus.  Major  Keily,  in  an  appropri- 
ate address,  welcomed  Mgr.  Roncetti  and  his  com- 
panions to  America.  The  eminent  Prelate  in  reply  ex- 
pressed his  gratitude  for  the  reception  they  had  re- 
ceived, and  said  that  the  mission  on  which  he  came 
was  to  honor  the  distinguished  Archbishop  to  whom 
he  brought  the  insignia  of  the  cardinalate,  to  make 
known  to  the  faithful  in  America  the  affectionate  love 
which  the  Holy  Father  bears  them,  and  his  good  will 
to  our  country.  The  party  received  a  hearty  welcome 
from  the  new  Cardinal  on  their  arrival  at  the  archie- 
piscopal  residence.  The  ceremony  of  presenting  the 
zucchetto  was  privately  performed  the  following  day; 
when  appropriate  speeches  were  made.  The  absence 
of  the  venerable  Vicar-General,  caused  by  a  severe  at- 
tack of  illness,  was  much  regretted.  On  one  of  the 
last  days  of  the  month,  it  is  thought,  the  grand  cere- 
mony of  conferring  the  beretta  will  take  place.  St. 
Patrick's  Pro-Cathedral  is  named  as  the  church  se- 
lected for  this  purpose. 
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of  St.  Augustine's,  Ramsgate, — Author  of  "  The  Vat- 
ican Decrees  and  Catholic  Allegiance."  Same 
publishers. 

SUBMISSION  TO  A  DIVINE  TEACHER  NEITHER  DISLOY- 
ALTY NOR  THE  SURRENDER  OF  MENTAL  AND  MORAL 
FREEDOM.  A  Pastoral  Letter,  by  Herbert,  Bishop  of 
Salfbrd.  Same  publishers. 

MR.  GLADSTONE'S  EXPOSTULATION  UNRAVELLED.  By 
Bishop  Ullathorne.  Same  publishers. 

The  above-mentioned  books  have  justly  received 
the  highest  praise,  both  in  England  and  America. 
The  reviewers  have  left  us  nothing  further  to  say. 
We  are  glad  to  notice  that  cheap  editions  of  pop- 
ular Catholic  books  are  becoming  more  common. 
Those  published  by  the  Catholic  Publication  So- 
ciety are  neat,  cheap,  well  printed,  and  well 
bound, — just  the  kind  of  books  we  like  to  see  of- 
fered for  sale  in  the  cars,  on  steamboats,  etc. 

THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  AND  THE  DIVINA  COMMEDIA 
OF  DANTE.    Translated  from  the  Italian  by  D.  M. 
AVE  MARIA  SERIES.    Price,  30  cents. 
Our  readers  will  remember  this  admirable  trans- 
lation, which  appeared  recently  in  the  pages  of 
the  "  AVE  MARIA."      It  received  from  the  Catho- 
lic press  very  favorable  notices;    and  many,  we 
feel  sure,  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  it  is  nowrepub- 
lished  in  pamphlet  form.    We  delayed  noticing 
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this  publication  till  we  could  ascertain  where  cop- 
ies could  be  had.  The  name  of  Mr.  Thomas  But- 
ler, Catholic  Bookseller,  Fitchburg,  Mass.,  is  men- 
tioned to  us. 

BITLLA  JUBIL^EI  1875.  Seu  Sanctissimi  Domini  Nostri 
Pii  Divina  Providentia  Papa?  IX.  Epistola  Encyclica: 
Gravibus  Ecclesite,  cum  Notis  Practicis  ad  usurn 
Cleri  Americani,  Curante  A.  Konings,  C.  SS.  R. 
New  York:  Catholic  Publication  Society. 

It  is  enough  to  give  the  title  of  this  pamphlet, 
which  is  intended  for  the  clergy.  It  is  published 
by  the  Catholic  Publication  Society. 

The  April  number  of  the  Catholic  Record  is 

received ;  we  have  not  yet  found  time  to  read  it,  and 
so  can  say  nothing  by  way  of  criticism.  The  fol- 
lowing is  the  table  of  contents:  I,  Cardinal  Cul- 
len,  by  Prof.  Mulrenan;  II,  The  King  and  the 
Slave — Eleanor  C.  Donnelly;  III,  John  Maitland's 
Prayer — I,  II,  and  III — Maurice  F.  Egan;  IV, 
Miraculous  Manifestations — Mrs.  J.  R.  Hoskins; 
V,  "This  Mrs.  James"— III,  IV,  and  V— Mrs.  M. 
M.  Warde;  VI,  A  Lenten  Hymn — Edward  Rotli; 
VII,  Letters  to  a  Protestant  Friend — Tenth  Letter 
—  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Moriarty;  VIII,  A  Chapter  on 
Ecclesiastical  Architecture:  IX,  To  a  Child's  An- 
gel Guardian— A.  C.  G.  T.;  X,  The  History  of  a 
Violin;  XI,  Editorial  Notes;  XII,  New  Publica- 
tions. 

We  have  received  the  Ccecilia  for  April,  and 

are  glad  to  learn  from  its  contents  that  the  Society 
is  rapidly  becoming  popular.  The  present  num- 
ber contains  several  interesting  letters.  Owing 
probably  to  an  oversight  in  mailing,  our  copy  had 
no  musical  supplement. 

Some  other  notices  of   New  Publications  are 

crowded  out  this  week. 


Belig-ious  News. 

On  Wednesday  morning,  3tst  ult,  at  the  Convent 
chapel  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Most  Holy  Names  oi Jesus 
and  Mary,  was  performed  one  of  those  imposing  cere- 
monies peculiar  to  the  Catholic  Church — the  reception 
into  the  Order  of  three  younar  ladies — Miss  Alodie 
Beauchamp,  who  took  the  religious  habit  and  received 
the  name  of  Sister  Mary  Zenobia;  Miss  Anna  Costello, 
who  made  her  profession  and  who  will  hereafter  be 
known  as  Sister  Mary  James;  and  Miss  Virginia  Mc- 
Dermott,  who  also  made  the  final  vows  and  is  hence- 
forth Sister  Mary  Stephen. — Catholic  Sentinel,  Portland, 
Oregon. 

ORDIXATIONS. 

The  following  gentlemen,  members  of  the  Society 
of  Jesus,  were  ordained  on  April  1st,  at  Woodstock 
Scholasticate,  Md.,  by  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Bayley: 
Wm.  H.  Sumner,  Baltimore;  Patrick  H.  Toner,  Phila- 
delphia; Edward  J.  Devitt,  Boston;  Wm.  F.  Scanlan, 
Boston;  Francis  W.  McLaughlin,  Boston;  Francis  J. 
O'Neil,  Boston;  Wm.  T.  Whiteford, Baltimore;  Charles 


H.  Heichemar,  Bradford  Co.;  Pa.,  Aloysius  Averbeck' 
Cincinnati;  John  J.  Stephens,  Cincinnati;  Theophilus 
A.  Van  de  Moortel,  St.  Louis;  Joseph  E.  De"sy,  Mont- 
real.   ^ 

Obituary. 

Rev.  Patrick  Brady,  Pastor  of  St.  James'  Church, 

Cnzenovia,  Madison  County,  formerly  assistant  pastor 
at  St.  Mary's  Church,  Albany,  died  at  Cazenovia,  N.  Y., 
Monday  evening,  March  22. 

REV.  GEORGE  A.  HAMILTON",  Pastor  of  St.  Mary's 

Church,  Lafayette,  Ind.,  a  cousin  of  the  late  Arch- 
bishop Spalding,  died  last  Thursday,  April  8th,  aged 
56  years.  The  deceased  built  seven  churches  in  In- 
diana, and  was  formerly  a  missiouer  in  the  State  of 
Illinois.  He  had  said  Mass  at  the  altar  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  on  the  morning  of  his  death,  and  under  the 
same  altar  his  body  now  reposes.  His  funeral  was 
largely  attended,  by  Protestants  as  well  as  Catholics. 
The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne,  Very  Rev.  J.  Ben- 
oit,  V.  G,  Rev.  P.  J.  Colovin,  C.  S.  C.,  President  of  the 
University  of  Notre  Dame,  and  several  of  the  Rever- 
end Clergy,  were  present,  'though  many  were  pre- 
vented from  attending  on  account  of  the  Sunday  ser- 
vices in  their  respective  parishes.  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Dwenger  preached  the  funeral  oration. 

SISTER  AGXES  (Mary  Mueller),  one  of  the  School 

Sisters  of  Notre  Dame,  who  have  charge  of  the  St.  Jo- 
seph Asylum,  in  the  Fourth  District,  departed  this  life 
on  the  7th  inst.,  aged  forty-eight  years.  She  entered 
the  Order  of  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  in  1852,  at  the 
Mother  House  in  Milwaukee,  was  professed  in  1854,  and 
was  sent  to  New  Orleans  in  1857. 

Miss  MARGARET  WHITTT,  of  Edina,  Knox  Co., 

Mo.,  died  April  6th,  after  a  brief  but  severe  illness  of 
seven  days,  which  she  bore  with  unfailing  patience.  In 
her  death  was  exemplified  that  "  as  our  lives  are,  so 
shall  our  deaths  be."  The  life  as  well  as  the  death  of 
this  truly  devoted  client  of  our  Blessed  Mother  was  the 
edification  of  all  who  knew  her.  Calmly  confiding  in 
the  intercession  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph, 
and  trusting  in  the  mercy  of  her  Redeemer,  she  re- 
signed her  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  Creator.  The  de- 
ceased was  a  life-subscriber  to  the  AVE  MARIA. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  31sT  OF  MARCH  TO  THE  7TH  OF  APRIL. 

One  hundred  and  twenty  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  seventy-nine  new  associates  have 
been  enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  fifty- 
three  individuals  and  fifteen  families;  fifty-two  sick 
persons  have  been  recommended;  special  favors  have 
been  asked  for  sixteen  individuals,  one  congregation, 
one  community,  one  First-Communion  class  and  three 
families. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "I  should  have  added  my  testimony  ere  this, 
that  a  year  ago  I  was  entirely  cured  of  severe  rheuma- 
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tism  in  the  knee-joint,  which  was  of  three  years'  dura- 
tion, threatening  to  make  me  a  cripple.  May  our  dear 
Mother  receive  endless  praises  for  her  great  love!" 
....  "I  am  happy  to  state  that  the  woman  afflicted 
with  cancer  for  whom  I  asked  prayers  and  some  of  the 
water  of  Lourdes  has  got  relief."  ...  "I  gave  some 
of  the  miraculous  water  iu  a  tumbler  of  water  to  a 
man  given  to  liquor:  now  he  is  attending  to  his  busi- 
ness. I  also  gave  some  to  a  girl  who  had  a  bad  burn 
in  her  arm.  The  moment  I  applied  the  water  the 
pain  ceased."  ....  "I  return  thanks  for  a  favor  ob- 
tained through  the  prayers  of  the  Association,  which 
is  the  conversion  of  two  persons,  who  approached  the 
Sacraments  this  morning — Easter  Sunday."  .  ...  "I 
can  find  no  words  to  express  my  gratitude  for  the 
blessed  water  which  you  sent  me  a  week  ago.  When 
the  first  vials  reached  me,  or  shortly  after,  my  mother 
was  taken  very  sick;  fever  appeared  to  be  setting  in, 
and  the  doctor  said  if  it  did  that  nothing  could  pre- 
vent a  hemorrhage.  She  was  very  weak.  I  gave  her 
a  few  drops  of  the  water  every  day,  and  gave  her  up 
entirely  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  From  that  time  she 
continued  to  improve  daily,  and  is  now  almost  entirely 
well.  Oh,  I  feel  that  a  whole  lifetime  will  be  too  short 
to  be  spent  in  thanksgiving  to  our  heavenly  Mother 
for  so  signal  a  favor!"  ....  "My  mother  has  had  a 
complaint  for  the  last  twelve  years,  causing  her  inces- 
sant pain,  until  a  few  days  ago.  At  that  time  a  lady 
gave  her  a  little  of  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes, 
which,  thanks  be  to  God  and  His  blessed  and  holy 
Mother,  has  given  her  much  relief.  " 

•OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half  of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  JOHN  GEN- 
NIS,  of  Lodi,  111.,  a  member  of  the  Association,  who  died 
the  1st  of  April;  he  had  all  the  consolations  of  our 
holy  religion  and  died  a  happy  death;  MRS.  BRIDGET 
CREIGHTON,  of  Memphis,  Tenn.,  who  died  lately,  after 
a  long  illness;  MR-.  HENRY  CARRIGAN,  of  Philadel- 
phia, Pa.  BROTHER  ALPIIECS,  of  the  Congregation 
of  the  Holy  Cross,  who  died  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  on 
the  1st  of  April,  fortified  by  the  last  rites  of  Holy 
Church. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


AT  the  hour  of  death  we  should  not  wish  to 
have  our  life  prolonged  in  order  to  do  penance  for 
our  sins;  to  accept  death  with  perfect  resignation 
out-weighs  all  other  penance — St.  Liguori. 


ST.  GREGORY  THE  GREAT,  once  officiating  in 
the  Church  of  St.  Mary  Major  at  Rome,  on  Easter 
Sunday,  having  sung  the  words  Pax  Domini  sit 
semper  vobiscum,  a  choir  of  angels  in  sweetest 
melody  responded  Et  cum  spiritu  tuo.  The  next 
year  the  chanters  awaited  the  angelic  response, 
but  the  favor  was  not  renewed.  For  several  cen- 
turies, however,  it  was  the  custom  in  this  church 
to  make  no  answer  to  the  usual  greeting  of  peace. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Miss  Longworih. — "  From  the  earliest  times, 
Venice  was  placed  under  the  special  patronage  of 
St.  Mark  the  Evangelist, — and  the  winged  lion, 
which  you  know  is  his  emblem,  was  adopted  by 
the  Venetians ;  it  was  embroidered  on  their  stand- 
ards, and  stamped  on  their  coins.  There  is  an  old 
tradition,  that  St.  Mark  in  his  lifetime  visited  Ven- 
ice, then  a  number  of  uninhabited  islands,  and  the 
Holy  Spirit  told  him  that  a  fair  city  should  there 
rise  up,' which  should  be  placed  under  his  invoca- 
tion, and  over  which  he  from  his  throne  in  heaven 
should  watch;  and  within  her  walls  should 
be  built  a  magnificent  church,  within  whose 
shrine  should  his  body  rest.  How  like  the1  tale  of 
them  that  dream  would  such  words  have  seemed 
to  the  Saint,  had  he  not  known  how  mighty  things 
are  brought  to  pass  by  Almighty  God!  St.  Mark 
won  the  crown  of  martyrdom  at  Alexandria,  and 
his  body  was  preserved  in  a  church  in  that  city. 
In  A.  D.  827  this  church  was  pulled  down,  and 
the  Venetians  obtained  possession  of  these  prec- 
ious relics.  They  carried  them  on  board  secretly, 
for  the  Turks  would  certainly  have  robbed  them, 
had  they  discovered  the  secret.  A  violent  storm 
came  upon  them,  and  the  vessel  was  on  the  point 
of  being  lost,  when  by  the  captain's  side  suddenly 
stood  St.  Mark,  and  he  guided  the  ship  till  the 
danger  was  "over." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Edith,  "  that  they  sent  a  boat 
off,  as  they  neared  the  city,  to  tell  the  people  what 
was  coming." 

"  I  suppose  they  did,"  answered  Miss'Longworth, 
"for  history  tells  us  that  the  people  went  out  in 
great  pomp  to  receive  their  beloved  Saint,  and 
with  what  great  joy  and  devotion  they  welcomed 
him  to  their  shores.  But  now  comes  the  story  why 
Venice  is  called  the  'Bride  of  the  Sea.'  Are  you 
tired,  or  would  you  like  to  hear  ?" 

"  Oh,  we  are  not  at  all  tired,"  said  the  children. 

"  But,  perhaps,"  replied  Edith,  "you  are  of  talk- 
ing, Miss  Longworth." 

But  Miss  Longworth's  smile  said  she]  was  not, 
and  she  went  on. 

"  As  years  passed  by,  Venice  grew  in  power  and 
wealth;  her  chief  glory  was  in  her  navy,  and  her 
riches  arose  from  her  commerce.  Venice  was  the 
port  for  all  ships  trading  between  AsiaJandJEurope. 
Perhaps  you  canPtell  me,  Alice,  when  this 
coutinued,^and  why?" 


Maria. 


"  Oh,  because  the  Portuguese  found  out  the  pas- 
sage by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope." 

"Yes,  that  was  it;  but,  however,  for  many  hun- 
dred years  Venice  was  the  universal  resort.  She 
acquired  possessions  on  the  mainland — Padua, 
Verona,  Vicenza,  and  many  other  of  the  great 
towns  in  the  northeast  of  Italy;  and  many  on  the 
opposite  coast  of  the  Adriatic  fell  under  her  domin- 
ion :  she  became  an  important  state  in  Europe. 
I  must  tell  you  that  Venice  was  governed  by  a  re- 
public, that  means — " 

Rose. — "  That  they  had  no  king  or  queen." 

"  And,"  added  Alice,  "  the  people  elected  men, 
who  chose  one  head  to  govern  them." 

"This  they  did,"  continued  Miss  Longworth; 
"  but  this  head  was  called  Duke,  or  Doge,  and  he 
was  treated  with  all  the  state  of  a  king ;  but  when 
he  died,  the  kingdom  did  not  descend  to  his  chil- 
dren. The  year  1177  was  one  of  great  distress 
for  Holy  Church.  On  the  death  of  the  Pope 
(Adrian  IV)  a  conspiracy  was  raised  to  place  a 
false  Pope  upon  the  throne.  The  name  of  the  true 
Pope  was  Alexander  III.  The  anti-pope  had  two 
votes  only  in  the  conclave,  or  council  of  cardinals, 
•who  elect  the  Popes ;  however,  he  declared  him- 
self Pope.  Having  obtained  the  assistanceof  Fred- 
eric Barbarossa,  the  powerful  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many, he  succeeded  in  driving  the  lawful  Pope 
into  exile.  For  twenty-five  years  was  the  Vicar  of 
Christ  exposed  to  every  kind  of  persecution.  Fred- 
eric's army  was  victorious,  and  he  became  flushed 
with  his  success:  every  town,  either  in  the  Empe- 
ror's dominion,  or  fearing  his  vengeance,  was  for- 
bidden to  receive  the  Pope  within  its  walls.  He 
was  compelled  to  fly  to  Venice,  whose  Govern- 
ment up  to  this  time  had  remained  neutral.  Alex- 
ander arrived  at  Venice  in  disguise,  and  concealed 
himself  in  a  monastery ;  it  is  said  he  passed  the  first 
night  in  the  porch,  and  that,  after  being  received 
into  the  house,  he  served  as  scullion  in  the  kitchen. 
Other  historians  deny  this,  and  say  he  was  only 
disguised  as  a  simple  priest.  In  a  few  days,  the 
Doge  and  council  heard  who  was  within  their 
walls ;  and  now  they  could  hesitate  no  longer,  but 
must  decide  which  side  of  the  quarrel  to  take.  It 
is  quite  true  that  the  Emperor  was  a  formidable 
enemy  to  their  state,  and  if  he  became  master  of 
Lornbardy  and  the  States  of  the  Church,  Venice 
would  not  remain  long  unsubdued ;  however,  we 
must  not  rob  them  of  the  praise  justly  due  to  them 
for  the  prompt  honor  and  assistance  they  rendered 
to  the  Holy  Father.  The  Doge  came  in  state  to 
the  monastery,  and  conveyed  Alexander  to  his 
palace,  where  he  was  attended  with  the  respect 
and  reverence  due  to  him.  An  embassy  was  at 
once  despatched  to  the  Emperor,  requiring  him  to 
acknowledge  Alexander's  rights;  and  Frederic, 


burning  with  pride  and  indignation,  sent  back 
this  answer:  'Return,  and  acquaint  your  prince 
and  senate,  that  Frederic,  the  Roman  Emperor,  de- 
mands from  them  a  fugitive  and  a  foe.  "Unless 
they  forthwith  deliver  him  tome, in  chains  and  as 
a  captive,  I  denounce  war  against  them.  Xo 
treaty,  no  law  of  nations,  shall  avail  in  their  de- 
fence if  they  refuse ;  and  neither  God  nor  man 
shall  avert  my  vengeance.  I  will  press  them  both 
by  sea  and  land;  and.  little  as  they  may  expect 
such  punishment,  I  will  not  stop  till  I  have  planted 
my  victorious  eagles  on  the  gates  of  St.  Mark.' 

"And  so,  he  uttered  the  impious  boast;  and 
the  angels  listened,  and  drew  the  closer  round  the 
Anointed  of  the  Lord,  the  brave,  enduring  old  man 
who,  feeble  as  he  was,  held  the  keys  of  heaven  in 
his  hand ;  and  they  waited  to  see  how  God  should 
make  the  weak  things  of  this  world  confound  the 
strong.  The  Venetians  were  not  dismayed  at 
Frederic's  proud  message. 

"  The  consciousness  of  the  holiness  of  their 
cause  increased  a  courage  in  which  they  were  sel- 
dom wanting  at  any  time.  Rapid  preparations  for 
war  were  made,  and  the  Doge  lani  declared  he 
would  head  the  fleet  in  person.  The  Emperor's 
fleet  was  headed  by  his  son  Otho,  and  consisted 
of  sixty-five  galleys,  while  the  Venetians  could 
scarcely  assemble  half  that  number;  but  they  had 
the  powerful  weapon  of  the  pontifical  blessing,  and 
the  Doge's  good  sword  was  girded  on  by  the  hands 
of  the  Holy  Father  Himself.  The  fleets  met  off 
the  Istrian  coast,  between  Pirano  and  Parenzo. 
The  wind  was  in  favor  of  the  Venetians,  and  after 
a  fierce  contest  of  six  hours  they  gained  a  com- 
plete victory.  Two  galleys  were  destroyed,  forty- 
eight  captured,  and  Otho,  the  Emperor's  son,  be- 
came their  prisoner.  Joyfully  the  conquerors  re- 
turned home,  and  ready  to  welcome  them  was  the 
Holy  Father;  and  no  sooner  had  laui  touched  the 
land,  and  knelt  at  his  feet,  than  the  Pope  gave  to 
him  a  ring  of  gold,  saying,  'Take  this  ring,  and 
with  it  take,  on  my  authority,  the  sea  as  your  sub- 
ject. Every  year,  on  the  return  of  this  happy  day, 
you  or  your  successors  shall  make  known  to  all 
posterity  that  the  right  of  conquest  has  subjugated 
the  Adriatic  to  Venice,  as  a  spouse  to  her  husband.' 

"There  was  nothing  hereafter  that  the  Venetians 
valued  more  tenaciously  than  this  privilege.  They 
had,  indeed,  a  just  pride  in  remembering  how  no- 
bly they  had  earned  it. 

[TO    BE   CONTINUED.] 

•*-»-*• 

""WHEN  you  work  to  amend  a  fault,  do  not  lose 
heart.  If  you  break  your  resolution  once,  twice, 
or  thrice,  or.twenty  times,  rise  again — resume  your 
struggle,  and  you  will  surely  be  victorious." — St. 
John  Chrysostom. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Month  of  Mary. 

Before  commencing  the  exercises  which  we 
propose  to  follow  during  this  month,  would  it  not 
be  well  to  ask  why  is  this  called  the  Month  of 
Mary?  what  is  the  end  of  this  devotion?  and  what 
advantages  can  we  derive  from  it? 

The  Month  of  Mary,  as  we  all  know,  is  the 
month  of  May,  which  pious  custom  has  consecra- 
ted to  honor  the  Holy  Virgin  in  a  more  special 
manner  than  during  rest  of  the  year.  But  why 
is  the  month  of  May  chosen  in  preference  to  any 
other  month  ?  We  can  give  many  reasons.  May 
is  the  month  of  flowers,  the  part  of  the  year  when 
earth  promises  us  its  treasures;  the  Holy  Virgin 
having  been  to  the  world  the  announcement  of  the 
coming  of  its  Saviour,  she  is  called  by  the  Church 
Mystical  Rose;  it  is  a  tribute  due  to  her  to  conse- 
crate the  flowers  of  our  gardens  to  the  adornment 
of  her  altar. 

The  end  of  the  Month  of  Mary  is  to  honor  this 
most  Holy  Virgin,  and  to  increase  our  love  for 
her.  And  who  then  is  this  Holy  Virgin,  whom  at 
this  time  the  whole  Catholic  world  unites  to  honor, 
and  whose  protection  it  invokes  ?  She  was  chosen 
by  God,  from  all  eternity,  to  be  the  Mother  of  His 
Son,  who  was  to  become  Man  to  save  us.  For  this 
cause  she  was  preserved  from  the  stain  of  original 
sin,  in  which  we  are  all  born.  It  was  in  her 
womb  that  the  Son  of  God,  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
was  to  assume  a  body  like  ours,  and  for  that  reason 
she,  in  coming  into  this  world,  was  preserved  pure 
and  spotless.  She  nourished  Him  with  her  vir- 
ginal milk,  she  watched  over  His  Infancy,  she 
took  part  in  His  labors,  she  consented  to  His  death, 
and  thus  it  was  that  she  participated  in  the  work 
of  our  salvation.  It  was  because  the  death  of 
Jesus  Christ  was  to  save  us  that  Mary  could  behold 
His  sufferings,  could  witness  the  death  of  her  only 
Son  with  so  much  courage ;  she  is  then  our  Mother 
at  the  same  time  that  she  is  the  Mother  of  God. 


Do  we  need  other  motives  than  these  to  induce  us 
to  consecrate  to  her  our  hearts,  and  to  decide  us  to 
honor  and  serve  her  by  every  means  in  our  power? 
We  know  now  what  is  the  end  of  the  Month  of 
Mary,  it  remains  for  us  to  examine  in  what  con- 
sists this  devotion,  and  how  it  can  be  of  advantage 
to  us. 

For  all  Christians,  the  devotion  of  the  Month  of 
Mary  consists  in  consecrating  each  day  some  little 
time  to  practices  in  her  honor.  Those  among  us 
who  can  should  assist  at  the  daily  public  devo- 
tions in  church, — an  advantage  that  should  be 
most  gratefully  seized,  because  the  united  prayers, 
made  by  all  assembled  at  the  foot  of  her  altar,  are 
most  pleasing  to  our  Mother,  and  most  sure  to 
profit  our  own  souls  by  their  certainty  of  gaining 
her  protection.  Yet  many  may  be  hindered  by  j  ust 
reasons  from  taking  part  in  these  meetings  so 
fruitful  in  graces;  important  business  engage- 
ments, the  care  of  children  or  the  sick,  or  other 
calls  of  charity,  legitimately  dispense  from  the 
public  services;  but  surely  none  of  these  reasons 
need  hinder  any  person  from  making  at  least  some 
little  prayer  in  her  honor,  in  addition  to  his  usual 
morning  devotion  and  petitions  for  help  and  pro- 
tection ;  and  certainly  every  one  can  have  a  pic- 
ture or  statue  of  our  Lady  in  some  place  of  honor, 
and  by  adorning  it  and  offering  flowers  through 
this  month,  prove  his  desire  to  make  himself 
agreeable  to  her ;  all,  in  short,  can,  before  retiring 
to  rest,  cast  themselves  on  their  knees  before  this 
image  and  recite  some  little  prayer  to  Mary. 
These  simple  practices  are  easy  for  all. 

There  is  yet  another  way  of  honoring  the  Holy 
Virgin  more  especially  in  the  power  of  every 
one,— it  is  to  offer  a  sacrifice.  What  is  undenia- 
bly the  most  pleasing  to  her  is  the  correction  of 
our  faults ;  it  is  not  meant  that  we  should  under- 
take the  extirpation  of  all  that  is  wrong  in  our- 
selves in  one  month, — that  would  be  far  beyond 
our  strength,— but  that  we  should  take  some  one 
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fault,  and  that  the  one  our  conscience  tells  us 
gives  her  the  most  dissatisfaction  to  see  in  us. 
Against  this  we  must  declare  war,  and  so  strive 
that  not  a  day  of  this  blessed  month  shall  pass 
without  our  having  made  some  progress  in  cor- 
recting it.  This  practice  is  one  that  nothing  need 
prevent  any  one  from  following,  and,  assuredly, 
the  most  acceptable  that  it  is  in  our  power  to  offer 
to  the  most  Holy  Virgin. 

We  see,  then,  in  what  consists  the  devotion  of 
the  Month  of  Mary,  and  we  may  imagine  how 
greatly,  and  in  how  many  ways,  its  practice  will 
conduce  to  our  advantage.  It  obtains  for  us  the 
particular  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  it 
helps  us  to  make  ourselves  pleasing  to  God,  and 
destroys  in  our  souls  that  which  displeases  Him. 

We  should,  therefore,  commence  the  Month  of 
Mary,  by  praying  with  all  our  hearts  to  the  Holy 
Virgin  that  she  will  aid  us  to  pass  it  well,  by  de- 
termining in  our  minds  what  practices  we  will 
offer  this  month,  and  by  promising  faithful  perse- 
verance in  them. 


The  Angelas. 
No.  XXVII. 


We  have  now  spoken  of  the  two  constituent  ele- 
ments of  the  Angelus,  the  prayer  and  the  sound  of 
the  bell.  Four  things  remain  to  be  spoken  of:  first, 
the  sentiments  with  which  we  should  recite  the  Ange- 
'««;  secondly,  the  manner  in  which  our  forefathers 
recited  it;  third,  tJie  unhappiness  of  those  who  do  not 
reeite  it;  fourth,  tlie  necessity  for  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury to  take  up  its  recitation.  We  have  therefore 
come  to  treat  of  a  very  practical  subject,  and  con- 
sequently one  of  the  greatest  importance,  and  re- 
quiring strict  attention. 

The  sentiments  with  which  we  should  recite  the 
Angelus  are:  joy,  gratitude,  respect  and  confi- 
dence. 

Joy. — What  do  we  do  when  we  recite  the  Ange- 
lusf  We  remind  the  Blessed  Virgin  of  the  most 
delightful  moment  of  her  existence;  the  moment 
when  the  ambassador  of  the  Adorable  Trinity 
came  to  announce  to  her  the  Incarnation  of  the 
Eternal  Word  in  her  virginal  womb.  She  has 
herself  said  to  a  saintly  soul:  "Whenever  I  hear 
the  lAve  Maria,1  I  am  filled  with  joy,  and  am  dis- 
posed to  grant  whatever  is  asked."  The  child 
that  loves  its  mother  tenderly  can  never  be  hap- 
pier than  when  reminding  that  dear  mother  of  the 
happy  periods  of  her  life,  congratulating  her 
on  events  which  have  been  the  cause  of  her  glory, 
and  rejoicing  with  her.  But  how  greatly  would 
his  joy  be  increased  if  he  knew  that  the  happiness 
and  glory  of  his  mother  would  one  day  be  his  own, 


and  if  this  happiness  and  glory  would  be  without 
alloy  and  without  end;  there  would  be  no  limits 
to  the  joy  of  that  child. 

Joy  for  Mary  our  Mother,  joy  for  ourselves,  joy 
for  the  entire  world — such  is  the  first  sentiment 
we  should  have  in  reciting  the  Angelus.  Is  it  not 
natural  that  a  prisoner  condemned  to  death  and 
suddenly  restored  to  liberty  will  during  his  whole 
life  remember  with  joy  that  day  on  which  his  par- 
don was  made  known  to  him;  the  clay  on  which  he 
saw  his  chains  fall,  the  doors  of  his  prison  open, 
and  all  the  sufferings  of  captivity  and  the  fear  of 
death,  more  cruel  than  all  other  sufferings,  give 
place  to  security,  and  the  hope  of  freedom  and 
happiness  forever  certain  ? 

Every  man  is  this  prisoner.  In  reciting  the 
Angelus  he  brings  back  to  himself  the  happy  hour 
of  his  deliverance.  It  is  impossible  for  anyone 
possessed  of  a  heart  to  recite  the  Angelus  without 
an  ineffable  sentiment  of  joy. 

G-ratitude. — It  would  be  an  odious  egotism  to 
rejoice  for  a  benefit  without  feeling  grateful  to  the 
benefactor;  an  ungrateful  heart  can  never  be  a 
good  heart.  Gratitude  is  a  characteristic  of  noble 
souls.  The  Angelus,  above  all  prayers,  should  be 
accompanied  with  this  feeling  in  its  recital.  It  re- 
minds us  of  benefits  the  extent  of  which  can 
never  be  understood  either  by  men  or  angels:  the 
Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God,  the  glorification  of 
human  nature  in  Mary,  the  Redemption  of  the 
world.  We  are  reminded  at  the  same  time  how 
much  these  benefits  have  cost  the  benefactors. 
For  us,  Mary  our  Mother  became  Queen  of  Mar- 
tyrs. For  us,  her  Divine  Son,  our  Brother,  drank 
to  the  very  dregs  the  chalice  of  His  sufferings.  Is 
it  possible  then  to  recite  the  Angelus  without  be- 
ing filled  with  gratitude? 

Were  we  to  be  ungrateful  for  any  benefit  con- 
ferred upon  xis  by  our  fellow-men,  our  conscience 
would  reproach  us  and  we  would  feel  ourselves 
dishonored.  Does  ingratitude  cease  to  be  a  vice 
in  regard  to  God  ? 

Respect. — When  we  recite  the  Angelut  we  repre- 
sent the  Archangel  Gabriel.  We  do  what  he  did : 
we  repeat  the  words  that  he  uttered ;  we  place  our- 
selves in  the  presence  of  the  august  Virgin,  upon 
whom  he  dared  not  look.  What  a  noble  duty!  but 
with  what  respect  should  it  not  be  accomplished. 
The  Archangel,  astonished  at  the  salutation  which 
he  was  ordered  to  address  to  Mary,  bowed  in  ven- 
eration before  this  incomparable  Virgin.  He  saw 
before  him  the  Mother  of  his  God,  the  Queen  of 
heaven  and  earth,  the  co-redemptrix  of  the  human 
race,  the  masterpiece  of  the  All-Powerful :  he  saw 
beauty,  goodness,  perfection,  glory,  superior  to  all 
the  created  perfections  and  splendors  which  he 
had  contemplated  in  heaven. 
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The  prince  of  the  heavenly  court  recites  the  An- 
gelus  with  the  greatest  respect :  and  shall  I,  a  worm 
of  the  earlh,  recite  it  with  disrespect  or  with  dis- 
traction ? 

Confidence. — The  Blessed  Virgin,  never  neglects 
to  return  the  salutation  of  those  who  salute  her 
Her  salutation  is  always  the  granting  of  some  new 
grace.*  She  is  our  Mother,  we  are  her  children ; 
she  is  rich,  we  are  poor ;  she  is  happy,  we  are  in 
suffering.  When  the  Angelus  is  recited  faithfully, 
it  is  sufficient  to  touch  her  heart  with  the  tender- 
est  compassion.  How  many  a  sinner  owes  his 
conversion  to  the  fervent  recital  of  the  Angelical 
Salutation!  The  world  itself  would  be  saved  did 
it  but  have  recourse  to  the  maternal  intercession  of 
Mary.  Our  forefathers  well  understood  the  words 
of  Mary  to  St.  Dominic.  "  It  was  through  the 
*  Ave  Maria'  that  salvation  was  given  to  the  world, 
and  it  is  through  the  '  Ave  Maria"1  that  peace  will 
be  given  it."  Hence  it  was,  that  the  crusades 
against  the  Saracens,  the  victories  over  the  Turks, 
the  universal  peace  which  Europe  for  a  long  time 
enjoyed,  were  all  to  be  attributed  to  the  fervent 
recitation  of  this  prayer. 

Catholics  of  the  nineteenth  century,  do  we  not 
see  to-day  armed  against  the  Church,  against  soci- 
ety, against  our  souls,  enemies  more  terrible  than 
Saracens  and  Turks?  Why  do  we  hesitate  to  imi- 
tate our  fathers  and  have  recourse  to  Mary !  Is  it 
not  time  to  repeat  with  fervor  those  salutary  words 
which  were  the  signal  of  the  world's  redemption: 
"  Angelus  Domini  nuntiavit  Marice"  f 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

*  Placet  hoc  offlcium  salutatae  Virgini,  quse  procul 
dubio  salutantis  quodammodo  resalutat,votisillorum 
libcntcr  annuens,  et  •  divina  munera  clientibus  pro 
materna  fide  procurans  et  impetrans. — (Canisius — de 

Virg.  Deip.,  p.  44.) 

««>  • 

Christianity  Outside  of  the  Church. 

The  fragmentary  Christianity  which  exists  out- 
side the  unity  of  God's  Catholic  Church  has  no 
beauty  of  proportion,  no  slow  and  sure  growth  or 
development,  no  variety  of  devotions  springing 
out  of  and  interlacing  one  another,  yet  always  ex- 
actly corresponding  with  the  wants  of  every  age. 
It  is  but  an  orderless  succession  of  distorted  and 
unconnected  doctrines,  abortive  efforts,  and  stunted 

growths. 

<»          •• 

ONE  hundred  years  before  Christ,  the  famous 
Druid  priests  in  Gaul  dedicated  a  temple  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  at  Chartres,  now  a  celebrated 
shrine  of  our  Lady,  under  the  title  of  Virgini 
Parituree — To  the  Virgin  that  is  to  bring  forth  a 
child;  and  Prisons,  king  of  that  country,  publicly 
subjected  his  whole  kingdom  to  her. 


The  Month  of  Mary. 

(A  Song.) 


arc  the  leaves  and  sweet  the  flowers, 

And  rich  the  hues  of  May; 
We  see  them  in  the  garden  bowers 

And  market-panniers  gay  ; 
And  e'en  among  our  streets  and  lanes 

And  alleys,  we  descry, 
By  fitful  gleams,  the  fair  sunshine, 

The  blue,  transparent  sky. 

CHORUS. 
O  Mother  Maid,  be  thou  our  aid, 

Now  in  the  opening  year; 
Lest  sights  of  earth  to  sin  give  birth, 

And  bring  the  tempter  near. 

Green  is  the  grass  —  but  wait  awhile, 

'Twill  grow  and  then  'twill  wither; 
The  flowerets,  brightly  as  they  smile, 

Shall  perish  altogether; 
The  merry  sun,  you  sure  would  say, 

It  ne'er  could  set  in  gloom; 
But  earth's  best  joys  have  all  an  end, 

And  sin  a  heavy  doom. 

CHORUS. 

But,  Mother  Maid,  thou  dost  not  fade; 

With  stars  above  tby  brow, 
And  the  pale  moon  beneath  thy  feet, 

Forever  throned  art  thou. 

The  green,  green  grass,  the  glittering  grove, 

The  heavens'  majestic  dome, 
They  image  forth  a  tenderer  bower, 

A  more  refulgent  home  ; 
They  tell  us  of  that  Paradise 

Of  everlasting  rest, 
And  that  high  tree,  all  flowers  and  fruit, 

The  sweetest,  yet  the  best. 

CHORUS. 

O  Mary,  pure  and  beautiful, 

Thou  art  the  Queen  of  May; 
Our  garlands  wear  about  thy  hair, 

And  they  will  ne'er  decay. 

—  DR.  NEWMAN. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Sybil  arose  at  her  usual  time  the  next  morning ; 
when,  her  devotions  being  over  and  her  simple 
toilet  completed,  she  sat  down,  expecting  to  be 
summoned  every  moment  to  join  the  family,  but 
such  silence  reigned  in  the  house  that  she  opened 
her  door  softly,  to  ascertain  if  anyone  was  stirring 
of  whom  she  could  inquire  at  what  hour  they 
breakfasted.  She  saw  no  one,  however;  but  there 
were  her  trunks  in  the  hall,  close  to  her  door, 
where  they  had  been  placed  under  Mammy  Bar- 
bara's superintendence,  without  noise  or  bustle — 
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long  after  she  had  fallen  asleep — for  fear  of  dis- 
turbing her  slumbers  after  her  long  day's  jour- 
ney. 

"  I'll  do  what  I  can  before  breakfast,"  thought 
Sybil.  As  it  is  just  seven  o'clock,  I  may  have  a 
half  hour  to  unpack  and  get  some  of  my  things 
away.  Mass  is  just  over  at '  Holy  Cross,'  and  the 
girls  are  going  into  the  refectory  to  breakfast. 
Ho\v  strange  not  to  be  there, — but  here,  in  all  this 
splendor!  and  to  know  that  I  am  under  my  father's 
roof!  I  wish  I  could  feel  at  home ;  but  may  be  that 
•will  come  by-and-by." 

Sybil  unlocked  her  trunks  and  set  them  open ; 
then  her  first  care  was  to  look  after  a  certain  prec- 
ious package  that  contained  an  alabaster  statue  of 
the  Virgin  Mother, — the  parting  gift  of  her  aunt, 
the  Mother-Superioress  of  the  Convent;  she  quickly 
found  it;  and  laying  it  upon  her  bed,  proceeded 
to  open  the  straw  in  which  it  was  so  carefully 
packed,  unwound  the  thick  layers  of  soft  white 
•wool  that  wrapped  it,  then  removed  the  fine  linen 
napkin  that  was  folded  around  it,  and  there  was  her 
treasure  unharmed.  She  raised  it  up,  and  as  a 
slant  ray  of  sunshine  touched  the  sweet  carven  faces 
of  Mother  and  Child  with  radiance,  they  seemed  to 
smile  upon  her ;  then  she  hastened  to  place  it  in 
the  niche  which  by  a  loving  Providence  had  been 
left  vacant  for  her  to  furnish;  by  a  devout  im- 
pulse she  pressed  her  lips  to  the  sandalled  feet  of 
the  blessed  image  of  her  who  had  been  the  holy  of 
holies  in  Avhich  God  Himself  had  abode,  her  hu- 
manity the  veiled  Tabernacle  of  the  Most  High; 
the  feet  that  had  supported  the  sinless  body  in 
whose  arms  and  on  whose  bosom  the  Redeemer  of 
the  world  had  been  enthroned;  the  feet — so  faith- 
ful and  humble — that  never  tired  of  serving  and 
following  Him,  from  the  Manger  to  the  Cross. 
Not  that  these  mystical  thoughts  passed  through 
Sybil's  mind  at  that  instant,  any  more  than  a  child 
calls  up  in  review  all  that  the  maternal  love  is  to 
its  existence  whenever  it  is  impelled  by  a  senti- 
ment which  is  the  accumulation  of  everything  it 
would  express,  to  show  by  some  spontaneous  caress 
the  depth  of  its  gratitude  and  tenderness. 

And  how  lovely  the  chaste  image — graceful  and 
correct  in  every  line,  yet  rendered  by  the  cunning 
of  the  sculptor's  art  most  spirit  uelle  and  holy  in 
expression — looked  against  the  delicate  neutral 
background  of  the  niche !  Flying  to  her  trunk, 
Sybil  found  the  paper  box  containing  her  pressed 
autumnal  leaves,  dried  grasses  and  ferns,  immor- 
telles and  brightly-tinted  vines ;  these  she  deftly 
and  tastefully  arranged,  some  within  the  arch,  in 
graceful  vases  of  bisque  that  she  had  brought  from 
her  dear  Convent  home,  others  over  the  arch  of  the 
niche  and  trailing  down  its  sides,  all  intermingled 
with  the  rich  scarlets,  bronze-hued  and  crimson- 


veined  forest  leaves,  with  palmlike  ferns  and  feath- 
ery grasses,  in  a  way  she  had  learned  when  per- 
mitted to  assist  in  decorating  the  sacred  places  for 
the  festivals  at  "  Holy  Cross." 

By  the  time  Sybil  finished,  and  saw  that  there 
was  nothing  wanting  in  the  beautiful  effect  pro- 
duced, her  room  was  flooded  with  sunshine ;  it  was 
eight  o'clock.  She  did  not  know  that  Mammy 
had  been  waiting  for  the  past  hour  to  hear  the  first 
tinkle  of  her  bell,  to  come  in  and  make  her  fire — 
which  however  had  not  burnt  out,  but  emitted 
sufficient  heat  from  the  still  glowing  coals  to  pre- 
vent her  feeling  chilled;  indeed  Sybil  had  not 
observed  the  heavy  blue  and  silver  bell-cord,  with 
its  rich  tassel,  that  hung  near  her  bed ;  and  even 
had  she,  all  unused  to  such  luxuries  as  she  was, 
she  would  not  have  known  for  what  purpose  it 
was  intended;  bxit  she  began  to  feel  a  little  fidgety 
again,  for  fear  they  might  be  waiting  breakfast  for 
her,  and  that  her  not  coming  down  would  incom- 
mode and  displease  her  stepmother;  and  yet,  with 
a  natural  impulse  of  shyness,  she  concluded  to 
wait  a  little  longer,  hoping  that  somebody  would 
come  to  her.  She  unpacked  her  trunks,  and  put 
her  things  away  in  the  neat  order  she  had  been 
taught  at "  Holy  Cross,"  by  which  time  it  was  nine 
o'clock ;  then,  quite  desperate  as  well  as  hungry, 
she  determined  to  wait  no  longer,  but  ran  down 
stairs  to  the  dining-room,  where  she  saw  no  prep- 
arations for  breakfast,  the  table  being  entirely 
bare ;  and  she  imagined  that  it  was  over,  and  every- 
one gone.  But  while  standing  there  in  utter 
perplexity,  she  heard  some  one  poking  at  a  fire  in  an 
adjoining  room,  which  was  separated  from  the  one 
she  was  in  only  by  rich  crimson  draperies,  looped 
back  in  heavy  folds  against  each  side  of  a  wide, 
communicating  doorway.  She  stepped  through, 
and  found  herslf  in  a  cosy,  beautiful  apartment — 
small  in  proportion  to  the  others  in  that  great 
wilderness  of  a  house — in  the  centre  of  which  a 
round  table  was  spread;  a  bright  sea-coal  fire 
glowed  and  purred,  and  a  respectable-looking  el- 
derly servant-man  was  busy  with  a  feather  brush 
dusting  some  dainty  Sevres  ornaments  on  the 
mantel-piece. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  am  late  for  breakfast! "  said  Sybil 
to  the  servant,  who  had  not  seen  her  enter. 

"  Oh ! — I  beg  your  pardon — you  be  Miss  Weston, 
I  suppose,  Miss.  I'se  mighty  glad  to  see  you 
home ! "  said  the  old  fellow,  starting  around  as  the 
gentle  voice  broke  the  silence. 

"Thank  you,"  said  Sybil,  with  a  smile,  and 
holding  out  her  hand,  which  was  taken  and  held 
and  shook  with  the  most  reverential  yet  hearty 
welcome,  while  the  dusky  face  that  bowed  over 
it  was  wrinkled  into  a  thousand  smiles.  "But 
will  you  tell  me,  please,  where  everybody  is  ? " 


Ave  Maurice,. 


277 


"Yes,  Miss;  set  down,  Miss,"  he  said,  drawing 
a  chair  to  the  table.  "  I'm  Peter,  Miss,  at  your 
service.  You  see,  Miss,  Madaint  has  her  coffee  in 
her  room,  and  doesn't  breakfast  till  'bout  'leven 
o'clock ;  Miss  Edyth  ai'ays  takes  her  meals  in  the 
nussery — " 

"But  my  father,  Peter:  has  he  breakfasted?" 

"Bless  you,  Miss,  Mr.  Weston  he  eats  his  break- 
fast at  eight  o'clock,  reg'lar;  then  he  goes  right 
away  to  the  bank.  Will  you  choose  tea  or  coffee, 
Miss?  The  rolls  and  the  vmleWc  sovjfiy  will  be  on 
the  table  in  a  minute." 

"Cottee,  if  you  please,"  said  Sybil,  wishing  that 
her  father  had  left  just  one  little  word  for  her,  to 
show  that  he  remembered  she  was  there.  Then 
she  wondered  if  he  woukl  not  let  her  breakfast 
with  him  every  morning,  thinking  how  lonely  it 
must  be  for  him  to  be  taking  his  first  meal  with- 
out a  soul  near  him  to  speak  to.  But  how  could 
she  ever  venture  to  propose  such  a  thing  to  him 
and  he  so  unapproachable?  It  was  very  evident 
to  her  that  her  presence  was  in  no  way  to  disturb 
the  established  order  of  things  in  this  grand  house- 
hold; so,  having  blessed  herself  with  the  sacred 
Sign  of  the  Cross,  she  whispered  the  old  Convent 
grace  and  began  her  solitary  meal. 

"I  forgot  this,  Miss,"  said  Peter,  placing  a 
small  cluster  of  tea-roses  and  violets  before  her 
after  having  arranged  her  tempting  breakfast  on 
the  table,  which  was  served  in  the  daintiest  enam- 
elled china,  each  piece  a  rare  work  of  art  in 
design  and  coloring. 

"Ah!  thanks!"  said  Sybil,  taking  up  the  flow- 
ers to  inhale  their  fragrance  and  feast  her  eyes  on 
the  delicate  blue  of  the  violets,  and  the  great  saf- 
fron-tinted roses  veined  with  pink  that  were  just 
half-open  and  heavy  with  the  languor  of  their  own 
delicious  perfume.  "Who  told  you  to  bring  me 
these?"  she  asked  with  a  half-formed  hope  which 
made  the  blood  surge  up  to  her  face. 

"Master  did,  Miss.  He  says  to  me:  "Peter, 
my  daughter  is  fond  of  flowers ;  put  a  few  on  the 
table  when  she  comes  to  breakfast,1'  says  he ;  and 
these  is  the  ones  I  picked  out,  Miss — they's  just 
in  from  Westover,  Miss — that's  why  they  smells  so 
sweet." 

"Thank  you  very  much;  they  are  very  sweet 
and  very  beautiful!"  said  Sybil,  ia  gentle  tones, 
disappointed  but  not  altogether  so,  for  her  father 
had  thought  of  her  after  all ;  and  being  hungry, 
she  enjoyed  the  more  what  she  ate.  She  made  up 
her  mind  then  that  she  would  give  herself  no 
more  anxiety  about  the  ways  of  the  life  into  which 
she  had  come,  but  be  passive  and  accept  them  as 
they  presented  themselves  in  their  various  phases, 
in  so  far  as  nothing  should  be  demanded  to  which 
her  conscience  could  not  give  approval ;  then — 


well,  "  sufficient  for  the  day  was  the  evil  thereof,' 
and  why  should  she  think  that  she  would  en- 
counter trials  of  that  sort?  This  was  to  be  her 
home  henceforth;  her  duties  would  centre  here, 
whatever  they  might  be;  and  as  they  presented 
themselves  she  would  gather  them  up,  one  by  one, 
and  with  God's  help  do  the  best  she  might  to 
weave  them  in  and  out  in  her  daily  existence,  in 
a  pattern  that  would  be  fair  in  His  sight.  You 
may  think  perhaps  that  such  thoughts  were  very 
solemn  and  unnatural,  with  all  that  elegance,  lux- 
ury and  wealth  around  her,  and  she  just  in  the 
morning-glow  of  life,  with  unlimited  happiness 
before  her;  but  remember  the  innocent  peaceful- 
ness  of  her  past  in  the  seclusion  of  a  home  from 
which  the  world  was  excluded,  and  you  will  no 
longer  wonder  at  her  grave  outlook  at  untried 
paths  filled  with  seductive  temptations.  At  this 
moment  she  realized  a  pleasant  enjoyment  in 
being  there  in  that  beautiful,  cosy  room,  and  hav- 
ing all  her  wants  anticipated  by  a  quiet,  respect- 
able servant,  who  was  attentive  just  at  the  right 
moment,  and  understood  his  business  too  thor- 
oughly for  his  presence  to  be  uncomfortable;  to 
see,  wherever  her  eye  rested,  something  tasteful  or 
splendid;  to  feel  the  pleasantly-tempered  warmth 
of  the  atmosphere ;  to  hear  no  sound  as  she  moved 
.over  the  costly  Persian  carpet;  tosee  the  sun  glint- 
ing into  the  windows  through  lace  that  looked  like 
frost-work,  which  hung  in  diaphanous  folds  be- 
tween the  heavy  satin  curtains ;  to  rest  her  gaze  on 
the  fine  paintings  of  game,  and  fruit,  and  flowers, 
that  hung  against  the  neutral-tinted  walls — then 
with  new  interest  upon  the  rich  carving  on  the 
rosewood  beaufet  of  a  procession  of  Bacchantes 
and  attendant  Satyrs,  until  attracted  by  the  glitter 
of  silver  and  cut  crystal  upon  its  slabs  of  Sienna 
marble,  details  which  were  all  worth  notice,  while 
the  general  effect  they  produced  was  in  perfect 
harmony  with  her  aesthetic  tastes,  A  soft  reverie 
stole  over  Sybil,  showing  it  to  be  just  possible 
that  in  her  passionate  love  for  the  beautiful  might 
be  found  the  vulnerable  spot  through  which  temp- 
tation could  find  access  to  her  innocent  soul. 

"There's  the  mornin' paper,  Miss,"  said  Peter, 
handing  her  the  leading  daily;  "  Master  always 
reads  it  through,  miss,  'fore  he  goes  out.  I's  goin' 
to  my  pantry  now,  and  if  you  want  anything  jest 
give  this  little  silver  knob  a  push,  and  I'll  come. 
That's  the  butler's  bell,  Miss,"  added  the  old  serv- 
ant, with  a  certain  pride. 

"You  are  the  butler,  then?"  answered  Sybil, 
pleasantly,  willing  to  humor  his  innocent  vanity. 
"  You  will  hear  the  bell  should  I  want  anything." 

Then  Peter  disappeared ;  and  Sybil  opened  the 
paper,  feeling  in  duty  bound  to  look  it  over,  as  it 
had  been  brought  to  her  and  recommended  by  the 
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information  that  it  was  her  father's  daily  reading. 
Seating  herself  in  a  low,  luxuriously-cushioned 
chair  by  the  fire,  she  glanced  up  and  down  the 
closely-printed  columns,  headed  by  startling  capi- 
tals, which  seemed  to  indicate  destruction  to  the 
country  at  large,  then  chaos;  she  saw  that  people 
were  being  murdered  and  others  hanged;  she  saw 
reports  of  trials  for  crimes  against  which  the  Di- 
vine vengeance  is  threatened  in  the  persons  of  those 
who  are  guilty  of  breaking  His  Commandments; 
she  saw  accounts  of  sinful  frauds  by  which  or- 
phans and  widows  were  cast  homeless  and  desti- 
tute upon  the  world  ;  and  that  men  who  governed 
the  country  were  accused  openly  of  foul  and  un- 
lawful acts!  It  was  the  first  secular  paper  Sybil 
ever  saw;  and  having  an  idea — an  error  most 
young  people  fall  into,  which  makes  newspaper 
literature  all  the  more  dangerous  to  their  un- 
formed minds— that  everything  so  publicly  given 
to  the  world  mmt  lie  true,  a  sick,  faint  sensation 
crept  into  her  heart ;  the  paper,  much  of  the  con- 
tents of  which  was  as  unintelligible  to  her  pore 
mind  as  the  hieroglyphics  of  Babylon,  dropped 
from  her  hand  and  fell  rustling  to  the  floor. 

"  Oh,  what  a  dreadful  place  the  world  must  be  I " 
she  whispered. 

But  she  did  not  know  the  worst;  there  was  no 
one  to  tell  her  then  that  the  newspapers  that  circu- 
lated broadcast  over  the  land,  morning  and  even- 
ing and  on  Sundays,  by  hundreds  of  thousands, 
helped  beyond  all  other  known  agencies  to  de- 
moralize and  poison  the  innocent  minds  of  the 
young — who,  becoming  early  acquainted  with 
crime  in  its  most  revolting  forms,  not  only  through 
their  sensational  columns,  but  by  their  advertise- 
ments, grow  curious  as  to  the  meaning  of  the 
things  they  read,  then  familiar  with  details,  until 
every  evil  passion  of  human  nature  is  roused  into 
action,  and  it  requires  only  the  opportunity  to 
plunge  headlong  into  actual  guilt.  Sybil  felt 
sure  that  had  Peter  known  the  horrid  things  that 
were  in  that  paper  he  would  not  have  offered  it 
to  her  to  read,  and  was  confident  that  by  a  mis- 
take he  had  substituted  it  for  her  father's.  She 
pushed  the  small  silver  knob,  and  Peter  made  his 
appearance  at  the  door. 

"I  think,"  she  said, pointing  to  the  paper,  "you 
had  better  take  that  away;  I  have  quite  done 
with  it." 

"  Yes,  Miss,"  he  replied,  not  understanding  her 
in  the  least;  and  folding  the  great  sheet  carefully, 
he  smoothed  it  with  his  hand,  gave  it  a  pat  to 
get  out  the  last  crinkle,  and  laid  it  on  the  table  by 
the  coffee  urn.  "  The  Madame  reads  it  while  she's 
takin'  breakfast." 

"Oh!  does  she?"  gasped  Sybil,  glad  that  she 
had  not  put  the  paper  under  the  grate.  "Will 


you  please  give  me  a  wineglass-  or  something  to 
put  my  flowers  in  ?  " 

"Will  this  do,  Miss?"  he  said,  bringing  in  a 
dainty  crystal  bouquet-holder,  covered  with  a  net- 
work of  silver. 

This  may  be  needed.  How  pretty  it  is!"  said 
Sybil,  wishing  that  she  might  take  it. 

"You  take  it,  Miss;  we's  got  dozens  like  it," 
was  the  response. 

"  Sybil  felt  no  more  hesitation ;  she  poured  some 
water  into  the  small  vase ;  then  her  flowers,  which 
just  filled  it,  were  arranged  in  it,  and  she  harried 
up  to  her  room,  placed  the  fragrant  offering  at  the 
feet  of  Mary,  and  proceeded  to  get  her  best  things 
out ;  so  that  when  Mrs.  Weston  sent  for  her  to  go  to 
her  aunt's,  and  then  to  shop,  she  would  not  be 
obliged  to  keep  her  waiting.  She  would  have 
liked  very  much  to  run  to  the  nursery  to  see  Edyth 
and  Mammy  Barbara,  but  did  not  know  where  it 
was,  and  thought  it  would  not  perhaps  be  proper 
to  do  so  withoi7t  leave,  even  if  she  did. 

It  was  after  eleven  o'clock  when  Mrs.  Weston, 
after  tapping  at  Sybil's  door,  came  in  with  a  pleas- 
ant "Good  morning,  my  dear,"  not  only  to  see  if 
her  stepdaughter  was  ready  to  go  out,  but  for  the 
purpose  of  making  whatever  suggestions  might  be 
found  necessary  to  improve  her  toilet,  which  she 
imagined  must  of  necessity  be  old-fashioned  and 
outre,  all  her  things  having  been  made  at  "Holy 
Cross."  But  in  this  Mrs.  Weston  was  mistaken. 
The  most  fastidious  taste  could  have  found  nothing 
to  object  to  in  Sybil's  toilet;  a  closely-fitting  dress 
of  dark  green  serge,  trimmed  with  simple  folds  of 
invisible  green  velvet,  the  drapery  of  the  overskirt 
without  puffings  or  furbelows,  the  skirt  ornamented 
with  a  deep-plaited  flounce  only,  while  a  fine  plain 
linen  collar  confined  at  the  throat  by  a  knot  of 
pale  rose-colored  ribbon,  cuffs  of  the  same  at  the 
wrists,  fastened  with  tortoise-shell  buttons  veined 
with  gold,  and  a  velvet  hat  the  color  of  her  dress, 
turned  up  in  front  with  a  bow  of  the  same  delicate 
tint  as  the  one  at  her  throat,  completed  its  details, 
and  produced  an  effect  as  simple  as  it  was  elegant. 
"Really — but  have  you  no  wrappings,  Sybil?" 
"Oh  yes,  mamma;  a  sacque,  like  my  dress — 
here  it  is —  " 

"  I  must  say  that  the  nuns  have  some  idea  of  how 
people  dress  in  the  world^  That  does  very  nicely 
for  a  school-girl ;  but  we  must  hunt  up  somethiug 
more  stylish  for  a  young  lady  debutante,'1'1  said  Mrs. 
Weston. 

"A  French  lady,  mamma,  who  is  a  recluse  at 
"  Holy  Cross,"  attends  to  the  making  of  our  dresses ; 
her  friends  in  Paris  send  her  patterns,  and  they 
are  very  simple,  because  they  say  that  the  young 
ladies  there  do  not  dress  very  much,"  said  Sybil, 
drawing  on  her  gloves. 
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"Nonsense,  my  dear.  No  ladies,  old  or  young, 
dress  with  such  perfect  taste  as  the  French  J  That's 
one  of  the  little  conventual  parables  told  to  keep 
your  heads  from  running  too  much  on  finery  at 
the  expense  of  your  studies.  But  you  do  look  very 
nicety !"  said  Mrs  Weston,  laughing — she  having 
imbibed  her  ideas  of  French  taste  from  the  fash- 
ions prepared  expressly  for  the  American  market, 
very  unlike  the  styles  worn  by  French  ladies  of  the 
bon,-t0n  of  the  higher  class,  as  she  afterwards  found 
out. 

"  I  was  afraid  I  should  be  almost  too  fine ! "  said 
Sybil,  with  an  ingenuous  blush;  "and  I  am  glad, 
mamma,  that  you  think  I  will  do.  May  I  run  and 
see  Edyth  for  a  moment?" 

"Oh  no,  my  dear;  you  must  not  spoil  Edyth, 
Miss  Arnold  finds  her  very  unmanageable  some- 
times, and  never  likes  her  study-hours  interrupted ; 

she'll  be  dovvn  at  dessert,  if  she's  good.  Come 

ah! — I  see  you  have  furnished  your  niche!  How 
very  pretty!  "  said  Mrs  Weston,  who  caught  sight 
of  it  as  she  turned  to  leave  the  room,  then  went 
and  stood  before  it,  "  It  is  extremely  pretty !  I 
must  get  you  a  prie-dwu,  upholstered  in  blue,"  said 
Mrs  Weston,  with  more  regard  for  the  beauty  and 
fitness  of  things  than  from  a  spirit  of  devotion. 
"And  I  really  think  I  shall  get  something  like  it 
fitted  up  in  my  own  room;  it  looks  picturesque, 
and  I  imagine  that  I  could  make  a  lovely  nook 
with  mother-of-pearl  things,  and  lilies,  and  a 
statue  of  the  Blessed  Lady  with  a  veil  of  real  lace 
thrown  ov6r  her.  As  soon  as  I  can  get  a  moment's 
time  I'll  set  about  it;  but  come,  my  dear,  we  will 
be  late."  Sybil  was  glad  to  hear  that  her  step- 
mother intended  doing  this,  and  it  seemed  to  give 
her  a  sentiment  of  trust  towards  her  which  she  had 
not  felt  before. 

[TO    BE  CONTINUED.] 
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Some  time  was  yet  to  elapse — years  indeed — be- 
fore Eugenie's  path  was  made  clear  before  her; 
her  prayers  were  unceasing,  and  once  during  that 
interval  she  received  an  apparant  intimation  that 
after  devoting  herself  yet  awhile  to  works  of  char- 
ity she  was  to  become  a  religious,  but  that  she 
would  not  be  so  until  she  was  thirty-three  years  of 
age ;  and  it  did  so  happen  that  her  final  vows  were 
not  made  till  the  year  1858. 

Sometimes  her  heart  sank  within  her,  when 


good  people  said  that  to  remain  in  the  world  was 
evidently  her  vocation.  How  she  longed  then  for 
some  one,  whom  she  could  trust,  to  say  to  her: 
"  Go  forward,  my  child ;  it  is  God's  will !  "  When 
was  that  voice  to  come  ?  Where  was  the  servant 
of  God  who  was  to  speak  thus,  in  the  name  of  his 
Master  ?  When  was  the  star  to  shine  in  the  dark 
night  of  her  perplexity,  and  clear  away  the  doubts 
which  were  still  besetting  her  eager  and  ardent 
soul,  so  long  schooled  by  the  discipline  of  restraint, 
and  patient  expectation,  and  humble  dependence 
on  the  leadings  of  Providence  ?  That  long-desired 
moment,  and  the  voice — which  was  to  be  to  her 
like  that  of  our  Lord  calling  His  Apostles  to  delay 
no  longer,  but  to  leave  their  nets — true  symbols  of 
the  worldly  impediments  so  often  thrown  in  the 
way  of  religious  vocations — was  that  of  the  hum- 
ble Saint  and  wonder  of  our  age,  the  triumphant 
example  of  the  power  of  faith  and  holiness,  un- 
aided by  any  earthly  gifts  or  human  prestige — the 
venerable  Cure  d'Ars. 

It  was  in  July,  1855,  that  Eugenie  thought  of 
consulting  that  extraordinary  man,  whose  sanctity 
was  beginning  to  be  spoken  of  not  only  in  France 
but  all  over  Europe.  Pilgrims  were  flocking  to 
the  little  insignificant  town  of  Ars,  seeking  the  ad- 
vice and  help  of  the  poor  Cure,  whose  ascetic 
mode  of  life,  spiritual  discernment,  heroic  virtues, 
and  miraculous  gifts,  were  becoming  generally 
known,  inspite  of  his  desperate  efforts  to  conceal 
them. 

We  can  hardly  imagine,  as  we  read  this  life, 
that  in  a  country  so  near  to  us  as  France,  and  only 
a  few  years  ago,  a  man  was  living — whom  we  might 
have  easily  seen  and  conversed  with,  and  gone  to 
confession  to,  and  heard  speak  and  preach  and 
catechize — the  details  of  whose  supernatural  exist- 
ence equal  the  marvels  we  read  of  in  the  lives  of 
the  most  wonderful  canonized  saints. 

Eugenie  felt  persuaded  that  this  holy  priest  was 
the  instrument  chosen  by  God  to  make  her  ac- 
quainted with  His  will,  and  was  earnestly  pray- 
ing for  an  opportunity  of  entering  into  communi- 
cation with  him.  She  never  thought  of  going  her- 
self to  Ars.  It  seemed  to  her  that  if,  by  some 
other  means,  she  obtained  an  answer  to  the  ques- 
tion she  wished  to  put  to  M.  Vianney,  it  would 
satisfy  her  more  than  if  his  decision  was  the  result 
of  a  personal  interview.  She  did  not  want  to  be 
tempted  to  say  more  than  "Such  is  my  desire; 
does  it  come  from  God  ? " 

With  her  mind  full  of  this  thought,  she  began  a 
novena,  and  on  the  day  it  ended  a  friend  of  hers 
called  on  her  and  said  that  she  was  going  to  Ars. 
Had  Eugenie  any  commissions  to  give  her?  It 
was  indeed  an  important  one  with  which  she  was 
to  be  charged.  With  a  heart  full  of  gratitude,  Eu- 
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genie  thanked  Mile.  T — ~,  and  gave  her  full  ex- 
planations as  to  the  question  she  was  to  ask,  en- 
treating her  to  obtain  a  clear  and  definite  answer 
from  the  holy  Cnre.  "  Was  she,  in  the  face  of  ap- 
parently insurmountable  obstacles,  to  undertake 
the  foundation  of  a  religions  order  devoted  to  the 
souls  in  purgatory ;  or  was  this  project  a  mere  il- 
lusion?" 

Thus  instructed,  her  friend  left  her.  She  did 
not  then  expect  to  be  at  Ars  till  two  months  later, 
but  this  Eugenie  "did  not  mind.  After  waiting  so 
many  years,  she  could  bear  the  delay  of  a  few 
weeks. 

On  the  2nd  of  August  she  met  her  director,  who 
knew  of  the  question  she  had  put  to  the  Cure  of 
Ars.  He  told  her  that  he  had  felt  prompted  that 
morning  to  say  Mass  for  her  intention,  and  had 
begged  our  Lord  to  enlighten  the  holy  man  with 
regard  to  her  vocation. 

Great  was  Eugenie's  surprise  when  soon  after- 
wards she  received  a  letter  from  her  friend,  dated 
from  Ars,  and  written  on  that  very  2nd  of  August. 
It  was  as  follows:  "You  will  be  very  much  sur- 
prised, my  dear  Eugenie,  to  hear  from  me  so 
soon ;  the  plan  of  our  journey  underwent  a  change, 
We  have  begun,  instead  of  ending  it,  by  a  visit 
to  Ars.  I  did  not  understand  a  single  word  of 
what  M.  le  Cure  said  to  me  about  myself,  but  I 
know  distinctly  his  answer  to  the  question  I  put 
to  him  for  you.  'Tell  her,'  he  said,  'that  she  may 
found  an  Order  for  the  Souls  in  Purgatory,  as  soon 
as  she  pleases.'  This  is  the  reply  I  have  to  trans- 
mit to  you,  my  dear  friend;  nothing  more  was 
said." 

When  they  met  again,  Mile.  T told  the  fu- 
ture foundress  that  after  speaking  for  some  time 
in  the  confessional  to  M.  Vianney  of  her  own  spir- 
itual concerns,  she  came  away  much  distressed, 
having  found  it  impossible  to  catch  what  he  said. 
It  was  only  a  little  time  afterwards  that  she  recol- 
lected the  important  message  which  had  been  in- 
trusted to  her,  and  great  was  her  distress  that  it 
had  escaped  her  memory,  for  it  was  no  easy  mat- 
ter to  gain  access  a  second  time  to  the  besieged 
confessional.  She  did  however  contrive  it,  and  no 
sooner  had  she  briefly  stated  Eugenie's  question, 
exactly  in  the  way  she  had  put  it,  than  quite  dis- 
tinctly, and  without  hesitation,  M.  Vianney  gave 
her  the  above-mentioned  answer. 

When  Eugenie  read  the  few  words  that  decided 
her  vocation,  her  first  impulse  was  to  lift  up  her 
heart  to  God  and  to  renew  her  vow  of  consecration 
to  the  service  of  the  Souls  in  Purgatory.  It  was 
at  that  very  moment  that  she  became  acquainted 
with  the  writings  of  St.  Gertrude,  and  it  was  with 
wonder  and  emotion  that  she  discovered  the  pas- 
sionate devotion  of  that  sweet  Saint  to  the  holy 


victims  of  the  Divine  justice.  In  the  tenderness 
of  her  nature,  in  the  ardor  of  her  faith,  in  the 
brightness  of  her  genius,  St.  Gertrude  appeared 
to  Eugenie  at  that  time  as  an  angel  sent  to  guide 
and  cheer  her  on  her  arduous  course.  She  con- 
tracted with  that  holy  Saint  one  of  those  intima- 
cies, if  we  may  venture  so  to  speak,  which  unite 
saintly  souls  with  the  great  servants  of  God  of 
other  clays.  She  began  frequently  to  appeal  to  her 
on  all  sorts  of  occasions,  and  many  a  proof  she 
subsequently  received  of  the  interest  \7hich  St. 
Gertrude  took  in  her  work,  and  of  her  powerful 
intercession  in  its  behalf. 

"Is  there  no  religious  order  or  society  specially 
devoted  to  the  Holy  Souls?"  Such  was  the  ques- 
tion Eugenie  addressed  over  and  over  again  to 
priests  and  holy  persons,  always  with  the  Intent 
hope  that  she  might  discover  a  path  to  follow,  in- 
stead of  having  to  open  one  amidst  the  thousand 
difficulties  of  a  new  foundation.  But  nowhere 
did  any  such  society  exist,  and  "she  was  obi  iged 
to  come  to  the  conclusion  that  she  was  called  to 
lay  the  first  stone  of  that  spiritual  edifice. 

Strong  and  energetic  as  was  her  nature,  and  fit- 
ted cope  to  with  actual  difficulties,  she  had  a  great 
dread  of  the  unknown.  The  total  ignorance  she 
was  in  as  to  the  form  and  the  first  steps  of  her  un- 
dertaking often  caused  her  severe  anguish.  In 
those  moments  she  was  wont  to  solicit  with  in- 
tense fervor  the  aid  of  the  holy  founders  of  relig- 
ious orders,  and  especially  of  St.  Ignatius,  for 
whom  ever  since  her  childhood  she  had  felt  a 
special  devotion.  The  most  important  question 
relative  to  the  future  foundation,  which  was  of 
course  continually  presenting  itself  to  her  mind, 
was  the  fundamental  one  of  all :  "  Who  would  join 
it?  Who  would  devote  themselves  with  her  to 
the  Holy  Souls,  and  embrace  the  cares,  the  sus- 
pense, the  humiliations,  involved  in  these  first  be- 
ginnings of  a  Religious  Institute  ?  "  It  seemed, at 
one  moment,  as  if  everything  was  going  to  favor 
her  project,  and  the  road  before  her  to  become  an 
unusually  smooth  one. 

A  young  widow  lady,  belonging  to  one  of  the 
best  families  in  Lille,  and  possessed  of  consider- 
able wealth,  came  one  day  to  visit  Eugenie,  and 
begged  to  be  accepted  as  her  first  spiritual  daugh- 
ter. Three  other  requests  of  the  same  sort,  from 
pei-sons  in  easy  circumstances,  and  well  disposed 
to  assist  in  the  material  part  of  the  work,  held  out 
the  prospect  of  a  start  unattended  by  the  common 
difficulties  of  new  foundations.  But  Eugenie's 
keen  religious  foresight  was  not  deceived.  "  No ! " 
she  exclaimed ;  "this  will  never  do.  We  should 
be  far  too  well  off*.  It  is  not  in  that  way  that  God's 
works  begin;  they  take  their  rise  from  a  mere 
speck,  and  go  on  increasing."  She  never  faltered 
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in  that  conviction,  though  at  first  her  associates 
seemed  full  of  zeal  and  ardor.  In  order  to  fore- 
stall, by  a  pious  illusion,  the  result  they  aimed  at, 
these  young  ladies,  though  they  wore  a  secular 
dress,  used  between  themselves  to  call  each  other 
Sister  St.  John,  Sister  St.  Theresa,  Sister  Mary; 
and  Eugenie,  Reverend  Mother. 

At  the  outset  of  her  life  of  prayer  and  consecra- 
tion to  the  Holy  Souls,  the  future  foundress  had 
begged  of  our  Lord  to  give  her  five  indications  of 
His  will  with  regard  to  the  end  she  had  in  view. 
What  she  asked  for  was :  1st,  that  the  Holy  Father 
should  approve  in  writing,  and  bestow  his  bless- 
ing on  the  association  of  prayers  set  on  foot  on 
All  Saint's  Day,  1853.  This  was  granted  to  her  on 
the  1st  July,  1854.  Pius  the  IX  on  that  day  wrote 
with  his  own  hand,  at  the  bottom  of  the  petition 
presented  to  him :  Benedicat  vos  Deus,  Benedictione 
perpetun.  "  May  God  bless  you  with  an  everlast- 
ing blessing."  Sndly,  that  a  great  number  of 
Bishops  should  recommend  the  Association.  3rdly, 
that  it  should  rapidly  extend.  4thly,  that  many 
pious  persons  should  join  in  active  works  con- 
nected with  it,  in  behalf  of  the  Holy  Souls. 

During  the  last  two  years  these  four  favors  had 
been  vouchsafed;  her  fifth  petition  was  still  unful- 
filled at  the  time  we  are  speaking  of.  It  was,  that 
she  might  meet  with  a  priest  who  had  himself  pre- 
viously formed  a  similar  project.  This  was  about 
to  happen;  and  God's  merciful  Providence,  which 
always  measures  the  number  and  the  sort  of  trials 
He  sends  to  His  chosen  instruments,  had  reserved 
this  crowning  sign  of  His  approbation  for  the  hour 
of,  perhaps,  her  greatest  cross. 

The  friends  and  companions  who  had  gathered 
round  her  had  dropped  off  one  by  one,  and  with 
them  all  apparent  means  of  carrying  out  her  inten- 
tions. Humanly  speaking,  this  seemed  a  token  o 
the  hopelessness  of  her  undertaking.  Forsaken  by 
those  who  had  shared  her  hopes,  joined  in  her  la- 
bors, sympathized  with  her  efforts,  she  remained 
alone,  with  the  consciousness  of  an  apparently  im- 
possible vocation,  the  fulfilment  of  which  her  most 
sanguine  expectations  could  harly  expect  to  see  re- 
alized. But  our  Blessed  Lord  had  not  forgotten 
her  bargain  with  Him.  The  time  was  at  hand  in 
which  He  is  wont  to  act  Himself,  and  to  say  to  the 
soul :  "Though  all  should  forsake  thee,  I  will  not." 

It  was  during  the  Octave  of  All  Souls  that  she 
received  the  fifth  and  last  sign  which  she  had 
asked.  It  came  in  the  form  of  a  letter  from  a 
young  lady  with  whom  she  had  frequently  corre- 
sponded on  the  subject  of  their  common  charities. 
That  letter  was  as  follows : 

"Mr  DEAR  AND  KIND  FRIEND: — If  your  soul  and 
heart  were  not  as  indulgent  and  as  good  as  they  are 

should  feel  afraid  of  your  resenting  my  long  silence; 


but  I  rely  on  that  good  heart  and  dear  soul  of  yourg 
for  a  free  and  full  pardon  of  my  misdeeds.  I  am  soon 
going  back  to  Bourg  to  resume  my  accustomed  mode 
of  life.  Pray  for  me,  my  dear  friend,  that  I  may  not 
find  the  resumption  of  it  too  bitter,  and  may  turn  it 
to  account  for  the  glory  of  our  Good  Master,  the  sal- 
vation of  sinners,  and  the  deliverance  of  our  beloved 
Holy  Souls.  Whilst  I  was  in  Paris,  I  often  saw  a 
friend  and  in  some  sort  a  connection  of  ours,  who  has 
been  living  there  with  her  family  for  more  than  a 
year.  She  must  be  about  twenty-seven  years  of  age$ 
she  is  very  pious,  very  well  informed,  and  in  every 
respect  a  superior  person.  One  day  that  we  were 
conversing  together  in  the  most  intimate  manner,  she 
told  me  a  secret  which  her  Director  had  confided  to  her. 
It  seems  that  he  has  been  for  some  time  occupied  with 
the  thought  of  a  work  of  suffrage  for  the  souls  in  pur- 
gatory, and  has  moreover  formed  the  project  of  a  Soci- 
ety for  this  object.  Everything  she  said,  and  the  plan 
she  described,  seemed  to  me  to  tally  exactly  with  your 
own  inspirations,  my  dear  friend.  As  I  was  certain  of 
her  discretion,  I  felt  myself  justified  in  mentioning 
you,  and  imparting  to  her  your  ideas,  wishes  and 
hopes.  She  promised  to  keep  to  herself  all  that  I  said, 
on  condition  that  I  should  write  and  ask  you,  in  case 
you  thought  it  well,  and  for  the  interest  of  the  work 
you  have  both  in  view,  to  write  to  her  at  once  on  the 
subject.  On  account  of  family  reasons,  this  dear 
friend  of  mine  does  not  expect  to  be  able  herself  to 
enter  such  a  Society,  but  she  would  most  willingly  be 
your  correspondent  in  Paris,  provided  that  you  give 
her  leave  to  speak  openly  on  the  subject  to  her  Direc- 
tor, the  Cure"  of  St.  Merry,  who  is  endeavoring  to  or- 
ganize this  Association.  Several  persons  in  Paris  ex- 
press a  wish  to  form  part  of  it.  My  friend  has  again 
written  to  urge  me  to  communicate  all  this  to  you, 
dear  friend.  You  will  judge  whether  to  act  upon  it 
or  not.  She  is  entirely  to  be  trusted.  I  can  answer 
for  her  discretion  as  I  would  for  my  own.  But  do  not 
lose  time;  her  longing  desire  to  aid  the  Holy  Souls 
makes  her  impatient  of  delay.  I  ought,  however,  to 
add  that  her  character  and  her  imagination  are  less 
ardent  than  yours.  But  she  loves  God;  she  is  full  of 
goodness  and  cleverness;  and  would  be,  I  think,  of 
great  use  to  you  as  a  co-operator.  Adieu,  dear  friend. 
I  shall  employ  myself  very  actively  at  Bourg  about 
our  dear  Association. 

"Your  little  sister  and  friend, 

"  PAULINE! D'ESCRIVIEUX,  Child  of  Mary." 

When  Eugenie  read  this  letter,  she  felt  that  God 
was  answering  the  question  she  had  so  long  been 
asking:  "Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do  ?" 
The  crisis  of  her  fate  was  approaching.  The  final 
sacrifice  was  at  hand.  None  but  those  who  have 
gone  through  a  similar  struggle  before  the  consum- 
mation of  an  act  of  this  sort  probably  know  all  it 
involves  of  joy  and  of  suffering,  the  terrible  faint- 
ing of  the  heart,  if  for  a  moment  they  let  go  the 
Divine  Hand  which  isgeutly  and  forcibly  drawing 
them  on ;  the  thrilling  consciousness  that  in  the 
total  surrender  of  their  souls  to  Him  who  has 
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chosen  them  for  His  own  there  are  secrets  of 
boundless  happiness  and  depths  of  awful  respon- 
sibility. 

Eugenie  experienced,  all  that  time,  the  utmost 
amount  of  human  reluctance  to  the  sacrifice  she 
•was  about  to  make,  compatible  with  the  ardent 
desire  to  offer  it  up.  Let  it  not  be  said,  that,  hav- 
ing long  contemplated  that  hour,  and  earnestly 
wished  for  its  coming,  it  was  no  strange  thing  she 
was  called  upon  to  do, — that  she  had  no  business 
to  shrink  from  what  she  had  so  often  prayed  might 
happen.  Do  not  even  ordinary  persons  who  have 
never  dreamed  of  such  struggles  and  such  sacri- 
fices as  these,  know  how  the  young  bride  will  weep 
as  if  her  heart  would  break,  on  the  threshold  of  her 
father's  house,  even  whilst  that  heart  beats  with 
joy  at  the  fulfilment  of  her  vision  of  earthly  bliss ; 
how  the  soldier,  who  has  passionately  longed  for 
the  summons  to  the  battle-field,  will  look  up  with 
tearful  eyes  into  his  mother's  face,  when  on  the 
clay  of  his  departure  he  kisses  her  for  the  last 
time  ?  Even  so  those  who  have  thirsted  for  a  closer 
union  with  God,  and  for  the  free  and  sacred  atmos- 
phere of  the  religious  life,  will  feel,  when  certainty 
takes  the  place  of  vague  anticipations — when  ac- 
tion is  at  hand — the  intense  pain  which  is  compat- 
ible with  a  deep  and  holy  joy. 

Not  only  did  Eugenie  suffer:  she  had  also  to 
end  are  the  temptations  peculiar  to  such  moments. 
It  was  not  only  the  sweet  thought  of  home — the 
tender  yearning,  which  feels  almost  like  remorse  at 
the  prospect  of  soon  having  to  abandon  father  and 
mother,  and  the  friends  of  her  youth,  the  compan- 
ions of  her  childhood,  the  familiar  scenes  where 
she  had  spent  so  many  happy  years — but  the  very 
good  works  in  which  she  had  been  engaged,  the 
pious  Associations  she  had  so  long  directed  in  her 
native  place,  and  all  its  neighborhood,  rose  up,  as 
it  were,  against  her ;  and  he  who  disguises  himself 
as  an  angel  of  light  found  many  an  unconscious 
instrument  which  urged  that  she  was  forsaking 
certain  good,  for  uncertain  results;  the  ordinary 
paths  of  Christian  virtue,  for  the  visionary  pur- 
suit of  a  wild  scheme  which  even  the  Church 
had  not,  as  yet,  marked  with  its  approval.  Some- 
times she  felt  almost  a  regret  that  she  had  listened 
to  the  voice,  which  in  those  dark  hours  she  began 
to  doubt  was  that  of  God.  She  almost  wished  to 
recall  the  day  when  the  absence  of  any  summons 
to  a  definite  line  of  action  left  her  free  to  muse  on 
future  possibilities,  with  no  positive  sacrifice  to 
make,  of  what  nature  holds  most  dear. 

She  had  complained  of  uncertainty,  and  now 
that  events  were  pressing  on,  and  the  path  before 
her  no  longer  resembled  the  flashing  but  unreal 
road  we  gaze  on  in  the  waves  at  sunset,  but  the 
thorny,  rocky  way  by  which  strong  souls  ascend 


to  the  mountain  summits,  she  would  fain  have 
drawn  back.  But  grace  fought  with  nature,  and 
won  a  complete  victory. 

If  we  believe — and  God  knows  that  those  who 
invoke  them  have  reason  for  that  belief— that  the 
Holy  Souls  are  conscious  of  the  struggles  of  those 
who  are  their  friends  on  earth,  prayers  must  have 
been  breathed  during  that  hour  in  the  regions  of 
expiation,  and  joy  felt  amidst  the  flames  of  Purga- 
tory, when  she  who  was  to  be  the  foundress  of  their 
Helpers  rose  up  from  her  knees — and,  more  con- 
vinced than  ever  that  her  vocation  did  not  admit 
of  a  doubt,  calmly  resolved  to  follow,  step  by  step 
the  indications  vouchsafed  by  Providence,  ready 
at  any  moment  to  begin  the  work  she  had  now 
fully  accepted  as  her  own. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Last  Year  and  This— A   Sketch  not  Alto- 
gether Fancy. 

How  glad  she  was  when  she  found  she  was  admit- 
ted to  make  her  First  Communion !  It  seemed  to  be 
in  her  thoughts  day  and  night.  Whenever  she  had 
any  spare  time  she  would  linger  around  the  church ; 
glad  when  she  had  flowers  to  bring  or  could  help 
in  any  way  to  deck  the  altar.  She  seemed  so  mod- 
est, so  recollected  during  Mass  and  Vespers  and 
Benediction.  She  was  so  careful  of  her  company ; 
so  particular  about  being  companion  only  with 
those  who  were  fond  of  going  to  church,  and 
spoke  reverently  of  God  and  holy  things.  She 
was  so  exact  in  shunning  everything  that  had  the 
appearance  of  sin,  and  so  anxious  in  asking:  "  Will 
this  offend  God  ?  Do  you  think  I  ought  to  confess 
that  ? " 

This  was  a  year  ago. 

Now  she  scarcely  knows  the  way  to  church,  un- 
less for  a  low  Mass  on  Sunday.  She  has  quit  go- 
ing to  confession,  because  she  wants  to  do  some- 
thing which  her  confessor  says  she  cannot  do 
without  mortal  sin.  She  is  never  seen  about  the 
altar  now,  and  does  not  know  when  the  holydays 
of  obligation  come.  She  has  no  Catholic  com- 
panions any  more.  She  speaks  disrespectfully  and 
untruthfully  of  her  former  instructors.  She  associ- 
ates altogether  with  persons  who  despise  her  faith 
and  shuns  those  who  love  it.  She  does  not  care 
any  more  whether  what  she  does  is  sinful  or  not, 
provided  it  is  genteel  in  the  eyes  of  her  non-Cath- 
olic companions. 

Whence  comes  this  change?  Why,  they  knew 
that  the  Public  Schools  would  not  do  her  any 
harm ! — Catholic  Columbian. 


ST.  THOMAS  OF  AQCIX  preached  at  Naples  for  a 
whole  Lent  on  the  "  Hail  Mary." 


Lento. 


Ma  -  ri 


*•  By  Foerster  of  Prague, 

gra-ti  -  a         pie     -      na,  Do-mi-nus 
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San-  eta  Ma-  ri  -  a, 
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fruc-tus  ven-tris    tu 

di  -  ctus      fructus  ventris  tu 


Ma     -    ter 

Ma  -  ri  -  a,  Ma-ter 
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et  in    ho  -  ra   mor  -  tis        no   -    strse. 


men, 
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Jive  Maria. 


Ex-Yotos. 


CONTINUATION  OF  NOTRE  DAME  DE  FOURYIERES. 


BY  MISS  ROSE   HOWE. 

"We  have  spoken  of  the  natural  instinct  of  grati- 
tude which  finds  its  satisfaction  in  publishing  the 
goodness  of  God.  "  I  will  pay  my  vows  to  the 
Lord  before  all  His  people."  This  is  evidenced 
by  every  number  of  the  "  Messenger  of  the  Sacred 
Heart"  and  of  the  "AvE  MARIA,"  in  each  of 
which,  respectively,  are  devoted  one  or  more  col- 
umns to  the  various  favors  and  cures  granted  by 
means  of  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  or  by  ap- 
plication of  Lourdes  water.  It  is  right  and  proper 
that  the  magazines  devoted  to  the  cultus  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  and  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  should 
publish  these  miracles,  but  would  it  not  be  well 
to  add  some  more  enduring  testimonial?  The 
readers  of  the  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  of 
the  "  AVE  MARIA  "  glance  over  these  columns  once, 
perhaps  carelessly,  in  moments  when  other  inter- 
ests share  the  attention ;  and,  the  number  once  laid 
by,  those  columns  ten,  to  one,  are  never  read  again. 
They  do  give  testimony,  they  do  prove  that  the 
Almighty's  arm  is  not  shortened;  but  the  ex-voto 
makes  a  deeper,  a  more  lasting  impression;  and 
then,  like  the  sanctuary-lamp,  it  is  always  in  the 
Holy  Places — it  is  a  never-ceasing  prayer. 

If  each  grateful  acknowledgment  chronicled 
monthly  by  the  Messenger  were  hung  on  the  walls 
of  churches  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  how 
would  all  who  enter  exult  in  the  security  that  "our 
protection  is  of  the  Lord  and  of  the  Holy  One  of 
Israel !" 

We  take  up  books  for  our  entertainment,  some- 
times for  instruction;  but  we  enter  churches  for 
prayer;  it  is  before  the  altar  that  our  hearts  most 
are  open  to  religious  impressions ;  it  is  there  our 
souls  answer  to  the  call :  "  O  magnify  the  Lord 
with  me,  and  let  us  extol  His  name  together!" 
It  is  to  the  altar  we  go  when  we  labor  and  are 
heavy-burdened,  and  it  is  there  that  the  memorial 
of  a  sorrow  like  ours,  removed  by  the  mercy  of 
God,  may  be  a  charity  far  greater  than  bread  to 
the  famishing,  or  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  the  thirsty 
pilgrim. 

We  read  of  the  consecration,  with  great  pomp 
and  ceremony,  of  Grottos  of  Lourdes  in  various 
dioceses :  will  those  grottos  be  complete  without 
the  ex-wtos  ?  If  every  grateful  client  of  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes,  besides  writing  her  letter  of  thanks  to 
the  "  ATE  MARIA  "  for  the  miracle  effected  in  his 
or  her  family  by  the  use  of  the  water  of  Lourdes, 
would  send  an  ex-voto  to  one  of  our  own  Grottos, 
what  more  suitable  decoration  could  it  have  ? 


To  suggest  all  the  subjects  for  ex-wto  would  be 
to  enumerate  all  the  joys,  the  griefs,  the  hopes, 
the  triumphs  of  the  Christian  heart. 

Our  heads  full  of  this  subject  a  few  evenings 
after  our  return  from  Europe,  we  described  en- 
thusiastically these  ex-wtos  to  an  Irish  friend  at  the 
house  of  a  non-Catholic  friend,  of  Scotch  Pres- 
byterian parentage.  We  enlarged  upon  the  great 
advantages  of  this  beautiful  devotion,  and  ex- 
pressed a  wish  to  see  it  spread  in  this  country. 
Our  Catholic  friend  listened  with  interest  and  de- 
light until  that  point,  when  she  replied  very  en- 
ergetically :  "That  is  all  very  well  for  those  coun- 
tries where  these  things  a  reall  understood ;  but  it 
would  never  do  here,  dear, — where,  any  Sunday, 
Protestants  may  come  into  our  churches  and  see 
them,  and  then  they  would  make  fun  of  them  and 
laugh,  at  us." 

To  our  minds  it  is  perfectly  incomprehensible 
how  some  accept  as  infallible  judges  of  all  propri- 
ety, and  infallible  guides,  not  only  in  so-called 
temporal  affairs  but  even  in  spiritual  matters, 
those  whom  they  hold  to  be  in  error  on  all  points 
upon  which  it  is  important  to  be  in  the  right. 

The  Scotch  lady  seemed  not  to  hear  the  em- 
phatic remark  of  our  Irish  friend,  and  we  had 
been  so  engrossed  with  our  subject  as  to  have  for- 
gotten her  presence.  She  recalled  our  attention 
to  herself  by  exclaiming  excitedly,  while,  darting 
forth  her  arm,  she  pointed  with  her  forefinger  di- 
rectly at  our  Protestant-fearing  Catholic:  "  You're 
the  very  one  that  ought  to  send  one  of  those!  Don't 
you  remember  when  you  were  shot,  last  summer? 
You  ought  to  send  something  to  your  church  for 
that," 

We  turned  to  look  at  her.  She  was  inclined  for- 
ward on  her  chair,  in  an  attitude  of  eager,  breath- 
less interest;  her  face  was  flushed,  and  her  eyes 
large  and  black  like  a  fawn's.  Of  course  we 
wished  to  know  how  Mrs.  O.  C —  had  been  shot, 
and  this  was  her  story.  One  evening  of  the  July 
preceding,  she  stepped  out  of  her  cottage,  after  a 
thunder-storm,  and  went  to  an  apple  tree  at  the 
back  end  of  her  yard  to  see  if  the  apples  had  been 
injured  by  the  storm.  As  she  stooped  to  look  in 
the  grass  to  see  how  many  had  fallen  from  the  tree, 
bang  went  a  gun,  whiz-z-z  came  a  ball,  grazing 
her  right  temple.  Two  boys  were  in  a  neighbor- 
ing field,  shooting  at  targets,  and  one  of  them  very 
much  missed  his  aim.  Had  she  been  standing, 
the  ball  would  have  entered  her  side,  and  the  in- 
jury might  have  been  serious;  had  her  head  been 
one-half  inch  further  to  the  right,  it  would  have 
been  instant  death.  "But,  dear,  I  never  said  a 
prayer  to  anybody ;  whiz-z-crack !  and  it  was  all 
over.  '  Dear  me !  what  is  the  matter  ?'  I  said,  and 
that  was  all." 


Ave  Maria. 
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"  And  if  you  did  not  call  upon  anyone  for  aid, 
and  God  was  so  good  as  to  protect  you  without 
your  asking  Him,  is  that  a  reason  for  being  less 
grateful?  Ought  you  not  to  proclaim  His  mercy 
in  your  behalf  just  the  same?  Would  it  not  be 
very  fitting  to  send  an  ex-voto  to  thank  Divine 
Providence  for  this  signal  instance  of  His  care?" 

"  I  am  very  grateful,"  Mrs.  O.  C answered, 

to  this  volley  of  questions;  "and  I  do  thank  Him 
in  my  heart,  and  that  is  enough  fop>this  country. 
We  have  to  build  our  parish  churches,  and  the  ex- 
voto  we  have  to  give  is  our  money  to  do  that.  In- 
deed and  our  priests  would  not  be  at  all  pleased  if 
we  would  be  spending  our  money  on  those  ex-votos ; 
they  would  much  rather  we  would  give  it  to  them." 

"  But  ex-votos  need  not  be  expensive,"  we  remon- 
strated. "We  agree  with  you  that  in  this  country 
it  might  be  out  of  place  to  send  as  ex-voto  an  expen- 
sive painting,  useless  except  as  ex-voto,  like  one  we 
saw  at  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde,  a  handsomely- 
finished  oil-painting,  twenty  by  thirty  inches  in 
size.  It  shows  an  Oriental  landscape,  in  the  fore- 
ground of  which  the  Roman  centurion,  in  all  the 
glittering  panoply  of  his  military  rank  and  ac- 
companied by  his  escort  of  Roman  soldiers,  kneels 
to  the  Son  of  Man,  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  who,  in  His 
simple  robes  and  surrounded  by  barefooted  fisher- 
men, stands  with  a  majesty  that  makes  Him 
Divine.  On  the  heavy  gilt  frame  of  this  superb 
picture  is  printed  the  inscription  in  Latin :  "  Lord, 
I  am  not  worthy  that  Thou  shouldst  enter  under 
my  roof,  say  but  the  word  and  my  boy  shall  be 
healed."  From  which  we  guessed  that  a  parent 
supplicated,  or  gave  thanks,  for  a  child  sick  or 
cured. 

Perhaps,  too,  gold  and  silver  hearts  covering  the 
walls,  pillars,  and  arches  of  our  city  churches 
might  excite  the  cupidity  of  our  burglars;  but 
there  are  ex-votos  which  neither  attract  burglars 
nor  need  subtract  from  generous  donations  for  the 
erecting  of  the  much-needed  churches. 

Then  comes  the  question :  What  shall  we  send 
as  ex-votos  ? 

Let  us  give  a  cursory  glance  at  the  different 
classes  of  ex-voto  most  in  use  in  Catholic  countries. 
First,  there  are  the  gold  and  silver  hearts  just 
mentioned.  These  are  more  numerous  in  France 
and  in  Italy  than  in  Germany,  and  the  French 
more  frequently  give  gold  or  gilt  than  do  the  Ital- 
ians. The  French  are  ever  mindful  of  the  gold, 
frankincense,  and  myrrh,  and  love  to  follow  in  the 
wake  of  the  three  Kings.  The  hearts  they  give  are 
always  two-sided,  of  a  thick,  heavy  plate,  and 
surmounted  by  flames,  also  double ;  thus  these 
hearts  can  be  suspended,  as  both  sides  are  alike. 
We  once  priced  one  of  the  smallest  gold  hearts : 
it  cost  ten  francs  (two  dollars).  It  must  have  been 


gilded  or  plated ;  had  it  been  pure  gold  it  would 
have  been  worth  much  more. 

Those  who  feel  conscious  that  "the  pair  of 
turtle-doves,  the  gift  of  the  poor,"  are  more  in  ac- 
cordance Avith  their  means,  will  do  well  to  turn  to 
the  Italians,  who  understand  perfectly,  side  by 
side  with  that  magnificence  which  is  the  offspring 
of  zeal  for  the  decency  of  divine  worship,  to  yield 
a  practical  homage  to  the  Stable  of  Bethlehem 
and  to  the  Holy  House  of  Nazareth.  The  Italians 
never  forget  that  to  shepherds  was  given  the  first 
summons  to  the  Manger,  and  that  to  them  was 
sent,  not  a  star,  but  a  prince  of  the  Court  of  Heaven ; 
and  they  are  happy  in  offering  humble  gifts  (when 
they  have  none  other)  with  theirs  for  whom  the 
heavens  opened  and  to  whom  the  angels  sang 
"  peace  on  earth  to  men  of  good  will "  as  truly  as 
they  shouted  "Glory  to  God  in  the  highest." 

The  ex-voto  hearts  in  Italy  are  of  the  very  purest 
metal,  but  as  thin  as  paper.  They  are  made  in 
moulds,  are  one-sided,  surmounted  by  flames,  and 
stamped  with  the  monogram  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
or  the  letters  I.  H.  S.  or  J.  M.  J.  A  few  are  made 
smooth,  so  that  they  may  be  offered  at  any  altar; 
e.g.,  St.  Peter's,  St.  Francis  of  Assisi's,  St.  Anthony 
of  Padua's,  St.  Aloysius  Gonzaga's,  or  any  other. 
These  vary  in  size  from  an  inch  and  a  half  at  the 
greatest  length  to  about  six  inches,  and  in  price 
(for  the  silver)  from  a  franc  and  a  half  (30  cents), 
all  the  way  up  to  twelve  francs  ($2.40).  They  are 
so  thin  that  one  may  easily  pierce  them  with  an 
ordinary  needle,  and  they  are  tacked,  or  hung  by 
a  slender  cord,  which  is  drawn  through  with  a 
needle  at  the  base  of  the  flames,  on  to  long  boards 
painted  blue  and  fitted  on  to  the  pillars,  corners 
and  arches  of  the  churches.  These  boards,  with 
their  precious  freight,  may  be  taken  down  and  laid 
in  a  place  of  safety  whenever  it  is  necessary. 
When  every  available  space  in  a  church,  from  floor 
to  ceiling,  from  the  entrance  to  the  sanctuary,  is 
covered  with  these  boards,  and  these  boards  in  turn 
are  filled  with  hearts  so  that  there  is  not  room  for 
one  more,  the  Italians  take  them  down  and  have, 
the  hearts  melted  over  and  made  into  sacred  ves- 
sels for  the  use  of  the  church.  Thus  each  one  who 
offers  the  little  emblematic  heart  in  the  sanctuary 
rejoices  in  the  thought  that  he  is  contributing  his 
mite  to  a  pyx,  a  chalice,  or  an  ostensorium  npon 
which  one  day  his  Lord  will  sit  enthroned,  after 
it  has  testified  to  a  throng  of  worshippers  that 
"  he  remembered  that  God  was  his  Helper  and  the 
Most  High  God  his  Redeemer." 

But  these  hearts  must  be  imported  or  manufac- 
tured for  us  before  we  can  offer  them ;  and  once  on 
this  continent  would  they  not  be  transmuted  from 
the  shepherds'  simple  gift  to  the  royal  gold,  frank- 
incense and  myrrh ! 
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</lve  Maria. 


Next  in  number  come  the  paintings  descriptive 
of  the  peril  escaped  or  the  favor  gained.  These  are 
ordinarily,  we  should  judge,  eight  by  twelve  inches 
in  size,  painted  on  wood,  and  not  beyond  the  art 
of  a  good  sign-painter.  The  inscription,  including 
the  date,  and  often  the  name  of  the  recipient  of 
the  heavenly  favor,  is  printed  underneath.  The 
Blessed  Virgin  [head  and  shoulders]  is  invariably 
represented  in  one  of  the  upper  corners,  calmly 
surveying  the  scene.  At  first  we  used  to  imagine 
that  each  of  these  ex-votos  recorded  a  bona-fide 
apparition  of  the  "  Help  of  Christians,"  but  after 
awhile  we  learned  that  this  part  of  the  picture  was 
figurative.  In  sea-port  towns  ships  in  a  storm 
predominate.  Not  unfrequently  is  depicted  in  a 
corner  a  woman  sick  in  bed;  by  a  cradle  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  containing  a  tiny  infant,  kneels 
a  happy  father,  while  from  the  inscription  one 
learns  that  after  much  earnest  supplication  our 
Lady  graciously  vouchsafed  to  obtain  the  blessing 
in  the  cradle  for  parents  long  childless.  Often  an 
entire  family  are  kneeling  by  the  death-bed  of  a 
beloved  member,  who  through  the  intercession  of 
the  ever  Blessed  Virgin  is  mercifully  restored  to 
life.  Sometimes  a  child  is  falling  from  the  roof  of 
a  house,  five,  six,  even  seven  and  eight  stories  in 
height,  but  thanks  to  Our  Lady  of  Good  Help,  it 
reaches  the  stone  pavement  unhurt.  Again,  a  little 
child,  "playing  horse"  on  the  bannisters  in  the 
upper  story  of  a  high  house,  has  lost  its  balance, 
and  is  seen  midway  between  the  flights  of  winding 
staircases ;  the  very  picture  makes  one  dizzy ;  but 
the  mother  throws  her  arms  aloft,  ejaculates:  "  O 
most  holy  Mary!"  and  the  rash  child  is  caught, 
unhurt,  by  some  one  who  crosses  accidentally(?) 
the  court  below.  Some  of  these  pictures  date  1873- 
74,  others  as  far  back  as  1600 ;  and  some  we  have 
seen,  in  Germany,  with  inscriptions  so  ancient  we 
could  not  decipher  them,  but  we  made  out  that 
they  were  of  the  sixteenth  and  even  of  the  fifteenth 
century.  One  we  recollect,  we  know  not  where, 
dated  1470 — anterior  to  the  discovery  of  America 
we  remarked  at  the  time.  We  call  to  mind  one, 
among  others,  in  the  Church  of  St.  Augustine, 
where  rest  the  relics  of  St.  Monica,  in  Rome.  One 
sees  in  it  the  interior  of  the  church  in  which  it  is 
placed.  From  a  high,  high  scaffolding  a  carpenter 
who  was  working  at  the  dome  falls;  in  falling  he 
calls  upon  the  "  most  holy  Mary,"  and  reaches  the 
pavement  in  safety — a  distance  (if  we  rightly  re- 
member) of  one  hundred  and  seventy-four  feet. 
This  happened  in  sixteen  hundred  and  some  odd 
years. 

Will  the  reader  bear  in  mind  that  the  Italians 
have  always  given  a  great  deal  of  scandal,  and 
have  been  subjected  to  much  ridicule,  for  a  bad  (?) 
habit  they  have  of  calling  upon  God,  His  Blessed 


Mother,  and  His  Saints  on  all  occasions  ?  It  is  a 
habit  that  serves  them  in  good  stead  in  their  hour 
of  need,  so  testify  these  ex-voto.  We  when  we  are 
in  danger — we,  less  profane  (!),  simply  ejaculate 
"  Goodness  gracious! "  "  By  their  fruits  you  shall 
know  them,"  said  our  Lord.  "  Do  men  gather 
grapes  of  thorns  or  figs  of  thistles?" 

This  style  of  votive  picture  is  common  in  Italy 
and  in  .Germany.  In  France  the  paintings  are 
usually  of  greater  artistic  merit.  Often  the  French 
send  a  beautiful  engraving  or  lithograph,  colored 
or  not,  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  or  St.  Joseph,  to  hang 
on  the  church  wall  as  ex-voto. 

The  gold  and  silver  hearts  are  hung  first  about 
the  statues,  or  are  tacked  to  the  frames  of  the  mir- 
aculous pictures  on  the  altars;  as  they  increase  in 
number  they  are  spread  about  the  sanctuary, 
thence  gradually  over  all  the  corners,  pillars,  and 
arches,  to  the  doors.  The  votive  pictures,  on  the 
contrary,  are  hung  first  about  the  doors,  and  by 
degrees  they  spread  along  the  walls  and  pillars  to 
the  railing  of  the  sanctuaiy,  which  they  never 
enter. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Agnus  Dei. 

The  Agnus  Dei  is  one  of  the  most  cherished,  as 
also  one  of  the  most  common,  objects  of  Catholic 
piety.  Hardly  a  Catholic  can  be  found  who  does  not 
devoutly  wear  this  beautiful  little  emblem.  The 
Agnus  Deis  are  made  of  purest  wax,  on  which  is 
stamped  on  one  side  the  image  of  the  Lamb  of  God, 
and  on  the  other  that  of  some  saint;  The  Paschal 
candle  of  the  previous  year  forms  a  part  of  the 
wax  used  for  this  purpose.  The  privilege  of  stamp- 
ing it  belongs  to  the  monks  of  the  Monastery  of 
St.  Bernard,  in  Rome.  The  Agnus  Dei,  made  as  it 
is,  of  whitest  and  purest  wax,  symbolizes  Christ's 
human  nature.  Holy  water  is  used  in  blessing  it 
because  with  that  element  God,  both  in  the  Old 
and  New  Testament,  wrought  great  prodigies;  it 
is  also  the  matter  of  the  Sacrament  of  regeneration. 
Balsam  is  also  used,  to  signify  the  good  odor  of 
Jesus  Christ  which  every  Christian  should  spread 
about  him  by  his  virtue  and  good  works.  Form- 
erly it  was  the  custom  to  add  some  drops  of  the 
Holy  Chrism. 

Agnus  Deis  are  blessed  by  the  Pope  on  the 
Wednesday  of  Easter  week,  but  only  on  the  first  and 
every  seventh  year  of  his  Pontificate.  The  custom 
of  blessing  them  at  this  time  is  very  ancient;  in  the 
early  ages  of  the  Church,  as  is  well  known,  baptism 
was  administered  at  Easter,  and  on  Holy  Saturday 
each  of  the  neophytes  received  from  the  Pope  an 
Agnus  Dei.  Holy  Saturday  is  also  the  day  on 
which  they  are  now  distributed  and  sent  to  all 
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The  tiny  heart  was  obviously  wounded.  The 
visions  outside  the  window  lost  half  their  beauty, 
and  the  boy  looked  furtively  now  and  then  at  his 
father  to  see  if  he  were  vexed  or  angry.  The  man 
had  forgotten  it  in  a  moment  and  buried  himself 
in  the  news  of  the  day;  but  I  shall  remember  it 
always.  Happily  the  little  children  are  forgiving. 
They  do  not  hold  ia  their  pure  hearts  any  revenge 
or  malice.  They  have  the  sweet  faith  that  trusts 
again  and  again,  even  after  repeated  experience 
of  evil  and  uukindness. 

Can  we  not  oftener  put  ourselves  in  the  place  of 
the  little  ones  and  so  make  their  trifling  pleasure 
a  thing  of  consequence?  It  is  90  beautiful  to  see 
a  strong  man  stooping  to  walk  with  his  tottering 
babe  and  blowing  bubbles  with  him  with  as  much 
eagerness  as  he  would  build  a  city.  Let  us  feel 
that  the  shaping  of  the  little  soul  depends  upon 
what  may  seem  to  us  the  very  smallest  things. 
We  ought  to  learn  more  from  the  Great  Father 
who  has  so  condescended  to  us. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk  has  subscribed  £1,000  to 

the  testimonial  for  Cardinal  Manning. 

A  convent  is  being  built  at  Yuma,  Arizona,  and 

will  be  finished  about  the  1st  of  May. 

It  is  estimated  that  there  is  only  one  priest  to 

every  million  of  Catholics  in  China. 

A  leading    Protestant  newspaper  admits  that 

Protestantism  is  gradually  and  surely  drifting  towards 
infidelity. 

We  are  pleased  to  learn  that  the  health  of  the 

most  Rev.  Archbishop  Wood,  of  Philadelphia,  is  much 
improved. 

We  are  happy  to    announce  that  Very  Rev. 

Father  Granger,  who  has  been  dangerously  ill  of  late, 
is  now  convalescing. 

A  Catholic  home  for  young  women ,  to  be  built 

on  St.  Catherine  street,  Montreal,  at  a  cost  of  $600,000, 
has  been  projected. 

Mrs.  Mary  O'Reilly,  the  oldest  Catholic  of  Cin- 
cinnati, died  on  the  14th  inst.  She  was  in  the  eighty- 
fifth  year  of  her  age. 

Very  Rev.  J.  B.  Kavanagh,  D.  D.,  President  of 

Carlow  College,  has  just  published  a  reply  to  Glad- 
stone's "  Vaticanism." 

A  Roman  dispatch  of  a  recent  date  announces 

the  death  of  Cardinal  Capalti,  who  was   elevated  to 
that  dignity  in  1868. 

The  Catholics  of  Watertown,  Wis.,  are  building 

a  beautiful  new  church,  which  will  be  under  the  pa- 
tronage of  St.  Bernard. 

— His  Eminence  Lcdochowski,  Cardinal  Arch- 
bishop of  Posen,  will  be  banished  from  German  soil  as 
soon  as  his  imprisonment  is  over. 

The  Berlin  Post  says  the  draft  has  been  com- 
pleted of  a  bill  prohibiting  Religious  Orders  in  Prus- 
sia, except  those  employed  in  nursing  the  sick. 

A  Protestant  paper,  speaking  of  Louise  Lateau, 


says  she  is  just  now  all  the  talk  of  Paris.  It  is  the 
opinion  of  the  medical  faculty  of  Brussels  that  she  is 
In  a  supernatural  condition.  She  has  not  eaten  a  mor- 
sel for  sixteen  months. 

The  London  Bock,  an  Anglican  journal,  reports 

that  five  members  of  the  Oxford  University  have  en- 
tered the  Roman  Catholic  Church  within  the  last  year. 

A  special  despatch  to  the  Daily  Telegraph  an- 
nounces that  the  Emperor  William  has  signed  the  bill 
withdrawing  the  State  grants  from  the  Catholic 
Church. 

- — The  Paulist  Fathers  are  zealous  in  promoting 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  At  the  close  of  the 
mission  given  in  St.  Patrick's  Church,  California,  the 
Rosary  was  recited  by  the  entire  congregation. 

The  Passionist  Fathers  celebrated  the  centen- 
nial of  their  saintly  Founder  o«  the  28th  of  last  month. 
The  Order  is  in  a  flourishing  condition  in  the  United 
States,  and  the  amount  of  good  done  by  the  Fathers  is 
known  only  to  God. 

The  Agence  Havax  announces  that  the  chapel  of 

the  convent  of  the  Visitation,  at  Porrentruy,  which  has 
been  closed  for  more  than  a  year,  was  reopened  for 
Divine  service  quite  recently,  by  special  authorization 
of  the  Swiss  Government. 

It  is  to  the  honor  of  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment that  it  offered,  through  its  representative  in 
Mexico,  to  receive  and  provide  for  the  Sisters  of 
Charity  so  bi-utally  expelled  from  Mexico.  The  kind 
offer  was  declined  with  gratitude. 

The  number  of  souls  in  the  Archdiocese  of 

Gnesen-Poaen  who  are  deprived  of  spiritual  help  dur- 
ing this'Paschal  time,  in  consequence  of  the  exile  or 
imprisonment  of  their  priests,  amounts,  according  to 
an  estimate  of  the  Kur  Poznanski,  to  58,726. 

A  very  successful  mission,  at  which  there  were 

several  conversions,  closed  last  week  in  the  Church  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception,  Chicago.  It  was  con- 
ducted by  the  Jesuit  Fathers.  Five  thousand  persons 
received  Holy  Communion  during  the  mission. 

The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris  gave  a  dinner 

to  the  inmates  of  the  hospital  of  the  Little  Sisters  of 
the  Poor  on  St.  Joseph's  day;  and,  assisted  by  the 
venerable  M.  Wallon,  Minister  of  Public  Instruction, 
and  the  pastor  of  St.  Jacques,  served  the  table. 

The  death  is  announced,  at  a  very  advanced  age, 

of  Mgr.  Giustiniani,  Roman  Catholic  Archbishop  of 
the  island  of  Scio.  He  is  said  to  have  been  one  of  the 
oldest  prelates  in  the  Catholic  Church,  and  to  have  on 
several  occasions  declined  the  honor  of  a  Cardinal's  hat. 

Prince  Dona,  who  has  nobly  retracted  his  first 

adhesion  to  the  cause  of  the  Revolution,  has  been  re- 
ceived by  the  Pope  in  a  private  audience.  His  Holi- 
ness greeted  the  Prince  with  great  affection,  and,  after 
embracing  him,  restored  him  to  hia  former  place  near 
the  Pontifical  throne. 

The  Buffalo  Catholic  Union  says  that  in  three 

competitive  examinations,  which  had  been  held  in 
that  city  to  fill  vacancies  at  the  Military  Academy, 
West  Point,  and  the  Naval  Academy,  Annapolis,  the 
prize  was  in  each  instance  carried  off  by  pupils  from 
one  of  the  Catholic  schools. 

An  important  work  on  Freemasonry,  entitled 
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"The  Secret  Warfare  Against  Throne  and  Altar,"  has 
just  been  published  in  England.  The  fact  that  the 
Prince  of  Wales  is  about  to  assume  the  office  of  Grand 
Master  of  the  Freemasons  in  England  ma3T  render  this 
work  additionally  interesting  at  the  present  time. 

According  to  the  Prllerin,  the  statistics  for  1874 

of  the  Sanctuary  of  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  at  Paris, 
are  as  follows:  9,800  Masses,  132,000  Communions,  477 
plates  of  marble  (ex-votos),  289  hearts  of  gold  and  sil- 
ver, 36  decorations^  78  other  ex-votos  of  different  kinds, 
9,160  new  associates,  1,185,386  recommendations. 

The  persecution  in  Poland  still  continues.  It 

seems  to  be  the  determination  of  the  Russian  Govern- 
ment  to  blot  out  the  very  name  of  Catholicity  in  that 
unhappy  country;  but  the  noble  Poles  everywhere 
show  their  heroic  fidelity  to  the  Faith.  They  are  ready 
to  suffer  unto  death  rather  than  embrace  the  schism. 

-The  Freemasons  are  causing  great  trouble  in 

South  America.  At  Buenos  Ayres  the  beautiful  Jesuit 
college  was  completely  burned  in  a  recent  riot,  the 
ringleaders  of  which  are  believed  to  have  been  Masons 
It  is  reported,  too,  that  several  priests  were  wounded 
Sometime  ago  the  Archbishop  of  Buenos  Ayres  was  ar- 
rested and  imprisoned  on  account  of  opposing  Free- 
masonry. 

More  than  forty  thousand  persons  went  during 

Holy  Week  to  venerate  the  holy  relics  at  the  Cathe- 
dral of  Notre  Dame,  in  Paris.  On  the  evening  of  Good 
Friday  ten  thousand  were  present  in  the  same  church 
to  hear  the  eloquent  Father  Monsambre'.  This  audi- 
tory was  composed  of  the  elite  of  Paris.  The  number 
of  Easter  Communions  at  Notre  Dame,  this  year,  was 
unprecedented.  The  Parisians  are  not  all  infMels. 

Rev.  Dr.  Henry  Lohans,  pastor  of  Alverskirchen, 

Germany,  celebrated  the  seventieth  anniversary  of  his 
ordination  on  the  9th  of  March  last.  This  venerable 
priest  was  born  on  the  10th  of  November,  1781,  and 
is  consequently  in  the  ninty-fourth  year  of  his  age. 
He  enjoys  excellent  health,  and  is  still  able  to  perform 
all  his  pastoral  duties.  The  Reverend  gentleman  has 
spent  all  the  years  of  his  priesthood  in  the  same  par- 
ish, first  as  vicar,  and  since  1812  as  pastor. 

The  Religious  Orders,  says  a  European  con- 
temporary, have  attained  a  glorious  development  in 
France.  In  1861,  there  were  2,014  communities  of  men, 
divided  amongst  83  Orders,  and  numbering  14,776 
members.  They  are  now  estimated  at  about  20,000 
members,  of  whom  one-fourth  are  devoted  to  a  con- 
templative life.  There  are  no  less  than  100,000  nuns, 
a  mighty  army  of  the  spouses  of  Jesus  Christ.  About 
75,000  of  these  are  Sisters  of  Charity,  or  members  of 
other  Orders  devoted  to  the  service  of  the  poor,  or  be- 
long to  teaching  Orders.  The  rest  are  contemplatives. 

Pope  Pius  IX,  during  his  twenty-nine  years  pon- 
tificate has  created,  it  has  recently  been  calculated,  as 
many  as  99  Cardinals.  Of  these  57  are  Italians,  13 
French,  3  English,  9  Spanish,  3  Portuguese,  7  German 
or  Austrian,  3  Hungarian,  2  Polish,  1  Belgian,  and  1 
American ;  50  of  the  99  are  already  dead.  Only  8  of  the 
61  Cardinals  who  saw  Pius  IX  mount  the  papal  throne 
are  still  living,  so  that  the  total  number  of  Cardinals 
is  now  57,  of  whom  the  most  aged  is  Cardinal  de  An- 
gelis,  Archbishop  of  Fermo,  born  April  16,  1792,  and 


who  is  consequently  four  weeks  older  than  the  Pope 
himself. 

— -The  N  Y.  Nation,  speaking  of  the  Catholic 
schools  of  New  York  city,  says: — 

"  We  suspect  without  having  any  positive  knowl- 
edge on  the  subject,  that  the  Catholic  clergy  would 
agree  to  every  thing  the  Board  of  Education  might 
require,  if  they  could  only  have  the  appointment  of 
the  teachers.  .  .  .  There  are  so  many  opportunities, 
if  the  teacher  is  sound,  of  introducing  little  and  per- 
haps hardly  noticeable  innovations,  of  one  sort  or  an 
other,  which,  if  they  would  not  make  conversions 
among  Protestants,  would  at  least  remove  prejudices 
or  beget  prepossessions. 

The  Nation's  argument,  remarks  the  Boston  Pilot,  is 
a  sound  one — with  two  edges.  It  can  be  used  with 
better  enect  by  the  Catholics:  "  There  are  so  many 
opportunities,  if  the  teacher  is  sound,  of  introducing 
little  and  perhaps  hardly  noticeable  innovations  of 
one  sort  or  another,  which,  if  they  would  not  make 
conversons,  among  [Catholics],  would  at  least  remove 
prejudices  or  beget  prepossessions."  Amirable! 


New  Publications. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  CONVERT,  AS  TOLD  TO  HIS  FORMER 
PARISHIONERS  AFTER  HE  BECAME  A  CATHOLIC.  By 
B.  W.  Witcher,  A.  M.,  Late  a  Clergyman  of  the  Prot- 
estant Episcopal  Church,  and  Joint  Author,  with  his 
late  wife,  of  the  "  Widow  Bedott  Papers."  New 
York:  P.  O'Shea. 

The  history  of  a  conversion  is  always  edifying, 
and  though  books  of  this  kind  are  numerous  they 
are  all  deeply  interesting.  We  promised  ourselves 
a  treat  in  the  little  volume  before  us,  and  the  least 
that  can  be  said  is  that  we  were  not  disappointed. 
The  author,  formerly  a  Protestant  minister,  became 
a  Catholic,  and  in  reply  to  the  question  of  his 
friends,  why  he  did  so,  he  has  published  the  story 
of  his  conversion.  It  was  originally  given  as  lec- 
tures, first  to  his  former  parishioners  and  others,  and 
afterwards  in  some  of  the  Eastern  and  Western  cit- 
ies, and  always  with  a  favorable  reception.  The 
story  is  beautifully  told ;  there  is  a  fascination  about 
it  quite  indescribable :  we  found  ourselves  at  the 
last  chapter  almost  without  knowing  it.  But  what 
pleased  us  most  is  that  there  is  not  in  this  book, 
from  cover  to  cover,  one  bitter  expression,  one  un- 
kind word.  We  are  sorry  that  we  have  not  space 
to  give  all  the  quotations  which  we  had  noted  while 
reading  our  author's  narrative,  but  we  find  them  far 
too  numerous.  We  can  give  only  a  few.  "  I  also 
gave  instructions  on  the  honor  due  the  saints, 
especially  the  Virgin  Mary;  and  during  all  these 
years  (which  have  seemed  short  to  me)  I  do  not 
recollect  that  any  of  you  have  ever  objected  to  the 
truth  of  the  doctrines  which  I  have  taught.  ...  I 
mention  this  to  show  that  when  Catholic  doctrines 
are  presented  to  Protestant  minds,  free  from  preju- 
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dice,  they  meet  with  no  objections  as  to  their 
truth."  "  Infidelity  or  Catholicity  were  the  only  al- 
ternatives. And  to  this  conclusion  the  whole  Prot- 
estant world  will  sooner  or  later  come.  Thinking 
men  are  already  coming  to  this  conclusion,  and  the 
masses  will  soon  follow;  for  Protestantism,  as  a 
religion,  has  already  lost  all  hold  upon  these 
masses,  not  only  in  Europe,  but  in  this  country. 
Out  of  a  population  of  nearly  forty  millions  of  peo- 
pie  in  the  United  States,  there  are  less  than  six 
millions  who  make  any  profession  of  belonging 
to  a  Protestant  Church.  It  is  true  they  call  them- 
selves Protestants,  and  on  occasions  may  go  to 
hear  a  Protestant  sermon,  and  give  money  to  pay 
the  preacher,  or  build  a  church,  (if  it  will  increase 
the  price  of  their  corner-lots), — but  as  for  uniting 
themselves  as  members,  they  will  none  of  it.  This 
state  of  indifference  cannot  remain.  They  must 
take  sides  one  way  or  another;  and  the  question 
with  them  must  be,  submission  to  the  Catholic 
Church  or  a  total  disbelief  in  all  revealed  relig- 
ion." The  book  is  full  of  passages  equally  strik- 
ing. Chapters  II,  III  and  IV  are  particularly  en- 
tertaining; and  the  last  of  these,  "  St.  Patrick  and 
the  Snakes,"  is  very  amusing,  and  reveals  the  quiet 
humor  of  the  author  of  "  Widow  Bedott."  In  con- 
elusion  we  heartily  recommend  this  volume,  not 
only  to  Protestants  but  to  Catholics,  as  conveying 
a  lesson  which  many  have  yet  to  learn — how  to 
deal  with  those  who  differ  from  them  in  religious 
belief.  Too  often,  alas !  we  merit  the  rebuke  which 
Christ  Himself  spoke:  "  You  know  not  of  icliat 
spirit  you  are."  The  question:  Why  did  you  be- 
come a  Catholic?  which  now,  thank  God,  Protes- 
tants in  our  country  have  frequent  occasion  to 
ask,  is  best  answered  by  a  recommendation  to  read 
attentively  and  prayerfully  "  The  Story  of  a  Con- 
vert." 

INSTRUCTIONS  AND  PRAYERS  FOR  THE  JUBILEE.    L. 
Jocquel,  Fort  Wayne,  Ind. 

We  have  already  noticed  other  editions  of  this 
useful  little  manual.  The  one  before  us  contains, 
besides  the  prayers  and  litanies  recommended  to 
be  used,  full  instructions  on  indulgences,  especially 
those  of  the  Jubilee.  The  excellent  Pastoral  Let- 
ter of  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne,  prefixed 
to  this  edition,  enhances  its  value  very  much. 

Brownsori's  Quarterly  Review,  for  April,  is  an 

unusually  interesting  number.  The  paper  on 
Catholic  Colleges  is  full  of  good  thoughts,  and  we 
are  pleased  to  notice  that  it  is  attracting  much  at- 
tention. The  table  of  contents  is  as  follows:  I, 
Conflict  of  Science  and  Religion ;  II,  Reforms  and 
Reformers;  III,  The  Prisoners  of  St.  Lazare;  IV, 
St.  Gregory  the  Seventh;  V,  The  Possible  Noth- 
ing in  Itself;  VI,  Newman's  Reply  to  Gladstone; 


VII,  Our  Colleges;  VIII,  Father  Hill's  Philos- 
ophy; IX,  Literary  Notices. 

2he  Catholic  World  for  May  is  quite  up  to  its 

high  standard  of  excellence.  There  are  few  of  our 
monthlies  that  do  not  sometimes  flag,  and  the  Cath- 
olic World  is  one  of  these  few.  We  give  the  table 
of  contents:  I,  Pius  IX,  and  Mr.  Gladstone's  Mis- 
representations ;  II,  The  Bath  of  the  Golden  Robin ; 
III,  Are  You  My  Wife?  IV,  Stray  Leaves  from 
a  Passing  Life ;  V,  Calderon's  Autos  Sacramentales ; 
VI,  I  am  the  Door;  VII,  The  Tragedy  of  the 
Temple;  VIII,  Substantial  Generations;  IX,  The 
Modern  Literature  of  Russia;  X,  The  First  Jubi- 
lee; XI,  Greville  and  Saint  Simon;  XII,  Dom 
Gueranger  and  Solesmes;  XIII,  Legend  of  the 
Blumisalpe;  .XIV,  New  Publications. 

Eemsta  Catolica  is  the  name  of  a  new  Cath- 
olic paper  which  comes  to  us  from  Las  Vegas,  New 
Mexico.  We  wish  our  new  friend  success  and  a 
long  life. 

The  Catholic  Central  Association  of  Cleve- 
land, O.,  has  had  the  Lecture  of  Bishop  McQuaid 
on  School  Education  and  School  Systems  printed 
in  pamphlet  form.  It  is  issued  from  the  Office  of 
the  Catholic  Universe.  Those  Catholics  who  think 
the  bishops  and  clergy  attach  too  much  importance 
to  the  school  question,  would  do  well  to  procure  a 
copy  of  this  Lecture. 

"  SILVER  THREADS  ARE  OFTEN  SEEN  "  and 

"  SADIE  DARLING  "  are  the  titles  of  two  new  songs 
published  by  F.  W.  Helmick,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

Messrs.  Sadlier,  &  Co.,  New  York,  have 

in  press :  SIDNEY  FLINT.  By  the  author  of  "  Alice 
Harmon."  1  vol.,  12mo.,  cloth  extra,  $1.  50. 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Dwenger,  of  Fort  Wayne,  con- 
ferred Subdeaconship  on  Messrs.  Timothy  Ryan  and 
Charles  Zany  on  the  3lst  of  March;  on  the  2d  of  April 
both  gentlemen  received  Deaconship,  and  on  the  3d 
they  were  ordained  Priests. 

RECEPTIONS. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Patronage  of  St.  Joseph, 

April  18th,  the  following  gentlemen  received  the 
habit  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Holy  Cross,  at  Notre 
Dame,  Ind.:  Mr.  Henry  Mier,  (Brother  Rodolph);  Mr. 
John  Houley,  (Brother  Alpheus);  Mr.  John  Dally, 
(Brother  Arnold). 

On  the  afternoon  of  March  28th,  the  following 

young  ladies  received  the  white  veil  of  the  Order  of 
Mercy,  at  the  Convent  chapel,  Webster  Avenue,  Pitts- 
burgh Pa.:  Miss  Annie  English,  (Sister  Mary  Felicita); 
Miss  Rose  Sloan,  (Sister  Mary  Joachim);  and  Miss  An- 
nie Doherty,  (Sister  Mary  Damian).  On  Monday, 
March  29th,  Sisters  M.  Xavier  Heisel,  M.  de  Ricci 
M'Quaide,  and  Mary  Benedicta  Roose,  were  admitted 
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to  Profession,  and  received  tbe  black  veil  of  the  Or- 
der  of  Mercy 

On  Sunday,  April  4th,  the  private  chapel  of  St. 

Mary's  Convent,  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  witnessed  the 
reception  of  a  younjd:  lady  into  the  Order  of  St. 
Dominic.  This  is  believed  to  be  the  first  occasion  upon 
which  a  Cape-born  lady  has  taken  the  final  and  irrev- 
ocable vows  of  the  Order. 


Obituary. 

Bishop  Ryan,  of  St.  Louis,  received  a  telegram 

from  Indian  Creek,  Monroe  County,  Mo.,  announcing 
the  death,  on  March  29,  of  Father  J.  Dougherty,  pastor 
of  the  Catholic  church  in  that  place. 

At  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  on  the  2<5th  of  March  (Good 

Friday),  Mr.  Daniel  O'Shea,  a  life-subscriber  to  the 
'  AVE  MARIA."  The  deceased  was  an  exemplary  Cath- 
olic and  a  generous  contributor  to  all  works  of  char- 
ity. He  died  at  the  close  of  the  Dominican  mission 
in  the  exercises  of  which  he  had  taken  part. 


Christmas  Collection  for  the  Orphans. 
(DIOCESE  OF  FORT  WAYNE.) 


Cathed'l,  Ft. Wayne,  $5iO  00 
St.  Mary's,  "  ...25663 
St.  Paul's  "  ...  144  61 
St.  Peter's  "  ...  55  05 
Arcola  "  ...  5900 

Huntington 174 10 

Lagro 5800 

Logansport,    St.  Jo- 
seph's   7385 

Crawfordsville 165  00 

St.  Vincent's,  Allen 

County 3470 

Schererville 2000 

New  Haven 10687 

Besancon 2425 

Avilla 6800 

Kendallville 2200 

San  Pierre 11 10 

Laporte, St.  Peter's..  6500 
Laporte,  St. Joseph's.  7400 

Monroeville 22  30 

Hesse  Cassel 8535 

Columbia  City 4550 

Peru 9000 

Michigan  City 11400 

Decatur 8350 

Lafayette, St.  Mary's. 231 00 

Plymouth 5367 

Dyer 3000 

Anderson 6400 

Muncie 2200 

Wabash  and  Missions  56  00 

Kentland 8000 

St.  Anthony's 4000 

Turkey  Creek 2600 

Lake  Station . . ,         .  12  00 


Delphi 6000 

South  Bend,  Saint 

Joseph's 2500 

Auburn 2140 

Waterloo 500 

Winamac 2800 

Monterey 2000 

Mishawaka 11813 

WestCrcek 2264 

Cedar  Lake 3236 

Roanoke 1400 

St.  Catherine's,  Wliit- 

ly  County 1335 

St .  Mary's  Home 27  00 

Attica 5000 

South  Bend 14000 

Reynolds 3265 

Pierceton 1700 

Indian  Creek 1000 

Pulaski 800 

Marsfield 1050 

Pierce  Settlement.. . .  4 15 

Otys 2080 

Chesterton 1020 

PRIVATE    DONATIONS. 

Winamac 2000 

Dis 3000 

Don 500 

Culver  and  Co.,  per 
Me  Sweeney,  Laf...  2500 

Rev.E.K 500 

N.N 10000 

Mrs.Mish 10000 

Donation,  B.    Trent- 

mann  and  Son 51 00 

N.    N.     Quortmann, 


Ren^alaer 2G  10  Grand  Rapids 10^ 

Logansport,  St.  Vin-  Mr.Sch warz, Laporte.  5000 

cent's 18100  Jacob  Hoff,  Laporte.  400 

HarriaonandFulton.  4500  Soriu 100 

St.  John,  Lake  Co....  108  25  Michael  LeibCin,...  600 

Union  City 7000  Henry  Pranger 2500 

Blufton  Road 3840  N.N.,  Ft.  Wayne 1000 

Crown  Point 5000  H.G.Wagner 2500 

Notre  Dame 54  00  N.  N 5  00 

Goshen 37  13  N. N.,  Ft.  Wayne 500 

Elkhart 2200  H.Buter 250 

Lafayette,  St.  Boni-  Mrs.  N.  N.,  Lafayette.  1000 

face's 12730  OnOxfordnotes 28572 

Valparaiso 20000  M.  Baiters 3500 

B.  Treutmann  and  Son,  one  sack  of  coffee;  Mr. 
Eisenhauer,  one  sack  of  coffee;  Henry  Muning,  one 
sack  of  coffee;  Rev.  F.  Oechtering  one  barrel  flour. 

FORT  WAYNE,  April  16, 1875. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM   THE   7TH   TO  THE   14TH  DAY  OF  APRIL. 

One  hundred  and  twenty-nine  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  fifty  new  associates  have  been 
enrolled;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  twenty-one 
individuals  and  one  family;  sixty-two  sick  persons 
have  been  recommended;  special  for  intentions  eight 
individuals  one  community,  two  families. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters 
received:  "  Many  cures  have  been  effected  through 
the  Lourdes  water  you  were  pleased  to  send  me  so 
often.  The  latest  case  is  that  of  a  young  lad,  sixteen 
years  old,  cured  almost  instantaneously  by  one  or  two 
applications,  of  a  three  years'  standing  disease  which 
baffled  many  prominent  physicians."  ....  "I  used 
some  of  the  blessed  water  on  a  child  of  mine  who  took 
frights  in  her  sleep,  and,  thank  God,  it  cured  her.  A 
neighbor  of  mine  got  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  one  of 
the  best  doctors  of  the  city  said  that  we  could  cut  off 
her  right  leg  and  arm  and  she  would  not  feel  it,  nor 
ever  get  the  use  of  these  limbs  again.  The  next 
morning  we  applied  the  blessed  water,  and  now  she 
is  as  well  as  ever,  to  the  great  surprise  of  the  doctor." 
....  "I  now  inform  you  that  I  am  well  from  all  my 
sores.  I  had  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes,  received 
from  you  last  February  a  year  ago,  applied  by  the 
priest  and  the  Sisters,  who  both  assisted  me  in  my  no- 
vena.  I  got  pretty  well  about  the  first  of  May.  I 
quitted  taking  strong  medicine  on  the  15th  of  October, 
and  had  no  trouble  since.  I  have  reason  to  believe 
my  cure  to  be  as  thorough  and  as  perfect  as  could  be 

desired."   "I  see   the  effects  of   the  water   of 

Lourdes  on  Miss  K .  She  is  teacher  of  the  Cath- 
olic school,  and  boards  with  me.  She  gets  good 
health,  and  returns  thanks  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of 

God."  "  I  cannot  find  words  to  express  my  thanks 

to  our  dear  Lord  and  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary 
for  the  great  blessing  conferred  on  me  by  the  use  of 
the  holy  water  of  Lourdes.  I  think  that  by  using 
more,  I  will  be  entirely  cured  of  all  my  ailments,  which, 
for  twenty  years,  have  baffled  the  best  physicians.  I 
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believe  firmly  that  the  use  of  this  water  will  cure 

me,  as  it  has  already  bencfitted  me  so  much."   "I 

have  no  words  to  express  how  good  the  Almighty  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother  is  to  me.  I  did  not  beeoine 
a  life-subscriber  expecting  to  get  temporal  benefit, 
but  did  so  in  expectation  of  spiritual  good;  and  I  as- 
sure you,  that  God  has  given  me  both."  "We 

cannot  be  too  thankful  to  God,  as  He  listened  to  the 
prayers  so  fervently  offered  in  behalf  of  my  dying 
brother.  His  conversion  was  effected,  and  the  manner 
of  his  death  encourages  the  best  hopes  in  regard  to  his 

salvation." "My  son,  of  whom  I  wrote  to  you  a 

few  weeks  ago,  was  then  in  a  dying  condition,  and  we 
had  asked  your  prayers  to  obtain  for  him  the  grace  of 
a  happy  death.  Thanks  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 
to  Mary  and  St.  Joseph  and  to  all  who  prayed  for  him, 
our  petition  was  granted.  His  death  was  most  edify- 
ing, indeed;  it  was  a  source  of  great  consolation  to  all 
those  who  knew  him." 

OBITUARY. 

The  following  deceased  persons  are  hereby  recom- 
mended to  the  pious  prayers  of  the  Associates:  MRS. 
COLETA  TULLY  nee  de  la  Trinidad,  wife  of  Pinkney  R 
Tully,  esq.,  of  Tucson,  Arizona,  who  departed  this  life 
on  the  9th  of  September  last.  She  was  a  sincere  and 
devout  Christian,  and  died  with  a  full  hope  of  an  ever- 
lasting salvation.  MR.  FRANCIS  P.  CLARK,  of  Phila- 
delphia, Pa.,  who,  lately,  had  joined  the  Association  at 
the  request  of  his  pious  sister.  He  died,  fortified  by 
the  Sacraments  of  the  Church,  on  the  28th  of  March, 
Easter  Sunday,  in  the  32nd  year  of  his  age.  His  friends 
return  sincere  thanks  to  the  members  of  the  Associa- 
tion for  their  pious  prayers  in  his  behalf,  as  the  con- 
version of  the  dying  man  and  his  happy  death  is 
chiefly  attributed  to  the  efficacy  of  these  prayers.  MR. 
O'MAHONY,  of  Pennsakee,  Wis.,  MR.  MATTHEW  FRICK, 
of  Columbus,  Ohio,  who  died  on  the  18th  of  March, 
after  a  long  illness  which  he  bore  with  great  patience. 
MR.  Louis  LABADIK,  of  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  who  departed 
this  life  the  31st  of  March,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments 
of  the  Church.  His  edifying  death  was  a  source  of 
great  consolation  to  his  friends  and  relations,  who 
return  their  sineerq^hanks  to  the  prayers  of  the  As- 
sociates, requested  in  his  behalf,  to  obtain  the  grace 
of  a  happy  death.  MR.  ADOLPHE  BOVERIE,  of  St. 
Gene  vie  ve,  Mo.,  who  died  on  the  16th  of  February, 
fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  JULIA 
BRENNAN,  who  died  on  the  6th  of  April,  at  Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

May  they  rest  in  peace.    Amen. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


SOME  are  all  kindness  with  their  friends,  but 
JESUS  CHRIST  said:  "-Do  good  to  those  that  hate 
you.— (St.  Matt.,  v,  44.) 

DETRACTION  is  a  crying  evil,  and  very  danger- 
ous. St.  Ignatius  of  Loyola  once  said  that  a  per 
son  should  not  go  to  sleep  with  a  sin  of  detrac- 
tion on  his  conscience,  but  should  immediately 
confess  it. 


The  Queen  of  May. 


Oh!  wake  me  up  to-morrow  morn,  so  early,  mother 

dear! 

To-morrow  will  be  May-day,  the  gladdest  of  the  year: 
At  early  Mass  we'll  welcome  in  the  Summer's  brightest 

day, 
For  Mary  is  Queen  of  Heaven,  Mother,  and  also  Queen 

of  May. 

ii. 
We've  deck'd  our  Lady's  altar  with  flowers  fresh  and 

fair, 
And  crown'd  her  with  a  diadem  of  the  choicest  and 

most  rare; 
So  at  her  shrine  I  long  to  kneel,  and  invoke  her  as  I 

pray, 
"Oh,  Mary  Queen  of  heaven!   Oh,  Mary  Queen  of 

May!" 

in. 
'Tis  sweet  to  think  our  prayers  in  that  sacred  morning 

hour 
Are  wafted  up  like  incense,  or  the  perfume  of  the 

flower — 
The  fragrance  of  the  human  heart,  which  rises  night 

and  day 
To  Mary  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  Mary  Queen  of  May. 

IV. 

Hail,  Mother  of  the  Saviour!   From  thy  throne  in 

Heaven  above 
Look  down  on  me   with   pity,  and  hide  me  in  thy 

love! 
And  when  life's  sands  are  running  out,  I'll  clasp  my 

hands  and  pray 

To  Mary  Queen  of  Heaven — to  Mary  Queen  of  May! 

— London  Lamp. 


The  Reward  of  Devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin. 

Blessed  Antonio  Patrizi  of  Sienna,  of  the  Order 
of  the  Servants  of  Mary,  was  accustomed  to  recite 
every  day  until  his  death  five  hundred  Hail  Marys 
in  order  thus,  as  he  said,  to  soothe  with  the  Angeli- 
cal Salutation  his  dear  Mother's  sorrows,  to  which 
he  was  most  especially  devout.  He  frequently 
meditated  upon  her  sorrows  with  tears  of  devotion, 
and  was  accustomed  to  say  that  all  our  prayers 
ought  to  be  accompanied  by  some  few  tears  of 
compassion  for  the  most  Holy  Virgin,  Queen  of 
Dolors.  The  sole  occupation  of  his  saintly  life 
was  to  promote  devotion  to  he  Queen  of  Martyrs, 
by  preaching  and  example ;  and  she,  on  her  part 
repaid  the  tender  love  of  her  devoted  servant  by 
innumerable  favors.  Being  seized  on  one  occa- 
sion with  a  fainting-fit,  Mary  appeared  to  him  and 
refreshed  him  with  a  nosegay  of  beautiful  roses. 
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She  informed  him  of  his  approaching  passage  to 
eternity  a  few  days  before  his  death,  and  com- 
forted and  consoled  him  with  her  special  assist- 
ance at  the  moment  of  his  departure  hence.  Fi- 
nally, his  good  Mother,  to  reward  him  for  the  many 
Hail  Marys  with  which  he  had  honored  her  sor- 
rows, caused  a  beautiful  lily,  in  the  leaves  of  which 
were  written  in  golden  characters  the  words  "Ave 
Maria,"  to  issue  from  the  mouth  of  his  uncorrupted 
body  forty  years  after  his  happy  death. — Bolland- 
ists. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[CONTINUED.] 

For  six  hundred  years  the  ceremony  called  the 
(  Bridal  of  the  Adriatic '  was  kept  up.  On  each 
Feast  of  the  Ascension,  a  fair  sight  was  witnessed : 
the  Doge,  with  all  his  nobles,  in  princely  array, 
went  to  the  Church  of  San  Nicolo  to  hear  Mass; 
after  that,  they  embarked  in  the  state  galley  called 
the  Bucentaur,  which  blazed  with  gold  and  jewels, 
flashing  brightly  in  the  glorious  Italian  sun.  The 
watery  streets  of  Venice  were  alive  with  gondolas, 
gaily  adorned,  and  filled  with  people;  the  air  was 
rent  with  shouts  of  triumph,  and  filled  with  strains 
of  music.  And  so  the  gorgeous  freight  sailed  on 
its  way,  through  the  windings  of  the  canals,  till  it 
arrived  at  Lido,  the  mouth  of  the  harbor,  the  spot 
where  Alexander  stood  when  he  welcomed  lani. 
Then  the  princely  bridegroom  rose,  and,  dropping 
a  golden  ring  into  the  bosom  of  his  bride,  ex- 
claimed: '  We  wed  thee,  with  this  ring,  in  token  of 
our  true  and  perpetual  sovereignty.'  So  now  ends 
the  story  why  Venice  is  called  '  Bride  of  the  Sea,' 
except  that  you  will  like  to  hear  the  end  of  the 
contest  between  the  Pope  and  the  Emperor.  Fred- 
eric's humiliation  was  speedy  and  complete;  from 
the  time  that  he  impiously  defied  the  power  of  his 
God,  success  forsook  him.  His  defeat  at  sea  by 
the  Venetians  was  followed  by  one  on  land  by  the 
Milanese.  In  this  battle  Frederic  was  present, 
and  narrowly  escaped  with  life.  He  now  begged 
for  a  treaty  with  Venice ;  but  no  Catholic  princes 
could  hold  fellowship  with  an  excommunicated 
man.  He  was  obliged  to  beg  Alexander  to  recon- 
cile him  to  Holy  Church.  Alexander  consented ; 
and  Frederic  proceeded  to  Venice  to  pay  his  hom- 
age to  the  Holy  Father.  On  landing,  he  was  re- 
ceived with  all  due  ceremony  by  the  Doge  and  his 
court,  who  escorted  him  to  the  gates  of  the 
cathedral;  and  there,  arrayed  in  his  pontifical 
vestments,  the  triple  crown  upon  his  brow, 
sat  the  feeble  old  man  whom,  but  a  short  time 
since,  the  emperor  had  deemed  such  an  easy 
prey.  Frederic  uncovered  his  head,  cast  aside 
his  purple  mantle,  and  prostrated  himself  to  kiss 


the  feet  of  Alexander.  The  heart  of  the  Holy 
Father  swelled  within  him  when  he  saw  how 
mightily  God  had  brought  things  to  pass:  for  five- 
and  twenty  years  had  lie  fled  before  the  Emperor's 
wrath,  and  this  was  their  end.  Here  was  he  who 
had  threatened  to  plant  his  eagles  on  St.  Mark's, 
kneeling  in  the  vestibule,  at  the  feet  of  the  '  fugi- 
tive and  captive.'  Against  the  Church  of  Christ 
the  gates  of  hell  had  striven,  and  had  not  prevailed ; 
and  Alexander  exclaimed,  in  joy  and  gratitude, 
that  the  prophecy  was  fulfilled  that  had  cheered 
his  heart,  night  by  night,  through  those  years  of 
exile,  when  the  faithful  chanted  their  Compline: 
'  Thou  shall  go  upon  the  lion  and  the  adder,  the 
young  lion  and  the  dragon  shall  thou  tread  under 
thy  feet.'  And  the  proud  spirit  sprang  up  in 
Frederic's  breast,  and  he  muttered,  'It  is  not  to 
you  I  kneel,  it  is  to  St.  Peter.'  But  the  Pope  said : 
'  It  is  both  to  me  and  St.  Peter.'1  He  was  faithful 
to  his  trust,  the  keys  of  heaven  were  as  truly  his 
as  they  were  also  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles' :  it 
was  not  his  own  wrongs  that  he  thought  of  when 
he  saw  his  oppressor  at  his  feet,  but  of  the  holy  of- 
fice Frederic  had,  in  his  person,  insulted  and  in- 
jured. After  singing  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving,  at 
which  the  Emperor  and  Doge  assisted,  Alexander 
was  conducted  to  his  horse  by  Frederic.  He  now, 
repenting  of  his  rebellious  speech,  as  impolitic  in 
his  present  circumstances,  wished  to  outdo  what 
had  been  required  of  him,  and  would  have  attended 
the  Pope's  bridle  to  the  palace,  as  his  esquire :  but 
here  came  forth  the  beautiful  character  of  Alexan- 
der— he  would  have  his  office  duly  honored  in  the 
temple  of  God,  he  would  have  no  servility  paid  to 
his  person  in  the  public  streets;  he  forbade  the 
Emperor  to  render  him  any  further  marks  of  sub- 
jection, and  accorded  him  a  full  and  entire  forgive- 
ness. Soon  after,  in  triumph,  he  re-entered  the 
halls  of  the  Vatican,  and  at  his  feet  the  false  Pope 
renounced  his  impious  claim:  ffeace  was  restored 
to  Holy  Church.  lani  accompanied  the  Pontiff" 
on  his  return,  and  received  various  rewards  for 
the  services  his  state  had  rendered  to  the  Holy  See. 
The  seal  of  the  republic  was  allowed  to  be  made  of 
lead  instead  of  wax,  a  distinction  belonging  at  this 
time  to  the  Holy  See  alone.  Various  symbols  of 
sovereign  power  were  granted  to  the  Doge.  Even 
in  the  Pontifical  chapel,  a  chair  and  footstool  of 
state  might  be  used  by  him,  and  elsewhere  a  lighted 
taper,  a  sword,  and  canopy  were  borne  before  him, 
while  silver  trumpets  and  embroidered  banners 
announced  the  coming  of  the  Doge.  To  the  Ven- 
etians, a  plenary  indulgence,  after  confession 
and  Communion,  in  St.  Mark's,  was  granted,  every 
Feast  of  the  Ascension." 

"Thank  you,  Miss  Longworth,"  said  the  chil- 
dren. 
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"I  liked  that  very  much,"  said  Edith. 
"  Wouldn't  I  have  given  that  old  Emperor  a  lick- 
ing, if  I  had  the  chance !  "  said  Richard. 

"Miss  Longworth,"  said  little  Rose,  "I  want  to 
know  one  thing.  You  said  the  Pope  mounted  his 
horse ;  but  if  all  the  streets  are  in  water,  how  could 
he  ride?" 

Although  every  one  laughed,  Miss  Longworth 
remarked  that  she  did  not  think  it  a  foolish  ques- 
tion. "  There  are  streets  in  Venice,"  said  she,  "  be- 
sides the  canals;  but  they  are  so  very  narrow  that 
two  persons  can  hardly  walk  along  them  side  by 
side,  and  a  carriage  never  attempts  to  get  along ; 
from  these  streets  lead  numbe/s  of  bridges,  which 
cross  the  canals.  And  now  I  think  it  is  just  time 
for  tea ;  and  when  we  have  a  letter  from  mamma 
we  will  have  some  more  about  Venice  and  its  his- 
tory. The  afternoon  has  not  been  very  dull,  has 
it?" 

"Oh,  no!  not  at  all?"  said  the  children.  "In- 
deed it  has  been  what  you  promised  us,  quite  a 
cheerful  afternoon." 

"  How  very  hot  it  is  to-day!  "  exclaimed  Edith, 
at  dinner. 

"  There  will  soon  be  nothing  left  of  me,"  declared 
Richard. 

"  It  certainly  is  the  warmest  day  this  summer," 
chimed  in  Walter;  this  last  speech  provoking  a 
peal  of  laughter  from  Alice  and  Rose. 

"  There,  Walter,  we  have  counted ;  and  you  have 
said  that  every  day  for  a  week.  They  can't  all  be 
the  warmest." 

"Will  it  be  cooler  in  the  grotto?"  said  Miss 
Longworth. 

"Oli, yes!  oh,  yes!"  said  the  children.  "The 
second  post,  the  second  post,"  cried  Richard,  upset- 
ting his  chairin  his  eagerness.  "Miss  Longworth, 
I  beg  pardon;  I — "  and  Richard's  face  said  the 
rest. 

"  Yes,  you  may  go,  Richy,  and  see  if  there  is  a 
letter  from  mamma;"  and  in  two  minutes  Richard 
was  back  with  a  letter  addressed  to  Miss  Long- 
worth. 

It  was  opened,  and  Miss  Longworth  glanced 
down  the  first  page,  and  announced  all  was  going  on 
well ;  "  and,  as  the  letter  is  I  see,"  she  added,  "  the 
one  I  have  been  promised  about  Venice,  what  do 
you  say  to  our  finishing  dinner,  and  then  my 
reading  it  to  you  in  the  grotto  ? " 

Miss  Longworth  reads: — "'Dear  grandmamma 
is  getting  on  so  nicely:  we  have  really  no  anxiety 
about  her  at  all,  and  Helen  will  seldom  give  up  her 
post  as  nurse;  so  that  papa  and  I  have  plenty  of 
time  to  see  the  wonders  of  the  '  Bride  of  the  Sea' ; 
and  I  write  the  description  of  what  we  have  seen 
to  you,  because  you  will,  I  know,  kindly  explain 
things  to  the  children  as  you  read,  which  it 


would  take  too  much  time  and  space  for  me  to 
write,  and  also  because  I  remember  your  roman- 
tic attachment  to  this  singular  city.     So  I  know 
every  detail  will  have  its  interest. 
"  '  Well,  dear  Constance,  at  length — 

'I  stood  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs, 

A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand; 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise, 

As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand.' 

Miss  Longworth. — "The  Ponte  de  Sospiri,  or 
Bridge  of  Sighs,'  is  one  of  the  most  celebrated 
spots  in  Venice.  It  is  a  covered  bridge,  connect- 
ing the  palace  of  the  Doges  with  the  public 
prison,  and  it  received  its  name  from  the  fact 
that  prisoners  of 'state  were  usually  condemned  in 
'the  council-chamber  of  the  Doges,  and  then  con- 
ducted across  this  bridge  to  imprisonment,  torture, 
and  often  death.  I  must  tell  you  that  about  pun- 
ishments in  Venice  there  always  hung  an  air  of 
great  mystery;  although,  as  you  know,  in  English 
history,  as  well  as  in  every  other  state,  much  con- 
cealment was  attendant  on  punishment.  But  in 
Venice  this  prevailed  to  a  far  greater  extent,  and 
arose  from  the  peculiarity  of  their  form  of  Govern- 
ment. The  Doge,  as  I  told  you,  was  treated  like  a 
sovereign  prince,  though  his  dignity  was  only  an 
elective  one.  He  was  assisted  in  his  government  by 
the  Council  of  State,  a  large  assembly  like  our 
Parliament;  but  in  the  earlier  ages  of  the  repub- 
lic the  Doges  tried  to  set  their  council  at  naught 
and  to  establish  despotic  rule,  and  even  to  make 
the  dignity  an  hereditary  one.  After  many  strug- 
gles between  the  Doges  and  council,  the  latter  tri- 
umphed, and  the  power  of  the  Doge  diminished 
till  it  became  almost  nominal.  Then  it  was  found 
necessary  to  have  some  smaller  body  to  conduct 
the  actual  government;  and  the  great  council  of 
state  elected  ten  members  for  this  purpose,  and 
they  were  called  the  '  Council  of  Ten? ;  afterwards 
three  of  this  ten  were  called  'Inquisitors  of  State,"1 
and  they  had  power  to  arrest  anyone  they  pleased. 
The  grand  policy  of  the  Venetian  government  was 
to  keep  secret  who  this  Council  of  Ten,  and  partic- 
cularly  who  the  three  Inquisitors  were,  in  order 
that  they  might  go  about  unsuspected,  and  find  out 
state  secrets ;  so  that  a  perpetual  system  of  spying 
went  on,  and  people  never  knew  when  it  was  safe 
to  speak  what  they  meant  or  not,  and  of  course  this 
very  system  of  government  fostered  the  spirit  they 
tried  to  conquer.  Plots  were  met  with  counter- 
plots, conspiracy  and  rebellion  were  always  rife, 
there  was  no  affection  or  trust  between  people  and 
rulers.  And" now  1  will  go  on  with  the  letter:  '  I 
shall  first  describe  the  Doge's  palace.  The  arch- 
way through  which  we  entered  is  beautiful;  from 
thence  we  passed  into  an  open  court  where  was  a 
bronze  fountain ;  any  one  may  draw  water  from 
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it  that  pleases;  we  did  not  want  to  taste  it.  Xow 
we  came  to  the  Giant's  Staircase,  a  flight  of  steps 
inlaid  with  metal;  at  the  top  of  this  flight  stand 
two  enormous  figures  of  heathen  gods.  We  then 
entered  an  open  gallery,  the  carving  of  which  was 
very  fine;  then  another  staircase,  and  we  were  in- 
side the  palace.  Of  course  we  stopped  to  look, 
and  shudder,  at  the  Lion's  mouth.1" 

Miss  Longworth. — "This  is  a  hole  in  the  wall, 
into  which  accusations  against  people  were  for- 
merly put ;  and  any  one  thus  accused  might  be 
seized,  imprisoned,  and  tried.  This  hole  was  cov- 
ered by  a  lion's  head,  or,  rather,  the  hole  formed 
his  mouth." 

"  How  very  horrid !  "  said  "Walter.  "  Why,  then, 
any  one  who  had  a  spite  against,  an  enemy  might 
accuse  him,  and  get  rid  of  him?" 

"Too  often  this  was  the  case,"  answered  Miss 
Longworth,  going  on: — 'We  wandered  through 
the  grand  halls,  once  full  of  splendor,  now  deso- 
late, and  bare;  and  you  may  think  how  the  lines 
came  to  my  recollection  again : — 

" '  The  long  file 
Of  her  dead  Doges  are  declined  to  dust; 

But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust: 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust, 

Have  yielded  to  the  stranger.' 

" '  In  the  grand  senate-chamber  stands  the  throne 
of  the  Doge,  raised  above  the  other  seats,  all  ready 
for  an  assembly.  We  passed  through  the  halls  of 
the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  Inquisitors  of  State: 
the}'  are  bright,  cheerful-looking  rooms,  and  it 
seems  hard  to  realize  what  scenes  of  treachery  and 
horror  they  have  witnessed — unlike  our  gloomy 
Tower,  whose  every  chamber  seems  full  of  dark- 
ness and  mystery.  Of  course,  the  pictures  are  the 
real  charm  of  the  Doge's  palace,  and  we  have  al- 
ready spent  many  hours  in  examining  them. 
Many  of  these  pictures  are  of  an  immense  size, 
and  all  are  to  represent  some  triumph  of  the  state. 
In  the  hall  of  the  great  council  is  the  one  of  the 
siege  of  Constantinople — ' 

Miss  Longwortli. — "This  siege  is  a  celebrated 
one,  but  it  is  more  in  place  either  in  the  history  of 
Constantinople,  or  of  the  Crusades.  Yes,  Walter, 
the  Crusader — I  see  you  know  about  it." 

"Instead  of  going  straight  to  the  Holy  Land," 
said  Walter,  "  as  the  Pope  bade  them,  they  went 
to  Constantinople,  to  mix  themselves  up  in  a  civil 
•war. 

Miss  Longworth. — "Their  army  was, however,  a 
very  brave  one;  and  the  assault  on  Constantinople 
was  headed  by  the  Doge  Dandolo,  who  was  ninety 
years  old,  and  blind." 

"  But  it  would  have  been  much  more  glorious 
to  have  led  an  assault  upon  Jerusalem,"  said  Wal- 
ter. 


"That  I  quite  acknowledge,"  said  Miss  Long 
worth;  "except  for  actual  braver}-,  that  siege  dis- 
played the  Venetian  character  in  very  dark  colors. 
But  to  continue: — 'There  are  portraits  of  nil  the 
Doges  (except,  of  course,  Marino  Faliero)  hung 
round  the  walls.' " 

"  Why  '  of  course '  ?  "  said  Edith. 

Miss  Longworth. — "This  Doge,  who  lived  in 
1354,  wanted  to  have  the  real  government  of  Ven- 
ice as  well  as  its  outward  semblance,  and  he  formed 
a  plot  to  destroy  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  many 
others.  The  plot  was  discovered,  and  the  Doge 
had  his  head  cut  off  on  the  landing-place  of  the 
Giant's  staircase — the  same  spot  where  the  Doges 
take  their  oaths  on  ascending  the  ducal  throne, 
and  are  crowned  with  the  regal  cap  or  beretta. 
Part  of  his  sentence  was,  that,  instead  of  his  pic- 
ture being  placed  among  the  other  Doges,  there 
should  be  painted  a  black  curtain,  with  an  inscrip- 
tion in  Latin,  'Marino  Faliero,  beheaded  for  his 
crimes." 

(TO    BE  CONTINUED.) 


The  Boy  who  went  to  the  Theatre. 

An  officer  in  a  Swiss  regiment,  garrisoned  at 
Valenciennes,  ordered  his  son  to  go  to  the  play. 
The  youth,  who  had  heard  so  much  of  the  immor- 
ality and  danger  of  the  stage,  consented,  but  with 
regret.  However,  the  company,  the  decorations, 
the  performers,  so  gained  upon  him,  that  during 
the  whole  of  the  representation  he  suffered  noth- 
ing to  escape  him.  A  few  days  afterward,  when 
in  a  large  company,  he  for  a  moment  seemed 
to  forget  his  accustomed  good  behavior.  The 
father,  a  man  of  the  fashionable  world,  who  could 
overlook  in  his  child  an  offence  against  God 
sooner  than  one  against  good-breeding,  instantly 
took  him  to  task  and  in  a  galling  tone  of  asperity 
he  reproached  him  with  his  gross  oversight.  The 
youth,  who  till  that  time  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  disobey  a  parent  or  question  his  author- 
ity, showed  certain  signs  of  indignation  and  re- 
sentment. The  father,  highly  offended,  said: 
"  Have  you  forgotten,  sir,  that  I  am  your  father  ? " 

"Sir,"  replied  the  child,  "there  are  now  no 
more  fathers;  they  are  all  tyrants." 

This  was  the  lesson  the  adept  scholar  had 
brought  home  with  him  from  the  play  he  had 
been  ordered  to  go  and  see,  called  "  The  Father  of 
the  Family." 

THE  Salve  Regina  was  the  favorite  prayer  of  St. 
Stanislaus  Kostka. 

AT  the  name  of  Mary,  says  Thomas  3,  Kempis, 
the  evil  spirits  are  prostrated  as  by  a  thunderbolt 
from  heaven. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


(Satfortfe   0uwt,  tertd 


tto 


MENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Devotion  of  Columbus  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

We  translate  from  "  L1  ambassadeur  de  Dieu,"  * — a 
new  work  from  the  pen  of  Count  Roseliy  de  Lorgues, 
the  following  passages  on  the  devotion  of  Colum- 
bus to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  This  remarkable  book, 
is  visibly  and  confessedly  intended  as  a  preliminary 
step  for  a  juridical  introduction  of  the  cause  of  this 
great  servant  of  God. 

The  ambassador  of  God  had  realized  too  clearly 
the  beauties  of  our  holy  faith,  and  imbibed  too 
deeply  the  spirit  of  the  Catholic  Church,  to  re- 
main indifferent  towards  the  Blessed  Mother  of  the 
Redeemer.  He  loved  her  with  the  most  tender  af- 
fection. 

In  the  first  days  of  his  probation,  he  chose  her 
for  his  consolatrix,  and  placed  himself  under  her 
protection ;  from  that  moment  we  may  say  the 
great  discoverer  was  ever  one  of  the  most  fervent 
of  the  servants  of  Mary. 

Everyone  knows  that  from  the  origin  of  the 
Seraphic  Order  all  its  members  warmly  advo- 
cated— long  before  its  definition — the  Dogma  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception.  It  was  from  the  cel- 
ebrated Franciscan  Convent  of  Rabida  that  Colum- 
bus carried  for  the  remainder  of  his  life  his  un- 
shaken belief  in  this  mystery.  His  devotion  to 
our  Blessed  Lady  marks  every  epoch  in  his  life. 

It  was  to  the  monastery  of  Our  Lady  of  Rabida 
that  he  was  providentially  conducted  when  he 
first  reached  Spain.  It  was  the  name  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  he  gave  his  first  ship — the  "  Santa 
Maria."  It  was  at  the  chapel  of  our  Lady  he 
received  Holy  Communion,  with  all  his  crew,  be- 
fore embarking.  Every  evening  during  the  voy- 
age, he  had  the  hymn  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  sung 
on  the  three  ships.  It  was  her  name,  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sea,  he  gave  to  the  graceful  archipelago  of  the 
small  Lucayes.  On  the  largest  of  the  Islands  he 

*  Published  by  E.  Plon  and  Co.,  Paris. 


bestowed  the  name  of  Holy  Mary  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception.  When  he  discovered  Hayti  he  called 
by  the  sweet  name  of  Mary  a  beautiful  gulf.  Fur- 
ther on,  he  gave  to  a  promontory  the  gracious 
name  of  Star  of  the  Sea;  it  is  yet  known  as  the 
Cape  of  the  Star.  On  the  northwest  coast  he  bap- 
tized another  remarkable  gulf  by  the  name  of 
Port  Conception;  and  on  the  day  following 
(8th  December),  he  celebrated,  despite  very  bad 
weather,  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
solemnized  by  the  Church.  Ten  days  later,  he 
commemorated  with  repeated  salutes  of  artillery 
a  feast  of  our  Blessed  Lady,  popular  in  Spain — 
Our  Lady  of  the  O.  On  his  own  ship,  while  re- 
turning to  Spain,  he  took  delight  in  teaching  the 
Indians  he  had  onboard  the  prayers  of  the  Church 
to  Mary,  the  Ace  Maria^  and  the  Regina  Codi. 
The  first  structure  he  erected  on  the  new  continent 
he  consecrated  to  our  Holy  Mother,  under  the  name 
of  her  Nativity ;  this  was  the  real  seed  of  the  first 
Spanish  colony  in  the  New  World. 

When  returning  to  Europe,  it  was  at  St.  Mary's, 
the  most  southern  island  of  the  Azores,  that  he 
sought  safety  from  a  most  dreadful  storm.  There 
it  was  he  made  a  vow  to  Our  Lady  of  Loreto, 
another  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Cincture,  and  again 
another  to  the  first  church  of  our  Lady  that  would 
be  met  on  land.  Three  times  the  lots  were  cast 
to  designate  the  one  who  should  accomplish  the 
vow ;  and  as  many  times  he  was  designated  for 
the  holy  task.  He  also  it  was  who  led  his  faith- 
ful crew  to  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Rabida  to 
thank  her  for  their  safety. 

On  his  famous  second  voyage,  he  placed  him- 
self under  the  immediate  protection  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception,  and  changed  the  name  of  the  ad- 
miral's ship  to  that  of  Mother  of  Divine  Grace,  and 
called  it  the  Gracious  Mary.  He  reached  the  island 
of  Dominica  on  Sunday,  but  could  not  land;  as 
soon  as  he  could  disembark  and  take  possession, 
he  called  it  Gracious  Mary,  in  honor  of  the  Divine 
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Redeemer's  Holy  Mother.  Ou  the  day  following, 
he  called  another  discovery  by  the  well-known 
name  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadaloupe.  The  next  day, 
he  consecrated  a  new  discovery  to  Mary  under  the 
title  of  Our  Lady  of  Montserrat.  On  the  even- 
ing of  the  same  day  he  discovered  another,  and  gave 
it  the  name  of  Holy  Mary  of  the  Rotunda.  Next 
morning,  he  baptized  another  island  under  the  ap- 
pellation of  Holy  Mary  the  Old.  In  his  explora- 
tion of  the  Cuban  sea,  among  the  countless  small 
islands  which  he  designated  by  the  name  of 
Garden  of  the  Queen,  he  consecrated  the  largest 
and  most  beautiful  of  all  to  our  Blessed  Mother, 
under  the  name  of  Holy  Mary. 

Although  his  third  voyage  had  been  especially 
undertaken  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Trinity,  this 
faithful  knight  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  could  not  end 
it  without  offering  some  marks  of  his  devotion  to 
the  Mother  of  God.  No  sooner  had  he  come  safe 
out  from  the  Dragon's  Mouth  than  he  shows  his 
gratitude  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  by  calling  the 
first  island  he  met,  the  Conception,  and  a  second, 
the  Assumption. 

It  was  habitually  under  the  shade  of  the  Sanctu- 
aries of  Mary  he  matured  and  perfected  his  projects 
and  found  the  needful  consolations.  It  was  with  the 
pious  Franciscans  at  the  Convent  of  Rabida  he  was 
confirmed  in  his  vocation.  It  was  with  the  relig- 
ious of  the  same  Order,  at  Our  Lady  of  Victories 
of  Zubia,  that,  after  having  discovered  the  New 
"World  and  resigned  his  heavenly  mission,  he  pro- 
posed himself,  not  as  ambassador  of  God  any 
longer,  but  as  the  messenger  of  the  Church.  It  was 
under  the  direct  protection  of  the  Mother  of  the 
Saviour,  that,  on  the  point  of  starting  for  his  fourth 
voyage,  he  deposited  at  the  feet  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Grotto  his  titles,  his  letters  patent  and  all  his  priv- 
ileges. 

Christopher  Columbus,  indeed,  spread  Mary's 
glory  over  the  sea  of  the  Antilles,  and  gave,  besides, 
to  four  islands  that  he  had  discovered,  the  names 
of  the  four  most  renowned  sanctuaries  in  Spain. 

It  was  in  honor  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
he  gave  that  sweet  name  to  the  splendid  Vega  of 
the  Spaniola.  It  was  in  the  same  beautiful  prairie 
he  gave  orders  to  erect  a  church  to  Mary  under 
the  title  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  In  the 
same  place  he  caused  to  be  built  the  new  city  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  There  he  also  marked 
the  place  for  a  future  cathedral,  by  a  cross  to  which 
he  himself  publicly  repaired  morning  and  evening 
to  say  his  prayers,  and  which  a  little  later  became 
very  celebrated  by  the  numerous  miracles  that 
took  place  around  it. 

Columbus  had  constantly  sheltered  himself  un- 
der the  wings  of  the  Divine  Mother.  The  same 
spirit  directed  events  in  the  same  manner  even. 


after  his  death.  Without  any  expression  of  his 
will,  his  funeral  took  place  in  the  Church  of  Our 
Lady  of  Valladolid.  Seven  years  thence,  his  re- 
mains were  transferred  to  Seville,  to  the  Church  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Grotto.  Later  again,  the  same 
coffin  was  conveyed  to  the  New  Continent,  to  the 
Church  of  Notre  Dame,  at  St.  Domingo.  Since  the 
end  of  the  last  century,  his  remains  lie  in  the 
Church  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Havana,  which  Rome  continues  to 
call  by  its  first  name  of  St.  Christopher.  Where  is 
the  priest,  the  religious,  the  missionary,  the  founder 
of  an  order  who  loved  our  Blessed  Mother  and  ever 
honored  her  in  a  more  striking  manner  than  the 
saintly  discoverer  of  our  Continent  ? 


Holy  Mary. 

BY  MABIAPHILOS. 
I. 

I  saw  in  spring's  bower,  at  the  first  dawn  of  morning, 
The  spirit  of  beauty  her  fair  form  adorning; 
Her  face  caught  a  light  of  most  heavenly  hue 
As  she  gazed  on  the  May  flowers  covered  with  dew. 

ii. 

Then  Aurora  came  forth  from  the  East  and  did  fling 
Red  roses  and  lilies  before  the  day's  king — 
While  the  earth  drew  aside  the  white  clouds  on  its 

breast, 
And  smiled  in  the  light  of  the  sun's  blazing  crest. 

in. 

Thus  in  the  sweet  bower  of  Bethlehem's  shrine 
Thou,  Holiest  Virgin,  gazed  on  the  Divine; 
The  light  of  the  Godhead  shone  calm  on  thy  face, 
And  thy  being  was  crowned  with  the  fulness  of 

grace. 

IV. 

Thy  hand  touched  the  far  golden  gates,  and  they 

oped, 

Earth  saw  its  Redeemer  come  forth,  and  it  hoped, 
And  the  gloom  of  long  ages  stole  off  like  a  wraith 
From  the  heart  of  humanity  throbbing  beneath. 


The  Angelus. 

No.  XXVIII. 

The  manner  in  which  our  forefathers  recited  the 
Angelus : 

It  would  be  a  gross  error  to  suppose  that  in  re- 
gard to  religious  practices  everything  is  the  same 
at  the  present  time  as  it  was  before  the  revival  of 
paganism.  The  truth  is  that  between  our  fore- 
fathers and  ourselves  there  is  a  great  difference, 
which  is  far  from  being  in  our  favor.  As  already 
remarked  .about  the  commencement  of  the  middle 
ages,  certain  churches  recited  faithfully  the  Angel- 
ical Salutation  at  the  first  stroke  of  the  bell  called 
the  curfew. 
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Thus  it  was  at  first  simply  an  evening  prayer. 
Subsequently,  it  was  recited  in  the  morning,  and 
finally,  also  at  midday.  We  have  seen  that  it  was 
Pope  Callixtus  III  who  ordered  this  triple  recita- 
tion. "  It  was  the  year  of  grace  1455.  The  Turks 
had  made  themselves  masters  of  Constantinople 
and  the  whole  Eastern  Empire,  whence  they  had 
driven  the  Christians.  Scarcely  were  the  cere- 
monies of  his  coronation  ended  when  Callixtus  III 
called  a  consistory  in  which  he  publicly  an- 
nounced a  crusade  against  the  Turks,  and  showed, 
written  with  his  own  hand,  the  vow  he  had  made 
to  war  to  the  end.  The  vow  was  as  follows ;  "  I, 
Callixtus,  do  solemnly  vow  to  the  Almighty  God 
and  to  the  holy  and  indivisible  Trinity,  to  further 
by  all  means  in  my  power  the  war  against  the 
Turks,  the  most  bitter  enemies  of  the  Christians."* 
At  the  same  time  he  ordered  the  ringing  of  the  bell 
and  the  recitation  of  prayers  at  midday,  in  order 
to  draw  down  the  blessing  of  God  on  the  Christian 
arms.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  attribute  to  these  pray- 
ers the  victories  of  the  Christians."  This  fact  of 
history  is  stated  to  show  the  error  of  some  authors 
who  give  to  a  king  of  France  the  glory  which  be- 
longs to  the  Vicar  of  Christ.  However,  though 
Louis  XI  did  not  institute  the  midday  recitation 
of  the  Angelus,  we  cannot  refuse  to  accord  him  the 
merit  of  having  propagated  it  throughout  his  king- 
dom. This  prince  ordered  that  in  addition  to  the 
Angelus  recited  at  morning  and  evening  for  the  gen- 
eral peace  of  Christendom,  the  Angelus  at  midday 
should  be  recited  for  the  prosperity  of  France  and 
the  success  of  the  Christian  arms.  This  order 
was  obeyed  with  an  exactness  which  proves  how 
popular  among  our  ancestors  was  the  devotion  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin. - 

Among  those  to  whom  the  glory  belongs  of  being 
the  preservers  of  the  Angelus,  is  prominently  the 
great  Archbishop  of  Milan,  St.  Charles  Borromeo. 
"  Whenever  he  heard  the  sound  of  the  Angelus,11 
writes  his  historian,  "  he  immediately  genuflected 
to  recite  it,  no  matter  in  what  place  he  was ;  were 
he  on  horseback,  he  immediately  dismounted."  f 

Two  centuries  later,  we  find  marching  in  the 
footsteps  of  the  illustrious  Cardinal  another  Prel- 
ate illustrious  by  his  knowledge,  his  sanctity,  and 
his  devotion  to  Mary,  St.  Alphonsus  Liguori. 


*  Callixtus  statim  post  suae  consecrationis  solemni- 
tatera,  bellum  sacrum,  quod  crudatum  vocant,  in 
publico  consistorio  Turcis  indixit  idque  se  ante  ponti- 
ficatum  vovisse  ostendit  suo  chirographo  his  verbis 
scripto,  quod  in  libroquodam  extabat:  "Ego  Callixtus, 
Deo  omnipotent!  et  sanctse  ac  individuae  Trinitati  vo- 

veo  me  bello et  quibuscumque  rebus  potero, 

Turcos  Christian!  nominis  hostes  saevissimos  persecu- 
turum."  (Ciaceonio,  In  Callixt.) 

t  Giussano.     Vit.  S.  Carol.,  lib.  viii,  c.  ii. 


"Morning,  noon  and  night,  he  never  failed  to  re- 
citethe  Angelus.  Were  he  travelling,  at  the  first 
sound  of  the  bell  he  immediately  knelt,  Bishop  as 
he  was,  to  the  great  edification  of  all  who  saw  him. 
Towards  the  end  of  his  life,  having  become  deaf,  he 
requested  to  be  informed  of  the  ringing  of  the  bell, 
that  he  might  not  miss  his  accustomed  prayer."  * 

During  the  seventeenth  century,  in  France,  Italy, 
Spain  and  all  Catholic  Europe,  the  Angelus  was 
generally  and  publicly  recited;  the  exceptions 
were  few  and  easily  numbered. 

At  Venice,  but  a  few  years  ago,  the  Angelus  at 
evening  was  a  solemn  moment.  The  roll  of  the 
drum  resounded  near  the  gates  of  the  ancient  basil- 
ica of  St.  Mark ;  the  guard  presented  arms.  Then 
a  religious  silence  came  upon  the  whole  city  and 
everyone  saluted  Mary.  Who  can  number  the 
graces  obtained  by  this  momentary  prayer !  In 
the  Italian  garrisons,  up  to  a  short  time  ago,  the 
trumpet  sounded  the  Angelus  three  times  a  day. 
At  Rome  before  the  Piedmontese  invasion,  the 
cannon  of  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo  announced  the 
Angelus  at  midday. 

To-day  the  exceptions  are  everywhere  in  in- 
verse order.  At  the  sound  of  the  Angelus,  the 
Christian  of  former  times,  knelt  and  looked  up  to 
heaven;  the  Christian  of  our  day  stands  and  sim- 
ply looks  at  his  watch.  Turks  and  Chinese  do  as 
much. 

Spain  still  preserves  in  many  of  her  provinces 
the  public  recitation  of  the  Angelus,  and  it  forms  a 
spectacle  which  forcibly  and  agreeably  strikes 
strangers.  "  It  is  sunset  at  Cadiz ;  the  numerous 
and  elegant  crowd  are  seen  gaily  walking  along 
the  sea-shore,  enjoying  the  fresh  air,  after  a  burn- 
ing day.  The  Angelus  sounds.  Instantly  all  re- 
main  immovable,  all  noise  ceases,  whilst  they  re- 
cite the  Angelical  Salutation."  f 

Will  it  ever  be  possible  to  revive  and  make 
general  this  salutary  practice?  Among  us,  the 
Clergy  and  Religious  Orders  are  its  faithful  deposi- 
taries. But  should  they  guard  it  only  for  them- 
selves ?  In  the  children  they  instruct,  in  the  fa- 
thers and  mothers  of  families  whom  they  direct, 
can  they  not  find  powerful  auxiliaries  for  the  re- 
establishment  of  a  devotion  more  necessary  at  the 
present  time  than  ever? 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

*  Tannoja,  Memorie. — Ano.  Vit  di  Alfonso. 

t  Diet,  des  connaissances  actuelles.    Art.  Angelus. 


"  NOTHING  can  be  equal  to  thee,  O  great  Lady," 
says  St.  Anselm,  addressing  the  Blessed  Virgin 
"for  all  that  is,  is  either  above  thee  or  below  thee: 
above  thee  is  God  only,  below  thee  is  all  that  is 
not  God." 
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Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DOB8ET. 

CHAPTER  VI.— (CONTINUED.) 

"  To  Mrs.  Waite's  first,  Donald,"  was  the  order 
given  to  the  coachman,  through  the  speaking-tube, 
after  they  got  into  the  carriage ;  and  they  rolled 
away  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  motion,  so  nicely 
was  every  spring  hung,  and  so  softly  padded  all 
the  satin  cushions. 

"  You  know,  Sybil,  we  must  run  in  a  moment  to 
see  your  aunt,  before  we  go  down  town;  and  I 
hope  you'll  like  her;  but  I  must  tell  you  that  she's 
one  of  those  bread-and-butter  goody  sort  of  people, 
who  seem  to  find  no  greater  pleasure  on  earth  than 
in  vegetating.  She  does  not  go  into  society,  and  of 
course  never  entertains,  and  my  wonder  is  that 
her  hum-drum  way  of  living  don't  unsettle  her 
wits." 

Arrived  at  Mrs.  Waite's,  they  were  ushered  into 
the  old-fashioned  drawing-room,  where  at  once  a 
quiet  home-feeling  crept  into  Sybil's  heart,  as  if  she 
had  been  there  before,  everything  looked  so  famil- 
iar. So  she  had  been — in  this  very  apartment,  in 
this  very  house,  where  the  three  first  years  of  her 
life  were  spent ;  but  that  was  so  long  ago  as  to 
leave  no  distinct  recollection  on  her  mind ;  only 
the  slight  impression  remained,  which  seemed 
like  a  half-remembered  and  confused  dream  of 
something  pleasant.  Mrs.  Waite  now  came  in  to 
welcome  them. 

"  I  have  brought  Sybil  to  see  you ;  here  she  is ; 
Sybil,  this  is  your  aunt,"  said  Mrs.  "Weston,  rising 
to  meet  her,  and  shaking  hands,  then  presenting 
her  stepdaughter. 

"My  darling,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Waite,  as  she  embraced  Sybil,  and  then  held  her 
off  to  scan  her  face.  Tears  filled  her  eyes  when 
she  saw  the  strong  resemblance  she  bore  to  her 
dead  mother :  she  could  almost  imagine  herself 
to  be  just  awakening  from  a  dream,  and  this  the 
fair  young  bride  whom  she  had  welcomed  years 
ago  to  her  brother's  house.  She  said  nothing, 
however,  Mrs.  Weston  being  present  ;  she  only 
pressed  Sybil  close  to  her  bosom,  and  kissed  her 
tenderly,  in  memory  of  the  fair  young  mother  so 
long  passed  away,  as  one  kisses  the  face  of  the 
dead. 

"  Come  sit  here,  my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Waite, 
drawing  her  to  the  sofa,  where,  still  holding  her 
hand,  she  sat  down  beside  her.  "I  hope  you'll 
like  us  when  you  come  to  know  us,  for  we  are  your 
nearest  living  relations  except  your  aunt  at '  Holy 
Cross '." 

"  I  am    sure   that   I  shall  love  you  all — most 


dearly!"  said  Sybil,  returning  the  pressure  of  the 
hand  that  held  hers,  and  wondering  how  any  per- 
son could  apply  the  term  '  hum-drum'  to  so  lovely 
and  dignified  a  person  as  her  aunt.  "  If  she  was 
'  hum-drum'  she  hoped  that  she  would  meet  with 
many  others  like  her,"  were  the  thoughts  that 
flashed  through  her  mind — a  dawning  sentiment 
of  that  confidence  which  afterwards  ripened  into 
the  tenderest  affection. 

"I  must  take  you  up  to  see  John  and  Clara;  and 
I  hope  Con  and  Baste  are  in,  for  it  is  a  half-holiday 
to-day, — that  is,  if  you  would  like  to  come  ?  "  said 
Mrs.  Waite,  with  a  slight  hesitation. 

"Oh  yes,  dear  aunt;  may  I,  mamma?" 

"Yes:  but  don't  stay,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  in- 
wardly fretted.  "  I  have  hundreds  of  things  to  do 
down  town,  dear ;  and  as  you  are  at  home  now  for 
good  and  all,  you'll  have  plenty  of  time  to  get 
acquainted  with  your  cousins  some  other  time. 
How  is  John,  Louise  ?  " 

"The  bright  sunshine  to-day  has  been  a  pan- 
acea for  his  aches,  and  he  announced  himself  this 
morning  as  being  '  himself  again ' ;  but  won't  you 
come  with  us,  Anne  ?  " 

"Mercy!  no!  give  my  love  to  them  all.  I'll 
leave  some  bon-bons  for  them  as  I  come  back. 
Somehow,  children  never  care  for  my  company." 

"And  you—?" 

"  Oh,  I  don't  pretend  to  be  fond  of  children ;  they 
put  my  head  in  a  state  of  buzz  the  moment  I  go 
where  they  are.  I  haven't  the  least  vocation  in 
that  line:  but  don't  mind  me,  and  get  back  as 
soon  as  ever  you  can,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  with  a 
good-natured  laugh. 

Mrs.  Waite  threw  open  the  schoolroom  door,  and 
led  Sybil  in. 

"Here  is  your  cousin  Sybil,  boys;  and,  Sybil 
dear,  this  is  our  friend  Natalie ;  and  this  my  own 
little  daughter,  Clara,"*  said  Mrs.  Waite,  indicating 
each  one.  There  was  no  ceremony :  the  children 
thronged  around  her — their  frank,  ingenuous  faces 
glowing  welcomes, — a  little  shy,  yet  not  awkward, 
as  they  greeted  their  stranger  cousin.  Sybil  kissed 
them  all  round,  shook  hands  with  Natalie,  and 
then  knelt  down  by  John's  wheeled  chair  to  ask 
him  how  he  did,  and  examine  some  stereoscopic 
views  with  which  he  had  been  amusing  himself,  the 
others  pressing  round,  thinking  her  the  prettiest 
cousin  that  had  ever  been  seen ;  and  each  one  had 
something  to  say,  or  something  to  tell,  or  some- 
thing to  show.  It  was:  "Natalie  did  this,"  or 
"Natalie  told  us  all  about  that,"  or  "Natalie  says 
so  and  so,"  until  at  length,  impressed  by  the  itera- 
tion, Sybil  turned  slightly  to  glance  at  Natalie, 


*  By  mistake  printed  "Helen"  in  the  opening  chap- 
ters. 
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who  was  seated  at  the  table,  bending  over  some  ex- 
ercises that  she  was  correcting,  which  gave  her  a 
fair  opportunity  to  note  the  pale,  statuesque  beauty 
of  her  face  and  the  indelible  shadow  which  some- 
thing deep  down  in  the  past  spread  over  its  linea- 
ments. 

"That's  Natalie,"  whispered  John,  observing 
Sybil's  looks. 

"  Natalie  looked  up  at  the  instant ;  and,  their  eyes 
meeting,  they  read  each  other  with  that  mysterious 
intuition  which  seems  almost  like  an  outflashing 
of  intelligence  from  soul  to  soul.  One  of  the  na- 
tures innocent  and  noble,  the  other  a  snow-peak 
among  the  clouds,  or  an  icy  chasm  made  by  the 
falling  of  an  avalanche, — no  one  could  tell, — it  was 
only  known  that  its  hidden  life  was  inaccessible, 
but  whether  from  height  or  depth  was  the  mys- 
tery. It  is  only  certain  that  when  the  violet-tinted 
eyes  of  Sybil  met  the  gray  and  blue  ones  of  Natalie, 
which  shone  at  the  moment  with  the  glorious  irra- 
descence  of  a  polar  midnight,  the  same  chord  was 
touched  in  both  hearts,  and  without  speech  es- 
tablished a  sympathetic  intelligence  between  them, 
scarcely  understood  by  either  at  the  time.  Natalie 
instantly  resumed  her  task;  Sybil  turned  again 
to  Clara  and  the  boys,  who  were  clamoring  for  her 
to  take  off  her  hat  and  stay  with  them  all  day,  and 
were  altogether  heedless  of  their  mother's  remon- 
strances for  once;  while  Sybil,  full  of  merriment, 
parried  their  attacks  with  pleasant  jests  and  fair 
promises.  In  the  midst  of  all  this,  old  Thomas' 
white  head  and  brown  face  was  thrust  in  at  the 
door,  with  his  usual  quirk  of  a  bow,  after  which  he 
said :  "  Miss'  Weston  had  sent  him  up  to  tell  the 
young  lady  as  she  was  waitin',  and  would  she 
please  to  come  ?  " 

"I'm  afraid  you  must  go,  darling,"  said  Mrs. 
Waite,  rising. 

"  0  h,  it  is  very  pleasant  here ! "  answered  Sybil — 
raising  herself  up,  however,  from  the  midst  of  the 
group  that  clustered  around  her  on  the  floor.  She 
turned  towards  the  door  to  say  she  would  be  down 
immediately,  when  the  sunlight  reflected  from  the 
window  ledge  made  the  atmosphere  brighter  just 
where  she  stood,  and  brought  out  more  distinctly 
the  outline  of  her  figure  and  every  feature  of  her 
face.  Old  Thomas  gazed  at  her  for  a  moment,  his 
eyes  growing  rounder  and  wilder,  his  hands  up- 
lifted, his  mouth  open  and  speechless ;  for,  seeing 
her  unexpectedly  there,  and  not  knowing  who  she 
was,  he  thought  surely  that  the  young  mistress  he 
had  served  and  loved  years  ago  had  returned  from 
the  dead, — and  before  any  one  could  speak  to  tell 
him  how  it  was,  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands 
and  went  away,  shutting  the  door  behind  him. 

"  Whew ! "  whistled  Baste,  not  in  the  least  com- 
prehending the  old  man's  expressive  pantomime. 


"  Sybil ! "  said  Mrs.  Waite,  gently,  "  has  no  one 
told  you  yet  how  perfectly  you  resemble  your 
mother?" 

"Mammy  Barbara  did  last  night;  she  was  very 
much  affected  when  she  first  saw  me.  Was  that 
one  of  the  old  servants  here  just  now  ? " 

"Yes,  dear;  faithful  and  true,  Tom  loved  the 
very  ground  that  your  mother's  feet  touched ;  and 
no  wonder !  for  through  her  his  wife  and  children 
were  saved  from  being  sold  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
South ;  and  your  father,  thinking  to  please  her  the 
more,  gave  them  their  freedom  after  buying  them, 
and  offered  Tom  his,  which  he  refused  point 
blank." 

This  conversation  was  in  low  tones,  as  Mrs. 
Waite  and  Sybil  stood  apart  from  the  others;  and 
the  girl's  young  heart,  touched  to  the  core,  sprang 
up  in  hope  of  yet  winning  the  affection  of  her 
father,  who  had  performed  so  noble  and  generous 
an  act  towards  the  oppressed.  It  made  her  happier 
to  have  heard  it,  and  the  strange  feelings  of  her 
new  existence  relaxed  their  cold  pressure  about 
her  heart.  There  was,  too,  an  atmosphere  of 
blended  sincerity,  affection  and  genuine  cheerful- 
ness in  her  aunt's  home  which  made  it  already  feel 
like  a  '  city  of  refuge '  to  her. 

Leaning  over  John,  she  kissed  his  forehead,  took 
leave  of  the  boys  and  Clara,  who  were  outspoken 
in  their  indignation  at  her  being  hurried  away  just 
when  they  were  getting  acquainted ;  then,  timidly 
offering  her  hand  to  Natalie,  who  held  it  coldly  for 
an  instant  in  her  own,  said  "  Good  morning,  Miss 
Weston,"  and  then  resumed  her  work,  feeling  that 
a  presence  that  had  warmed  her  frozen  heart  was 
gone  when  Sybil  went  away. 

"  We  shall  lose  the  best  light  for  Verdan's  silks, 
my  love, "  was  Mrs.  Weston's  greeting.  "  How 
could  you  stay  so  long  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  I  kept  you  waiting,  mamma,  but  I 
wanted  to  get  acquainted  with  my  bright  little 
cousins.  Did  I  stay  very  long  ?  " 

"  Exactly  fifteen  minutes  by  the  clock  there,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Waite. 

"  Is  that  really  all  1  Well,  I  have  been  very  com- 
fortable,  and  all  that;  but  you  know,  Louise,  that 
this  poor  child  is  to  have  an  outfit — her  father 
wishes  it,  you  know — and  as  the  season  opens  in 
about  a  week,  I  have  no  time  to  lose.  She  hasn't 
a  single  presentable  thing  to  wear." 

"Mamma,  perhaps  you  do  not  know,  but  I 
brought  home  three  trunks  full  of  nice  dresses  and 
things,"  said  Sybil. 

"Oh!  yes,  dear,  I  know;  but  what  does  very 
well  for  a  convent  will  not  answer  for  you  here  at 
all." 

"  Don't  turn  her  into  a  butterfly,  Anne,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite,  with  a  foreboding  heart. 


JLve  Maria. 


"  Young  people  should  all  be  turned  to  butter- 
flies," said  Mrs.  Weston,  laughing.  "  God  made 
butterflies,  didn't  He?  and  the  butterfly  stage  is 
the  time  for  enjoyment;  cares  and  clouds  will 
come  soon  enough." 

"  Very  well ;  Sybil,  when  your  wings  expand, 
darling,  remember  that  butterflies  symbol  immor- 
tality," said  Mrs.  Waite. 

"  I  won't  have  Sybil  preached  to,  Louise ;  she 
is  good  enough,  and  already  inclined  to  all  sorts 
of  religious  extravagance,  without  being  kept  in 
mind  of  it.  Bless  my  heart!  you  wouldn't  have 
her  carry  a  death's-head  about  with  her,  would 
you  ?  " 

"  No.  Our  Blessed  Lady,  to  whom  she  was  dedi- 
cated at  her  birth,  will  protect  her  without  the 
help  of  a  death's-head." 

"  Good-bye,  my  dear  deaconess.  Come,  Sybil,  or 
your  aunt  will  give  me  the  hysterics, oh,  I  for- 
got!— here's  the  money  for  that  miserable  old 
creature's  rent." 

"  Anne,  if  yon  would  only  see  for  yourself  some 
of  the  miseries  that  your  generosity  relieves,  it 
would  give  you  a  truer  understanding  of  the  use  of 
life." 

"  It  would  give  me  the  horrors ;  it  makes  me 
sick  even  to  hear  of  them ;  and  I  don't  think  it  is 
required  of  me  to  see  them,  if  I  help  them  with 
money,"  she  said,  flushing.  "  You  don't  mind 
that  sort  of  thing,  and  I'm  glad  you  don't.  Good- 
bye until  to-morrow,  when  I  shall  expect  you  all, 
to  spend  the  day." 

"And  Natalie?" 

"  Natalie,  of  course.  I  delight  in  Natalie  as 
much  as  I  do  in  a  German  novel.  Ta-ta  now.  Come, 
Sybil." 

A  quick  glance  of  loving  intelligence  passed  be- 
tween Sybil  and  her  aunt  as  they  embraced,  by 
which  they  understood  each  other,  and  in  which 
sympathy  in  the  communion  of  one  faith  was  ex- 
pressed. Mrs.  Weston  did  not  notice  it,  nor  would 
she  have  understood  it  if  she  had ;  for  all  that  was 
on  the  surface  she  had  a  keen,  observant  eye,  but 
the  signs  of  a  deeper  inner  life  were  so  many  un- 
meaning blanks  to  her.  It  was  one  of  the  rules  of 
her  life  never  to  offend  if  by  any  means  it  could  be 
avoided,  but  there  was  an  iron  will  under  the  vel- 
vet of  her  pleasant  ways  which  in  her  intercourse 
with  others  she  made  felt  when  occasion  required 
it,  and  it  was  known  that  she  had  never  failed  of 
having  her  own  way  in  great  as  well  as  small  af- 
fairs, in  the  social  world  and  in  her  own  domestic 
kingdom. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 


You  do  everything  when  you  do  the  will  of  God. 
— St.  Alphonsus. 


THE    LIFE 

OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 

CHAPTER  V. 

Eugenie  had  written  to  Mile.  d'Escrimieux's 
friend  in  Paris,  but  in  very  general  terms,  and 
without  entering  into  particulars  with  respect  to 
the  foundation  both  had  in  view.  She  soon  re- 
ceived the  following  answer,  which  seemed  to 
bring  the  matter  to  an  issue : 

TARIS,  October  29th,  1855. 

"MADEMOISELLE: — Your  letter  gave  me  as  much 
pleasure  as  Pauline's  gave  you.  We  rejoice  in  the  hope 
that  you  are  free,  that  you  will  perhaps  come  to  us 
and  that  by  your  means  the  work  of  the  Holy  Souls 
will  be  established.  How  earnestly  we  shall  pray 
during  the  Octave  of  All  Souls  that  our  Lord  may 
unite  us  still  more  closely  to  the  new  sister  He  has 
just  given  us! 

"  We  have  never  met,  Mademoiselle,  but  we  are  al- 
ready friends  in  Christ.  When  two  persons  have  the 
same  ideas  and  the  same  feelings,  it  would  be  difficult 
for  them  not  to  care  for  one  another.  Love  of  God 
is  the  strongest  bond  of  union  between  souls.  It  in- 
spires humility,  submissiveness,  perseverance,  and 
all  the  virtues  necessary  for  those  who  wish  to  live  in 
Community. 

"When  I  spoke  to  Pauline  of  wishing  to  begin  a 
correspondence  with  you,  I  was  only  thinking  of  the 
establishment  of  a  Religious  Community.  We  have 
in  all  the  parishes,  and  in  ours  amongst  the  rest,  the 
Confraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  Suffrage,  on  the  same 
footing,  or  nearly  so,  as  the  one  at  Looa,  and  affiliated 
likewise  to  the  central  one  at  Rome.  You  &ee  that 
we  are  already  sisters  in  that  respect.  When  I  came 
here  from  Lyons,  I  was,  at  first,  quite  depressed  at  the 
small  amount  of  faith  and  piety  there  seemed  to  be 
in  Paris,  but  I  was  consoled  by  the  existence  of  so 
many  confraternities  for  the  dead.  Prayers  for  the 
dead  must  be  the  result  of  faith  as  well  as  love. 

"I  cannot  banish  from  my  mind  the  thought  that 
you  will  begin  the  establishment  of  such  a  Commu- 
nity by  joining  the  persons  already  assembled  in  Paris 
for  that  purpose.  All  that  Pauline  tells  me  of  you 
and  of  your  great  zeal  leads  me  to  believe  that  you 
have  all  the  requisite  qualities  for  such  a  work.  I 
very  much  hope  that  you  will  find  it  possible  to  come 
here  for  a  few  days,  in  order  to  confer  with  the  Abbe" 
X.  The  Cure"  of  our  parish  is  forwarding  the  business 
at  Rome,  and  we  are  quite  certain  of  the  Archbishop 
of  Paris'  protection. 

"I  felt  so  much  in  need  of  help,  that  it  makes  me 
very  happy  to  recommend  myself  to  your  pious  pray- 
ers, and  whether  we  are  to  become  more  intimately 
associated  or  not,  I  shall  always  be  grateful  to  Pau- 
line for  having  made  us  acquainted.  It  will  be  better 
in  the  interests  of  the  work  that  you  should  commu- 
nicate directly  with  M.  1'Abbe". 
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"Good-bye,  Mademoiselle.  I  hope  that  our  Blessed 
Lord  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  all  your  sufferings, 
and  that  your  health  may  improve  so  as  to  enable 
you  to  carry  on  our  dear  work.  In  a  soul  like  yours, 
sufferings  are  only  fresh  tokens  of  God's  favor. 
"  Yours  devotedly  in  Christ." 

When  Eugenie  had  read  this  letter,  she  reflected 
a  moment,  and  then  resolved  not  to  write  herself 
to  the  Vicaire  of  St.  Merry,  but  to  wait  for  a  let- 
ter from  him.  We  can  observe  from  this,  how 
much  she  had  even  then  laid  to  heart  that  great 
lesson  which  tire  saints  so  often  inculcate,  the 
practise  of  waiting  for  God's  inspirations — for  His 
hours— for  the  indications  of  His  Providence — 
which  is  contrary  to  the  natural  impulse  of  an  ar- 
dent character,  and  stamps  a  pious  project  with 
the  mark  of  real  sanctity.  As  Eugenie  was 
making  this  resolution,  and  restoring  to  its  envel- 
ope the  letter  she  held  in  her  hand,  she  discov- 
ered in  it  a  thin  sheet  of  folded  paper  which  had 
escaped  her  notice.  A  glance  at  the  signature 
showed  her  it  was  from  the  priest  in  question, 
and  she  read  the  following  words: 

"MADEMOISELLE: — I  have  read  with  the  greatest 

pleasure  your  letter  to  Mile. .  I  do  not  yet  know 

you,  but  I  understand  you;  all  we  have  now  to  do  is, 
to  come  to  some  agreement.  Our  end  is  the  same. 
There  can  be  no  difference  between  us  except  as  to 
the  means  to  that  end.  I  should  very  much  wish  to 
converse  with  you  on  the  subject,  but  I  am  unfortu- 
nately a  prisoner  here,  and  cannot  for  the  present  un- 
dertake the journey. 

"  What  I  have  done,  Mademoiselle,  is  nothing  com- 
pared with  what  your  zeal  has  accomplished.  But  my 
plan  is  not  quite  the  same  as  yours.  I  have  formed  a 
little  Community  of  persons  living  in  the  world.  In  a 
mouth  or  six  weeks,  when  the  Cure"  of  our  parish  re- 
turns from  Rome,  we  shall  think  of  taking  a  further 
step,  under  the  protection  and  auspices  of  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Paris,  and  under  very  advantageous  spiritual 
conditions. 

"I  do  not  venture  to  criticize  in  the  least  the  zeal 
which  leads  you  to  embrace,  as  it  were,  the  whole 
world  in  your  scheme.  The  heart  of  a  Christian,  and 
yours  in  particular,  has  a  craving  for  universality. 
But  my  proposal  is,  that  we  should  agree  to  constitute 
the  centre  of  our  work  in  Paris,  where  Monseigneur 
befriends  our  charitable  undertaking.  If  you  accept 
this  as  a  basis,  I  will  tell  you  my  ideas  as  to  your  plan. 
I  ask  God  every  day  to  send  us  the  humble  but  earnest 
and  resolute  person  whom  I  should  like  to  see  at  the 
head  of  our  little  Community. 

"May  it  please  Heaven  to  give  you  enough  freedom 
to  enable  you— and  sufficient  abnegation  of  self  to  in- 
duce you— to  change  your  sphere  of  action,  and  to 
come  here  for  the  purpose  of  interchanging  ideas  with 
us  and  uniting  together  our  efforts  and  our  devotion 
to  this  holy  work. 

"To  conclude  then,  Mademoiselle,  I  ask  are  you  free 
to  act?  Do  you  accept  a  fusion,  and  on  what  basis? 
May  I  beg  of  you  to  give  me  an  answer  as  soon  as  pos- 


sible? I  shall  pray  for  you  as  for  a  good  sister  in  Christ, 
and  I  recommend  myself  to  your  good  prayers.  The 
Archconfraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  Suffrage  is  estab- 
lished at  St.  Merry,  and  in  every  parish  in  Paris  there 
are  confraternities  for  the  dead.  But  not  a  single 
Community  exists  which  devotes  itself  exclusively  to 
the  interests  of  departed  souls.  I  shall  anxiously 
await  your  answer,  and  remain 

"Your  very  devoted  servant." 
The  decisive  moment  of  Eugenie's  life  had  ar- 
rived. That  letter  left  no  room  for  hesitation. 
She  wrote  a  clear  and  definite  answer  to  it,  and 
stated  her  views  as  to  the  foundation  of  the  Order 
in  question.  M.  1'Abbe's  reply  to  her  communica- 
tion opened  before  her  a  vista  of  fresh  perplexities 
and  future  sufferings.  It  was  easy  to  see  that 
though  their  original  idea  was  identical,  they  dif- 
fered widely  as  to  their  manner  of  carrying  it  out. 
But  she  was  fully  prepared  to  meet  with  the  cross 
at  every  stage  of  her  undertaking,  and  made  up  her 
mind  to  accept  everything  that  would  not  be  evi- 
dently opposed  to  God's  will  in  her  regard.  She 
was  confirmed  in  that  resolution  by  a  letter  from 
M.  1'Abbe  Toccanier, — vicar  of  the  Cure"  d'Ars, — 
which  reached  her  just  at  that  moment.  Not  con- 
tent with  the  verbal  answer  which  her  friend  had 
obtained  from  M.  Vianney,  she  had  sent  him, 
through  his  Bishop,  Monseigneur  Chalandon,  an 
earnest  entreaty  that  he  would  consider  the  sub- 
ject of  her  vocation,  before  God,  in  prayer,  and 
then  acquaint  her  with  the  result.  On  the  llth 
of  November,  the  Abbe  Toccanier,  the  holy  Priest's 
assistant  in  his  extensive  correspondence,  wrote  to 
her  as  follows: 

"  Your  edifying  letter  reached  me  at  Pont  d'Ain, 
where  our  worthy  Bishop,  Monseigneur  Chalandon, 
was  preaching  a  retreat.  This  seemed  providential, 
as  it  enabled  me  to  speak  to  him  of  you  and  your  pious 
projects.  On  my  return  to  Ars  on  All  Souls'  day,  I 
mentioned  your  wishes  to  my  holy  Cure",  begging  him 
to  meditate  on  the  subject  in  prayer  before  giving  me 
an  answer.  Three  or  four  times  since,  I  have  put  to 
him  the  same  question,  and  always  received  the  same 
reply.  He  thinks  that  it  is  God  who  has  inspired  you 
with  the  thought  of  a  heroic  self-devotion,  and  that  you 
will  do  well  to  found  an  Order  in  behalf  of  the  Souls  in 
Purgatory.  Whether  he  speaks  in  consequence  of  a 
Divine  enlightenment,  or  whether  he  only  expresses 
his  own  opinion,  or  his  own  wishes,  which  his  tender 
devotion  to  the  Holy  Souls  would  naturally  incline  in 
favor  of  your  project,  neither  I  nor  any  of  those  most 
intimately  associated  with  him  would  venture  to  af- 
firm. But  you  may  rest  assured  that  he  entirely  be- 
lieves in  your  vocation  to  the  religious  life,  and  quite 
approves  of  the  foundation  of  this  new  Order,  which 
he  thinks  will  rapidly  increase.  This  is  surely  enough 
to  confirm  you  in  your  intention,  which  you  will  carry 
into  effect  whenever  and  wherever  it  will  please  God 
to  open  a  way  to  It,  and  you  will  then  be  the  faithful 
instrument  of  His  Divine  Providence." 
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On  the  25tli  of  the  same  month,  M.  Vianney  sent 
a  message  to  Eugenie,  in  answer  to  a  letter  in 
which  she  had  dwelt  on  the  obstacles  which  she 
foresaw  on  the  part  of  her  family. 

"If  I  have  not  written  to  yon  before,  it  is  because 
you  have  particularly  requested  to  have  an  answer  after 
special  prayer,  and  now  here  is  that  much  desired  an- 
swer. The  good  Curd  has  been  as  explicit  as  possible. 
I  told  him  that  you  were  troubled  at  the  thought  of  a 
separation  from  your  family,  rather  on  their  account 
than  your  own,  and  also  concerned  about  the  many 
charitable  works  you  carry  on  in  your  parish.  He 
generally  recommends  young  persons  not  to  act 
against  their  parents'  wishes,  but  patiently  to  await 
their  consent.  So  I  was  greatly  surprised  that  he  did 
not  hesitate  in  advising  you  to  proceed.  He  says  that 
your  parents'  tears  will  soon  be  dried  up.  Do  not, 
then,  be  afraid  of  letting  your  heart  burn  with  the  love 
of  Jesus;  He  will  remove  all  the  obstacles  in  your 
path;  He  will  make  you  an  angel  of  consolation  to 
His  holy  spouses,  the  Souls  in  Purgatory.  The  moon 
has  no  light  but  that  which  she  receives  from  the  sun. 
This  is  truly  my  case  with  regard  to  our  saintly  priest. 
I  will  constantly  remind  him  to  pray  for  you,  and  will 
unite  my  unworthy  prayers  to  his,  that  in  the  terrible 
struggle  in  your  heart,  between  nature  and  grace, 
grace  may  be  victorious." 

By  the  time  Eugenie  received  this  letter  the 
principal  obstacle  in  her  path  was  removed.  She 
had  felt  some  days  before  that  the  time  was  ar- 
rived when  she  could  no  longer  delay  to  inform 
her  family  of  the  separation  which  her  vocation 
was  about  to  necessitate.  It  seemed,  however,  as  if 
she  could  hardly  find  courage  to  broach  this  pain- 
ful subject  to  her  mother. 

Who  has  not  known  the  sinking  of  heart  which 
precedes  the  moment  when  we  are  about  to  utter 
words  which  will  inflict  deep  sorrow  on  those  we 
we  devotedly  love?  She  made  up  her  mind  that 
on  the  21st  of  November,  the  day  of  the  Presenta- 
tion of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  the  Temple,  she 
would  make  the  effort,  and  try  to  obtain  from  her 
parents  their  consent  to  her  own  entrance  into  the 
sanctuary,  and  to  the  oblation  she  had  determined 
to  make  of  her  whole  self  and  her  whole  life  to 
Him  who  had  said  to  her  from  her  earliest  child- 
hood, "  Daughter,  give  Me  thy  heart." 

She  went  to  Communion  in  the  morning,  and 
earnestly  begged  for  grace  and  strength  not  to'fal- 
ter  in  her  resolution.  The  details  of  that  impor- 
tant evening  of  her  life  give  us  a  striking  insight 
into  the  tenderness,  almost  amounting  to  weakness, 
of  the  heart  which  from  that  moment  forward  was 
to  be  so  valiant  and  strong  in  its  conflicts  with  na- 
ture. 


MAKY  things  which  we  ask  for  in  prayer  are 
not  denied  us,  but  only  deferred  to  be  granted  at  a 
more  seaonable  time. — St.  Augustine. 


The  Trailing  Arbutus. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN   STARR. 

Along  the  pine-woods'  sunny  edge, 
While  snow-banks  linger  in  their  shade, 

A  flower  peeps,  blushing,  from  the  hedge 
Its  hardy  leaves  through  winter  made. 

And  while  the  vernal  air  is  cool, 
Before  the  wild  bee  dares  to  roam, 

Light-footed  maidens  hie  from  school 
To  greet  it  in  its  sylvan  home. 

Tall  pines  their  faded  needles  cast, 
Ground  evergreens  spread  verdant  snares, 

And  ferns  and  moss  are  matted  fast 
"Where  nature  this  choice  vestal  bears. 

But  eagerly  they  seek  the  bloom 
In  cloistered  beauty  dwelling  there; 

For  well  they  know  the  chaste  perfume 
Which  tells  its  secret  to  the  air. 

And  when  the  clustered  buds  they  see 

In  modest  innocence  aflush, 
What  wonder,  if,  in  girlish  glee, 

They  call  this  flower,  the  Virgin's-blush  ? 


Watch  the  maidens,  turning  slowly 

From  the  hill-top,  two  by  two; 
Bearing,  with  a  joy  most  lowly, 
Gifts  for  Mary,  Virgin  holy, 
Fresh  with  April  dew. 
Village  maidens,  lithe  and  fair, 
How  they  seem  to  tread  on  air! 
Seem  from  cloud  to  cloud  descending 
While  along  the  hill -side  wending! 

Hark!  I  hear  them  singing, 

Singing  on  their  way; 
Mary's  virtues  hymning 

On  the  eve  of  May. 

Now  they  enter  yonder  dell: 
Overhead  the  hemlocks  sway: 
Hush!  the  chorus  dies  away. 
Echo  gives  us,  now,  a  note 
From  one  happy  warbler's  throat: 
Now,  again,  full  voices  swell; 
And  in  vernal  sunshine  clear, 
Two  by  two,  now  reappear 
Village  maidens,  all  in  rank, 
On  the  river's  winding  bank; 
Step  by  step,  with  virgin  grace, 
To  each  cadence  keeping  pace; 
Step  by  step,  with  grave  delight, 
Climbing  now  the  village  height. 
Now  the  fair  procession  marches 
'Neath  the  elm  trees'  leafless  arches; 
Elms,  whose  mighty  columns  bear 
Domes  of  beauty  high  in  air: 
Passes  village  homesteads  old- 
Homesteads  never  bought  nor  sold — 
Till  they  reach  the  chapel  door, 
Cross  the  threshold's  foot-worn  stone; 
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Kneeling  gently,  one  by  one, 
Jesu's  presence  to  adore, 
Mary's  favor  to  implore; 
At  her  beauteous  feet  to  lay 
Fragrant  offerings  for  May — 
Baskets,  plaited  from  green  rushes, 
Filled  with  her  own  Virgin-blushes. 
ST.  MART'S,  May  1874. 


Ex-Yotos. 
CONTINUATION  OF  NOTRE  DAME  DE  FOURVIERES. 


BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

A  form  of  ex-wto  peculiar  to  France  and  within 
the  ability  of  any  sign-painter,  are  the  concise  nar- 
ratives in  letters  of  gold  on  wooden  tablets  in  neat 
gilt  frames.  In  shape  they  are  square,  quadran- 
gular, or  oval,  and  painted  generally  blue;  any 
shade  of  blue,  sky  blue,  Marie-Louise  blue,  Maza- 
rin  blue.  These  are  showy,  ornamental,  and,  as 
testimony,  complete.  French  also,  and  very  ele- 
gant, are  the  marble  tablets.  Like  the  wooden 
ones,  they  are  say  six  by  eight  inches,  quadrangu- 
lar, oval,  and  sometimes  square.  For  these  latter 
no  frame  is  required;  they  are  imbedded  in  the 
wall.  The  letters  are  cut  in,  sometimes  gilded, 
sometimes  black.  In  some  French  shrines,  for  in- 
stance Notre  Dame  des  Victoires  at  Paris,  the  lime 
walls  are  entirely  superseded  by  these  marble  re- 
cords of  the  compassion  of  the  "  Refuge  of  sinners," 
the  "Help  of  Christians"  and  the  "Comfortress 
of  the  afflicted." 

One  of  us  one  day  stepped  into  a  store  in  the 
Rue  St.  Sulpice  in  Paris,  in  the  show-case  of  which 
was  one  of  these  votive  tablets  to  St.  Joseph.  She 
inquired  the  price,  candidly  telling  the  shop-girl 
that  she  was  asking  merely  for  information.  The 
clerk  answered  very  politely  and  in  a  very  oblig- 
ing manner.  The  tablets  are  less  than  an  inch  in 
thickness ;  one,  with  an  inscription  of  four  or  five 
lines  (the  longest)  in  gilded  letters,  costs  five  francs 
(one  dollar)  which  price  includes  setting  it  in  the 
wall. 

It  is  not  within  our  scope  to  know  if  pious  arti- 
sans, zealous  to  aid  in  spreading  a  devotion  so 
truly  Catholic,  could  execute  for  us  votive  pic- 
tures and  votive  tablets  at  a  cost  which  would 
bring  them  within  the  reach  of  persons  of  mode- 
rate means,  and  at  the  same  time  save  them  from 
the  reproach:  "The  money  for  that  were  better 
given  to  the  priest,  to  help  pay  the  debt  of  the 
church,  or  to  help  build  us  a  new  church."  Cer- 
tainly it  is  a  matter  worthy  of  consideration,  if 
to  supply  honest  mechanics  with  work  be  not  also 
money  well  applied. 


And  now  for  the  ex-wtos  which  cannot  draw 
down  upon  us  any  reproach  whatever,  from  any 
quarter,  and  which  are  most  assuredly  within  the 
means  of  all :— the  work  of  our  own  hands!  What 
lady  cannot  embroider?  Where  is  the  little  girl 
who  cannot  make  a  sampler?  Of  the  thousands, 
perhaps  we  should  say  millions,  of  ex-wtos  we 
have  seen,  none  ever  so  thrilled  our  hearts  as 
one,  the  simplest  of  the  simple,  which  hangs  by 
Our  Lady's  altar  in  the  church  of  the  Theatines 
(Theatiner  Kirche)  in  Munich.  It  is  only  the  little 
sentence  "Maria  hat  geholfen"  (Mary  has  helped) 
worked  cross-stitch  in  black  worsted  on  a  bit  of 
canvas,  not  much  larger  than  an  old-fashioned 
book-mark,  and  framed  with  the  narrowest  possi- 
ble gilt  rim.  Sometimes,  "Mary  has  heard  my 
prayer,"  or  "Thanks  to  Mary,"  is  worked  cross- 
stitch  on  card-board  and  plainly  framed  for  pre- 
servation. The  French  ladies  embroider  little 
banners  which  are  very  tasteful  and  elegant.  For 
example,  with  letters  of  white  glass  beads  filled  in 
with  sky-blue  worsted,  cross-stitch,  and  lined  with 
white  or  blue  silk.  Shortly  after  lauding  in  New 
York  we  visited  some  friends  at  their  villa,  a  few 
miles  out  of  the  city.  There  we  saw  precisely  one 
of  these  little  banners,  but  instead  of  a  pious  in- 
scription there  was  a  meaningless  pattern,  and,  in 
place  of  being  a  perpetual  prayer,  it  was  intended 
for  a  screen  to  shade  the  eyes  from  the  glare  of  a 
drop-light  or  of  a  petroleum  lamp.  Thus  what  the 
pious  Catholics  of  Europe  invent  for  the  uses  of 
religion  we  consecrate  to  the  comforts  of  home. 
More  easily  made  would  be  an  inscription  worked 
on  a  piece  of  canvas  the  size  of  a  child's  sampler. 
Let  the  letters  be  of  one  color,  and  the  filling  in  of 
another:  the  letters  could  be  of  silk  floss  or  beads, 
and  the  background  of  worsted.  Or  the  inscrip- 
tion can  be  embroidered  on  satin,  moire-antique, 
or  cloth — remnants  of  dresses  or  jackets.  If  the 
lady  is  skilled  in  the  art  of  embroidery  a  pretty 
border  may  surround  the  inscription,  or  the  words 
may  be  worked  within  a  wreath.  Letters  of  gold- 
colored  floss  worked  on  scarlet  or  blue  make  very 
effective  ex-votos.  Of  course  all  but  the  banners 
require  frames. 

Many  of  our  young  ladies  educated  in  convents 
have"  the  beautiful  accomplishment  of  painting 
in  water-colors  on  Bristol  board.  The  French 
ladies  consecrate  this  talent  also  to  the  glory  of 
God  and  His  holy  Mother ;  making  of  it  "  a  light 
to  the  path  and  a  lamp  to  the  feet "  of  many  a 
grief-laden,  well-nigh  hopeless  heart.  An  inscrip- 
tion legibly  written  within  a  wreath  of  flowers, — 
what  prettier  ex-voto?  Or  simply  the  Salutation 
"  Ave  Maria"  "  Aoe  Maris  Stella"  "  Ave  Refugium 
peccatorum"  "Ave  Consolatrix  afflictorum"  " Ave 
Causa  nostrce  letitice"  within  a  circle  of  lilies, 
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roses  or  forget-me-nots.  "What  countless  designs 
there  are  appropriate,  to  the  ex-voto!  Books  lying 
athwart  bouquets,  upon  whose  open  pages  may  be 
written  any  variation  of  the  grateful  sentiment: 
"  The  Lord  hath  heard  my  supplication;  the  Lord 
hath  received  my  prayer?'  The  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus,  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  the  chaste 
Heart  of  Joseph,  garlanded  about  with  fitly  speak- 
ing blossoms.  We  have  seen  these  tributes  of  love 
and  thankfulness  as  small  as  the  prayer-book  pic- 
ture,  and  as  large  as  a  sheet  of  Bristol-board. 
And  for  those  who  cannot  or  have  not  the  time  to 
embroider  or  paint,  there  are  the  little  colored  de- 
signs which  may  be  bought.  We  have  seen  even 
valentines  converted  into  prayer.  We  recollect 
one,  in  particular,  at  Lourdes— a  bunch  of  forget- 
me-nots  with,  underneath,  the  simple  phrase :  "  Let 
these  little  flowerets  speak  for  me."  The  revived 
art  of  illumination  will  serve  beautifully  this  pious 
end. 

Even  simple  penmanship :  ("  Let  all  that  is  with- 
in me  bless  His  Holy  Name ! ")  At  Lourdes,  again, 
hangs  in  the  Sanctuary,  on  the  Gospel-side,  a  little 
back  of  the  High  Altar,  a  letter  written  in  the 
highest  style  of  calligraphy,  on  a  sheet  of  Bristol- 
board,  ornamented  with  a  border  of  fanciful  de- 
signs in  ornamental  penmanship.  This  letter  is 
one  of  impetration.  and  is  signed  by  as  many  as 
twenty  of  the  students  of  the  College  of  Foreign 
Missions  in  Paris.  Beneath  the  signatures  are 
drawn  with  the  pen  all  the  instruments  of  torture 
to  which  the  missionary  may  be  exposed: — the 
funeral  pyre,  upon  which  he  may  be  burned  alive, 
the  stake,  the  gridiron,  stones,  the  tomahawk,  the 
cross,  the  hammer,  the  pincers,  the  gibbet,  the 
sword, — all  the  cruel  tools  to  be  met  with  in  the 
annals  of  martyrdom.  It  was  sublime — this  cease- 
less prayer  of  these  young  volunteers  of  the  cross 
at  the  favored  shrine  of  the  Queen  of  Martyrs! 
And  courageously  to  go  forth,  the  eyes  fixed  upon 
a  future  symbolized  by  such  weapons — what  he- 
roism ! 

(TO    BE  CONTINUED.) 


Practical  Advice. 

Anyone  who  reads  carefully  the  different  Pasto- 
ral Letters  of  our  Bishops  which  have  been  called 
forth  on  occasion  of  the  Jubilee,  cannot  fail  to  no- 
tice how  various  and  of  what  vital  importance 
are  the  lessons  which  they  contain.  One  warns 
against  the  danger  of  secret  societies,  another  ex- 
poses the  evil  of  mixed  marriages,  another  shows 
the  baneful  effects  of  Public  School  instruction, 
etc.,  etc.  We  hope  these  valuable  documents  are 
read  by  everyone.  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that 
each  Bishop  writes  exclusively  for  his  own  flock. 


Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Elder,  in  his  late  Pastoral  Letter, 
which  we  find  in  the  last  issue  of  the  New  Orleans 
Morning  Star,  has  the  following,  which  many 
Catholics  would  do  well  to  remember. 

"  We  feel  it  necessary  to  guard  your  faith  against  a 
practice  which  very  directly  weakens  and  undermines 
it — the  practice  of  aiding  or  encouraging  people  in  the 
false  religions  that  exist  around  us. 

''"When  you  see  among  your  non-Catholic  neighbors 
many  traits  of  kindness  and  other  estimable  qualities; 
still  more,  when  you  find  them  ready  to  help  you  in 
your  works  of  religion,  it  is  not  strange  that  you 
should  feel  a  disposition  to  help  them  in  building 
their  churches  and  establishing  their  religious  institu- 
tions. 

"  But  a  little  reflection  must  show  you  that  since 
God  has  made  one  true  religion,  if  men  have  made 
others  contradicting  it  it  is  not  lawful  for  you  to  con- 
tribute to  religions  that  contradict  the  one  religion  of 
God.  And  your  little  Catechism  tells  you  plainly 
that  among  the  things  positively  condemned  by  the 
First  Commandment  are  "alljalse  religions." 

"  We  ought  to  reciprocate  all  kindness,  and  surpass 
our  neighbors  in  charity,  but  it  would  be  the  worst 
of  unkindncss  if  we  should  encourage  them  in  errors 
that  keep  them  away  from  God's  Church  and  from 
eternal  life. 

"If  in  any  circumstances  you  foresee  that,  In  assist- 
ing you  to  build  a  Catholic  church,  they  expect  to 
put  you  under  an  obligation  of  honor  to  assist  them  in 
building  a  non-Catholic  church,  then  by  all  means 
decline  their  assistance.  It  is  not  lawful  to  do  evil 
that  good  may  come  of  it.  When  we  cannot  build  a 
church  without  doing  wrong,  it  is  God's  will  that  we 
put  it  off  till  a  better  time." 


Letter  from  Home. 

PILGRIMAGE  TO  ROME  FOR  THE  JUBILEE. 

ROME,  April  4, 1875. 
EDITOR  "AvE  MARIA": 

Although,  according  to  the  Pontifical  Decrees,  each 
one  can  gain  the  indulgences  of  the  Jubilee  in  his  own 
diocese,  nevertheless,  many  of  the  faithful  would  pre- 
fer to  make  the  pilgrimage  to  Rome,  to  visit  the 
churches  in  the  centre  of  the  Catholic  world,  as  was 
formerly  the  custom  in  times  of  peace.  But  the  pres- 
ent preponderance  of  Freemasonry,  which  would  suf- 
focate entirely  the  Christian  spirit  of  the  people,  is  a 
great  obstacle  to  these  pious  manifestations,  which 
seem  to  disturb  the  sleep  of  the  tyrants  of  our  age. 
To  these  considerations  is  referred  the  following  com- 
munication: 

"  To  the  Illustrious  Viscount  de  Damas,  President  of 
the  General  Council  of  Pilgrimages  in  France:— Illus- 
trious Sir, — It  is  indeed  impossible  that  our  Holy  Father 
Pius  IX  should  not  encourage  everything  that  tends 
to  strengthen  and  develop  religion ;  it  is,  then,  impos- 
sible that  he  should  not  approve  the  design  of  those 
who  desire  through  motives  of  piety  to  make  a  pil- 
grimage to  Rome,  in  order  thereby  to  obtain,  near  the 
bodies  of  the  Princes  of  the  Apostles,  the  Indulgences 
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of  the  Jubilee  in  all  their  plenitude.  However,  present 
circumstances  do  not  permit  him  to  call  forth  or  advise 
these  pilgrimages,  inasmuch  as  he  cannot  promise  to 
the  pious  bands  of  pilgrims  complete  security.  Such 
Is  the  state  of  affairs,  concerning  which  the  Holy 
Father  has  charged  me  to  inform  you.  As  to  the  rest, 
His  Holiness  rejoices  exceedingly  at  the  eminent  faith 
of  those  who,  while  able  to  avail  themselves  of  the 
indulgences  of  the  Jubilee  in  their  own  country,  pre- 
fer to  undertake  a  long  journey  in  order  to  gain  them 
in  the  very  city  from  which  they  have  their  origin,  as 
from  the  head  of  all  the  churches,  and  where  the  soil, 
consecrated  by  the  blood  of  the  Princes  of  the  Apos- 
tles and  of  innumerable  martyrs,  would  seem  to  draw 
down  from  God  more  abundant  mercies  than  could 
be  obtained  elsewhere.  Wherefore,  moved  by  the  pious 
desire  you  have  manifested,  his  Holiness,  as  a  pledge 
of  his  paternal  benevolence,  imparts  with  love  his 
Apostolic  Benediction  to  you  and  to  all  who  may 
have  formed  the  project  of  making  the  pilgrimage  to 
Rome. 

"Charged  to  make  known  to  you  these  things,  I  am 
happy,  illustrious  sir,  in  availing  myself  of  the  occa- 
sion which  nowpresents  itself  of  offering  you  the  hom- 
age of  my  profound  respect  and  singular  esteem,  and 
I  pray  God  that  He  may  grant  you  health  and  prosper- 
ity. 

"I  am,  illustrious  sir,  your  most  humble  servant. 

"FRANCESCO  MERCURELLI, 
"  Secretary  to  His  Holiness  for  Briefs  to  Princes." 

The  Catholic  journalists  of  Italy  have  resolved  upon 
a  plan  of  their  own  of  testifying  on  the  occasion  of  his 
eighty-third  birthday  their  love  and  veneration  for 
the  Holy  Father.  They  intend  to  present  him  a  vol- 
ume made  up  of  contributions  from  all  the  journals,  a 
sheet  from  each,  containing  individual  expressions  of 
affection  and  filial  devotion  towards  the  common 
Father  of  the  faithful .  The  Pope  will  no  doubt  be 
highly  delighted  to  see  gathered  about  him  these 
soldiers  of  the  pen,  who  under  his  leadership  have  so 
nobly  and  so  ably  defended  the  interests  of  the  Church 
of  Christ. 

This  collective  demonstration,  if  successful,  as  is 
hoped,  may  hereafter  possess  a  certain  historical  im- 
portance. Pius  IX  has  the  goodness  to  have  the  vol- 
umes which  are  from  time  to  time  sent  to  him  placed 
in  the  Vatican  Library;  and,  later  on,  when  one  may 
wish  to  know  what  were  the  Catholic  journals  of 
Italy  in  our  time,  and  who  were  the  proprietors,  it 
will  only  be  necessary  to  have  recourse  to  the  Vatican. 

On  the  afternoon  of  April  1st,  His  Eminence  Cardi- 
nal Manning  took  possession  of  his  titular  Church,  88. 
Andrea  and  Gregorio  on  Monte  Celio.  Even  the  Prot- 
estant ministers  who  were  present  on  this  occasion 
kissed  the  hand  of  the  Cardinal. 

The  Holy  Father  is  at  present  in  the  enjoyment  of 
most  excellent  health,  and  is  greatly  rejoiced  by  the 
creation  of  the  five  new  Cardinals.  F.  P.  B. 


NEXT  to  the  title  of  Mother  of  God,  I  glory 
most  in  being  called  the  Refuge  of*Sinners. — The 
Blessed,  Virgin  to  Yen.  Maria  Villani. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Catholics  of  Halifax  are  raising  $7,000  to 

finish  St.  Mary's  Cathedral. 

Eev.  A.  J.  Ryan  has  resigned  his  position  as 

editor-in-chief  of  the  New  Orleans  Morning  Star. 

A  Catholic  Hall  and  Library  is  to  be  erected  in 

San  Francisco,  Cal.  It  will  cost  $250,000. 

The  forty-five  thousand  Catholics  of  Cleveland 

0.,  are  represented  on  the  School  Board  by  two  mem- 
bers. 

The  Pope  has  sent  to  the  Queen  Dowager  of 

Bavaria  a  palm-tree  from  the  Vatican  gardens,  as  an 
Easter  gift. 

Over  6,000  persons  attend  Mass  every  Sunday 

at  the  Church  of  St.  Paul,  West  Fifty-ninth  street, 
New  York  city. 

A  society  for  the  promotion  of  sacred  music  in 

France  has  been  created  under  the  patronage  of  the 
Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris. 

Mr.  Piet,  a  Catholic  citizen  of  Baltimore,  whose 

death  occurred  recently,  bequeathed  a  legacy^of  $1,000 
to  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation. 

Mdlle.  Caroline  de  la  Grandiere,  daughter  of  the 

Admiral  of  that  name,  has  just  taken  the  veil  at  the 
Convent  of  the  Carmelites  in  Paris. 

The  venerable  Institute  of  St.  Verena  at  Zurzach, 

Switzerland,  is  to  be  suspended.  It  is  a  pilgrimage,  and 
has  been  celebrated  as  such  for  fifteen  hundred  years. 

The  new  Catholic  college  that  is  being  erected 

at  Chambersburg,  near  Trenton,  N.  J.,  by  the  Francis- 
can Fathers,  will  be  dedicated  next  month  by  Bishop 
Corrigan. 

The  Rev.  Father  Zcbo,  who  was  the  confessor  of 

the  Emperor  Maximilian  on  the  day  of  the  latter's  ex- 
ecution, is  now  pastor  of  the  Franciscan  church  at 
Trenton, N.  J. 

The  police  authorities  of  Posen  have  notified  all 

the  Ursuline  Sisters  in  that  district  who  are  not  na- 
tives of  Germany  that  they  must  leave  the  country 
within  two  months. 

In  1840  there  were  but  five  churches  in  New 

Jersey,  with  a  priest  for  each.  In  1875  there  are  one 
hundred  and  fifteen  churches,  thirty-two  stations,  and 
one  hundred  and  twenty  priests. 

Archbishop  Forster  (Breslau)  is  to  receive  the 

pallium  from  the  Pope.  His  late  deposition  (so-called) 
by  the  Prussian  Government  was,  of  course,  utterly 
disregarded  by  him. 

The  purse  presented  as  a  spontaneous  offering 

of  love  and  gratitude  to  Cardinal  Cullen,  on  the 
twenty-fifth  anniversary  of  his  episcopal  consecration, 
amounted  to  seventeen  thousand  dollars. 

The  Cologne  Gazette  states  that  the  German  Gov- 
ernment has  established  a  most  rigorous  watch  on 
the  Dutch  frontier,  in  order  to  prevent  the  plots  of  the 
Catholic  priests  who  have  taken  refuge  against  Prus- 
sian persecution  in  Holland. 

Bishop  Gross,  of  Savannah,  has  nearly  completed 

a  magnificent  church  in  that  city,  at  a  cost  of  $100,000 
all  paid  for.  This  following,  too,  so  soon  after  the 
dedication  of  the  college  at  Macon,  Ga.,  shows  energy 
and  liberality  on  the  part  of  the  Bishop  and  his  people. 
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The   pilgrimages   to    Lourdes    still   continue. 

During  the  last  week,  six  thousand  pilgrims  visited 
the  place,  and  the  activity  of  the  Catholic  committee 
in  Paris  is  so  great,  according  to  a  telegram  from  the 
French  capital,  as  to  obtrude  itself  on  the  notice  of 
the  general  public. 

— — The  Archbishops  of  Mexico,  Guadalajara,  and 
Michoacan,  have  issued  an  address  in  regard  to  the 
recent  laws  affecting  the  Church  in  Mexico.  They 
enjoin  on  the  clergy  and  people  "  moderation  and  re- 
spect for  the  authorities,  and  advise  Catholics  to  be  pa- 
tient, and  act  as  Christians  under  their  trials. 

The  fund  subscribed  by  the  English  Catholics 

for  presentation  to  Cardinal  Manning  on  his  elevation 
to  the  Sacred  College  will,  it  is  said,  amount  to  about 
5,000  guineas.  The  Catholic  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons  will  present  a  separate  purse  and  a  sep- 
arate address. —  Westminster  Gazette. 

The    Confirmations    at   Washington,  by  Right 

Rev.  Bishop  Becker,  of  Wilmington,  were  over  one 
thousand  two  hundred.  Besides  these,  his  Grace  the 
Archbishop  of  Baltimore  confirmed  about  eight  hun- 
dred. A  remarkable  fact  is  that  at  St.  Aloysius'  Church 
alone  there  were  sixty  converts. — Catholic  Mirror. 

The  Catholic  journalists  of  Italy,  as  will  be  seen 

from  our  "Roman  Letter,"  in  tend  to  present  to  the  Holy 
Father,  on  the  occasion  of  his  eighty-third  birthday,  a 
volume  composed  of  contributions  from  their  respec- 
tive journals — a  page  being  allotted  to  each — expressive 
of  their  love  and  veneration  to  his  Holiness,  and  their 
devotion  to  the  interests  of  the  Church.  Why  couldn't 
the  Catholic  Press  in  the  United  States  do  the  same  ? 
The  Holy  Father  would  certainly  be  pleased,  and  no 
doubt  would  send  a  special  blessing  to  all  concerned. 

The  most  consoling  accounts  of  the  Jubilee,  says 

the  Journal  de  Florence,  arrive  at  the  Vatican  from  all 
parts  of  the  world;  and  Pius  IX,  in  one  of  his  recent 
promenades,  expressed  the  lively  satisfaction  which 
they  afforded  him.  "Nothing,"  said  his  Holiness,  "  is 
better  calculated  to  console  my  heart  in  the  midst  of 
present  afflictions  than  the  news  of  the  good  effect  for 
souls  produced  by  the  grace  of  the  Jubilee.  The 
tempest  may  rage  around  me,  but  if  I  know  that  souls 
are  being  saved,  and  that  religion  is  making  progress 
in  the  world,  I  am  content." 

Archbishop  Bayley  recently  gave  Confirmation 

as  follows:  at  St.  Patrick's  Church,  Washington,  to 
one  hundred  and  seventy  persons.  Forty-five  were 
adults;  and  of  these,  twenty -seven  are  converts. 
At  St.  Matthew's  Church,  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
five  were  confirmed.  Of  the  adults,  twelve  were  con- 
verts— among  whom  was  Brig.  Gen.  Thomas  M.  Vin- 
cent, War  Department,  well-known  as  a  most  excellent 
gentleman.  At  St.  Stephen's  Church  one  hundred  and 
forty-five  persons  were  confirmed — fifty-seven  boys, 
sixty-eight  girls,  and  twenty  adults.  Of  the  latter  class 
fifteen  were  converts.  At  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion one  hundred  and  fifty  persons  were  confirmed, 
fifteen  of  whom  were  converts. 

FATHER  TONER'S  LECTURE. — Notwithstanding 

the  very  inclement  weather,  a  good  audience  was  pres- 
ent at  Case  Hall  to  hear  the  lecture  of  Rev.  Patrick 
Toner,  of  Pennsylvania,  on  "  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of 


Ireland."  The  speaker  was  warmly  received,  and  lis- 
tened to  with  close  attention  throughout  his  discourse. 
Ireland,  he  said,  had  long  been  celebrated  for  her 
poetry  and  music,  and  the  true  son  of  Erin  is  alwavs 
thrilled  with  a  ballad  by  one  of  her  citizens.  He  re- 
cited a  number  of  very  pretty  poems  by  some  of  the 
celebrated  poets  of  Ireland,  and  commented  on  them 
at  length.  The  lecture  was  quite  interesting,  and  was 
vociferously  applauded  at  its  close. — Cleveland  Herald. 

The  same  lecture  was  recently  delivered  at  the 
Cathedral,  Detroit,  for  the  benefit-of  the  Orphan  Asy- 
lum under  the  care  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 

On  Tuesday,  the  28th  of  April,  as  previously  an- 
nounced, the  ceremony  of  conferring  the  beretta  on 
His  Eminence  Cardinal  McCloskey  took  place  at  St. 
Patrick's  pro-Cathedral,  New  York.  A  large  number  of 
Bishops  and  priests  from  all  parts  of  the  United  States, 
and  a  great  multitude  of  people,  were  present.  Bishop 
Loughlin  was  celebrant  of  the  Mass,  which  was  the 
opening  of  the  day's  ceremonies.  Cherubini's  grand 
Mass  No.  2  in  D  minor  was  beautifully  rendered.  Im- 
mediately after  Mass  the  Papal  Letters  were  delivered 
and  then  followed  the  ceremony  of  imposing  the  beretta 
— one  of  the  most  magnificent  and  impressive  that  can 
be  witnessed.  Archbishop  Bayley  next  deliveded  an 
address  to  the  Cardinal,  in  which  he  expressed  his  con- 
gratulations, and  in  concluding  prayed  that  "  length  of 
days  and  every  blessing  "  might  be  the  portion  of  the 
first  prince  of  the  American  Church.  Cardinal  Mc- 
Closkey made  a  short  but  eloquent  reply.  At  the  con- 
clusion of  the  ceremonies  the  Te  Deum  was  sung, — 
never  perhaps  with  more  earnestness  or  in  a  more  im- 
pressive manner.  A  prayer  for  the  Pope  was  then 
said.  The  Cardinal  gave  his  first  benediction,  and  the 
immense  assemblage  withdrew.  Long  live  Amer- 
ica's Cardinal! 


New  Publications. 


Sacrum  Septenarium ;  Or,  the  seven  gifts  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  As  Exemplified  in  the  Life  and  Person  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  for  the  guidance  and  instruction  of 
her  Children.  By  Rev.  Henry  Formby.  New  York: 
Catholic  Publication  Society. 

We  noticed  this  beautiful  little  volume  at  the  time 
of  its  publication,  but  call  attention  to  it  again  be- 
cause of  its  appropriateness  to  the  present  season. 

The  Crusader,  we  are  glad  to  see,  has  not 

been  discontinued,  as  we  supposed.  It  comes  to 
us  in  a  new  form,  and  is  to  be  published  monthly 
in  future.  The  Oruxader  is  the  acknowledged  or- 
gan of  the  League  of  St.  Sebastian,  and  shows  the 
vitality  of  that  excellent  organization. 

The  May  number  of  the  Manhattan  and  De 

La  Salle  MontJdy  has  an  attractive  table  of  contents. 
There  is  great  need  of  cheap,  popular  Catholic 
publications  in  the  United  States.  The  magazine 
before  us  is  ably  edited,  and  interesting,  and  cannot 
fail  in  time  to  become  very  popular  with  Catholic 
readers.  Our  thanks  are  due  to  the  courteous  edi- 
tor for  back  numbers  which  we  had  missed. 
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From  Fischer  &  Bro.,   Dayton,   Ohio,  we 

have  received  "  School  Festival  Songs,"  a  collec- 
tion of  trios  and  choruses  for  even  voices,  with  pi- 
ano accompaniment,  suitable  for  exhibitions  and 
musical  entertainments, — a  book  which  will  be 
welcomed  by  many  teachers,  as  the  time  is  now 
drawing  near  for  Commencement  exercises.  Nearly 
one  half  of  the  selections  are  by  Fr.  Abt,  the  most 
talented  song-composer  of  the  day;  three  of  them 
have  the  German  words  in  addition  to  the  Eng- 
lish; several  are  by  Karl  Merz,  the  popular  edi- 
tor of  Srainard's  Musical  World.  The  moderate 
price  of  this  book  (seventy-five  cents)  is  no  small 
consideration  for  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  will, 
we  think,  obtain  for  it  a  much  larger  sale. 

From  the  same  firm,  Missa  in  Hon.  S.  Henrici, 
composed  for  and  dedicated  to  Prof.  Singenberger 
by  A.  Kaim,  the  well-known  composer  of  Missa 
Jesu  Redemptor.  We  recommend  this  Mass  to  the 
members  and  friends  of  the  St.  Csecilia  Society 
and  to  all  who  are  desirous  of  hearing  devotional 
music  in  our  churches. 
DIE  KATHOLISCHE  PKESSE:  Ein  Neujahrsgrusz  fur  die 

Katholiken    Deutschlands,   Oesterreichs    und   der 

Schweiz.     Von    Leo   Woerl.      Zweite   verbesserte 

Auflage.     Wiirtzburg,  1875. 

An  interesting  pamphlet  of  76  pages — on  the 
present  condition  of  the  Catholic  Press,  its  neces- 
sity and  dignity,  how  it  should  be  supported,  etc.; 
also,  a  chapter  "on  the  means  with  which  the 
Liberal  Press  works." 

Received — from  Patrick  Donahoe,  Boston, 

Mass.,  "The  Child,"  by  Monseigneur  Dupanloup, 
Bishop  of  Orleans.  Translated,  with  the  author's 
permission,  by  Kate  Anderson. 


Very  Rev.  Father  Granger's  Recovery. 

The  readers  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA"  and  the  associates 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  will  learn  with  pleas- 
ure not  only  the  fact  of  the  recovery  of  Father  Granger, 
but  especially  the  cause  to  which  he  himself  attributes 
it.  Indeed  no  one  will  find  it  a  matter  of  great  sur- 
prise that  a  priest  whose  life  for  thirty  years  has  been 
devoted  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  who  of  late  years 
has  been  chiefly  occupied  in  propagating  over  the 
land  the  knowledge  of  her  wonders  and  the  means  to 
multiply  them,  should  have  become  the  subject  of 
special  favors  at  her  maternal  hands. 

Let  us  briefly  state  the  case,  just  as  it  happened. 

Father  Provincial's  health  failed  almost  entirely  on 
Easter  Sunday,  since  which  time  he  has  said  Mass  only 
once.  Graduallyhe  lost  all  strength,  and  the  Commu- 
nity became  seriously  alarmed.  However,  as  he  was 
up  at  least  a  part  of  the  time,  in  his  room,  no  imme- 
diate danger  was  apprehended,  until  Tuesday  even- 
ing, the  20th  ult.,  when  a  sudden  crisis  came  on  and 
threatened  at  once  the  worst  results.  Father  General 
was  sent  for;  very  soon  after  him  came  in  three  doc- 


tors, who  pronounced  his  state  very  critical.  At  10 
next  morning  they  met  again  in  consultation,  and  de- 
clared his  case  a  hopeless  one.  The  physician  who  had 
charge  of  him  for  three  weeks  did  not  conceal  the 
fact  that  he  was  sinking  fast.  Father  General,  who 
had  brought  him  the  Holy  Viaticum  in  the  morning, 
thought  towards  4  p.  m.  that  there  was  no  time  to 
lose,  and  so  administered  him  Extreme  Unction.  The 
signs  of  approaching  death  were  too  evident  to  be 
mistaken  by  anybody.  He  himself  spoke  of  it  as 
one  who  knew  he  was  going  to  die.  It  would  be  dif- 
ficult to  describe  the  gloom  that  such  a  report  spread 
all  around.  He  alone  was  calm;  his  preparations  had 
all  been  made;  he  was  perfectly  satisfied  to  die,  as  he 
said,  such  an  easy  death.  Father  General  asked  him 
if  he  would  not  pray  for  his  recovery.  His  reply  was 
that  he  could  not  pray  for  that.  But  soon  discovering 
the  terrible  effect  of  his  answer,  he  paused,  and  after 
a  few  moments  rejoined:  "  Father,  if  you  really  think 
you  cannot  spare  me  now,  non  recuso  laborem."  "  This 
is  not  enough,"  said  Father  General;  "  I  want  you  to 
pray  for  your  recovery."  "Well,  then,"  he  replied, 
"  please  give  me  again  some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes." 
Father  General  held  up  the  precious  water  to  his  dear 
patient;  but  he  made  a  sign  to  wait  a  moment,  and, 
fixing  his  eye  on  the  vial,  said  in  a  clear  voice: 
"  By  this  wonderful  water  which  the  Blessed  Virgin 
herself  has  blessed;  and  by  the  merits  of  all  our  As- 
sociates; for  her  own  glory  and  the  glory  of  her  Di- 
vine Son,  I  now  pray,  with  my  whole  heart,  for  my  re- 
covery, in  hopes  to  acquire  some  merits  and  do  some 
good  for  the  salvation  of  souls."  Then  he  drank 
what  was  presented.  "All  right,"  said  Father  Gen- 
eral, who  retired  deeply  moved  and  full  of  hope. 
This  colloquy  between  two  Religious  of  their  age  and 
under  such  grave  circumstances  was  prompted  and  ac- 
complished in  a  profound  spirit  of  faith. 

The  following  morning,  when  Father  General  visited 
him  again,  a  little  after  five,  our  venerated  patient 
greeted  him  with  a  smile,  and  said:  "I  am  cured." 
From  that  moment  he  has  been  sensibly  gaining  in 
strength;  and  is  now,  at  the  moment  we  go  to  press, 
entirely  out  of  danger.  We  need  not  add  that  the 
news  cf  his  recovery  has  removed  an  immense  weight 
of  anguish  from  the  hearts  of  his  many  friend  sand 
acquaintances.  May  the  Blessed  Virgin  be  praised 
once  more,  and  forever! 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

On  Thursday,  the  15th  of  last  month,  at  the 

Cathedral,  Columbus,  Ohio,  Subdeaconship  was  con- 
ferred upon  Mr.  Martin  M.  A.  Hartnedy  by  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Rosecrans,  assisted  by  Rev.  N.  A.  Gallagher, 
of  St.  Aloysius'  Seminary.  On  Friday,  the  16th  inst., 
Rev.  Mr.  Hartnedy  received  Deaconship;  and  on  Satur- 
day, the  17th  inst.,  was  raised  to  the  dignity  of  the 
Holy  Priesthood. 

On  Friday,  April  16th,  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop Perche"  conferred  Tonsure  on  Messrs.  John 
Kennedy,  Patrick  Heslin  und  Thomas  Kelly;  Minor 
Orders  on  Messrs.  Carpancin,  Weldon,  Laval,  Clarke 
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and  Coustarot;  and  the  Holy  Order  of  Subdeaconsliip 
on  Messrs.  Carpancin  and  Weldon.  The  next  day, 
Messrs.  Carpancin,  Jobart  and  \Veldon  were  ordained 
Deacons,  and  Rev.  Patrick  Glendon,  was  raised  to 
Holy  Order  of  the  Priesthood.—  N.  0.  Jforning  Star* 

RECEPTIONS  AND   PROFESSIONS. 

Miss  Josie  Mattingly,  daughter  of  C.  P.  Mat- 
tingly, and  Miss  Emma  .Spalding,',daughter  of  Mr. 
Thomas  Spalding,  took  the  white  veil  at  the  convent 
of  St.  Catherine,  near  Springfield,  Ky.,  on  Sunday,  the 
4th  of  April. 

At  the  Academy  of  the  Visitation,  Frederick 

Md.,  April  8th,  Sister  Mary  ignatia  Pequignot  and 
Sister  Mary  Regis  made  their  solemn  profession.  Rev. 
A.  J.  Ward,  S.  J.,  officiated  on  the  occasion,  assisted 
by  Rev.  A.  F.  Ciampi,  S.  J.  The  first-named  Father 
delivered  an  appropriate  discourse. 

Recently,  in  the  Convent  Chapel  of  the  Sisters 

Marianites  of  the  Holy  Cross,  New  Orleans,  La.,  Miss 
Mary  Berry,  of  New  York,  and  Miss  Catherine  Fallon,  of 
New  Orleans,  received  the  holy  habit.  Their  names  in 
religion  are  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Placidus  and  Sister  Mary 
of  St.  Gilbert.  On  the  same  occasion  Miss  Maria  Kelly, 
of  Skreen,  County  Sligo,  Ireland  (in  religion,  Sister 
Mary  of  St.  Vitalis),  made  her  vows. 

On  the  15th  of  April,  at  the  Convent  of  the  Visi- 
tation, Monte  Maria,  Richmond,  Miss  Henrietta  Ris- 
ton,  (Sister  Mary  Cecilia)  of  Philadelphia,  received  the 
white  veil  and  religious  habit  of  the  Order. 

Obituary. 

DEATH  OF   THE  REV.  M.  MERCIER. — It  is  with 

great  regret  that  we  announce  the  death  of  the  Rev. 
M.  Mercier,  priest  of  the  Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice, 
which  took  place  on  Monday,  12th  of  last  month.  His 
loss  will  be  painfully  felt  amongst  his  devoted  friends 
and  parishioners,  as  also  amongst  the  faithful  of  Mon- 
treal. The  Rev.  M.  Mercier  was  born  on  the  14th  of 
May,  1817,  at  Lyons,  France.  After  having  made  his 
collegiate  studies,  he  entered  into  the  St.  Sulpician 
Order,  in  1828.  Having  arrived  at  Montreal  iu  1849, 
he  was  successively  charged  with  many  important 
functions.  He  was,  in  the  first  instance,  missionary  in 
the  Tanneries,  afterwards  attached  to  the  Parish 
Church  (Notre  Dame),  and  later,  in  1857,  attached  to 
the  Grand  Seminary  of  Montreal,  then  about  to  be 
founded..  After  having  the  charge  of  the  Parish  of 
All  Graces  ("  Toutes  Graces  ")  in  1860,  he  was  named 
director  to  the  Lake  of  Two  Mountains,  where  he 
remained  during  eight  years,  realizing  all  the  good 
possible  in  this  difficult  work,  where  he  reconciled  in 
a  remarkable  degree  the  hearts  of  the  Indian  people 
who  occupied  that  territory.  In  1868  he  was  removed 
to  the  St.  James1  Parish,  where  he  labored  with  a  new 
courage  and  zeal  which  endeared  him  to  his  whole 
congregation,  and  the  announcement  of  his  death  will 
be  read  with  feelings  of  regret.  Jtequiescat  in  pace. 
— True  Witness. 

MUCH  misery  attends  much  talk. — Solomon. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 

FROM  THE   14TH   TO   THE  21ST  DAT  OF  APRIL. 

One  hundred  and  fifty-nine  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register  ;  ninety-nine  new  members  have 
been  admitted;  prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have 
been  asked  by  ninety-three  persons  and  three  families; 
particular  favors  have  been  solicited  for  sixty-five  in- 
dividuals, three  families,  four  sodalities,  three  schools 
and  four  religious  communities. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "The  last  of  the  water  you  sent  was  for  a 
boy  who  had  the  hip-disease.  His  has  been  a  won- 
derful cure;  after  using  the  water  once,  the  pain  left 
the  boy  and  he  has  been  free  from  it  since."  ....  "1 
gave  my  daughter  a  vial  of  the  blessed  water,  and 
every  time  when  there  is  sickness  in  the  house  she 
uses  a  few  drops  of  it.  I  cannot  pass  over  without 
letting  you  know  of  a  miracle  the  blessed  water  has 
performed  in  her  family.  Three  of  her  children  took 
the  membrane  croup,  and  the  doctor  had  to  visit 
them  frequently  during  the  day.  One  of  them,  a  little 
boy  three  years  old,  had  it  so  bad  that  the  doctor  had 
given  him  up  for  dead;  everyone  around  the  little  fel- 
low said  he  was  dying,  some  remarked  that  they 
thought  he  had  fits.  His  mother  remembered  the 
blessed  water, — she  got  it  ready,  lit  the  blessed  candle, 
and  offered  her  child  up  to  our  Blessed  Mother,  that 
she  might  take  him  without  his  having  such  terrible 
convulsions.  Then  she  gave  him  some  drops  of  the 
blessed  water,  and,  thanks  be  to  our  Blessed  Mother, 
the  child  was  restored  to  health  again.  When  the 
doctor  came  the  next  morning,  to  see  the  other  two 
children  (he  thought  that  this  one  would  be  dead) 
and  he  found  to  his  great  surprise  the  child  able  to 
sit  up,  greeting  him  with  joyful  smiles."  ....  "  My 
mother  gave  some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  to  a  per- 
son whose  child  had  spasms,  and  it  cured  her;  she 
also  gave  some  to  an  old  man  who  had  a  sore  leg  for 
thirty  years.  The  doctors  had  healed  the  leg,  but  I 
believe  the  disease  was  driven  inwardly.  A  sore  ap- 
peared on  his  face,  he  applied  the  water  and  got  wel^ 
The  doctor  came,  and  the  old  man  told  him  our  Bles- 
sed Lady  had  cured  him.  I  stood  an  operation,  myself, 
whilst  sitting  in  a  chair,  lasting  for  thirty-seven  hours, 
with  seventeen  surgeons  around  me,  without  using 
chloroform.  The  secret  was,  I  had  a  vial  of  the 
Lourdes'  water  in  my  pocket,  which  I  always  carry 
about  me.  I  also  wear  a  medal  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart."  ....  "I  wrote  a  letter  to  you  last 
July,  telling  of  a  daughter  who  had  lost  the  use  of 
her  limbs,  and  asking  for  some  water  of  Lourdes, 
which  you  sent.  I  used  iton  her,  and,  thanks  be  to  God 
and  His  Blessed  Mother,  she  is  now  nearly  well;  she 
needs  no  more  the  use  of  crutches.  The  last  drop  of 
the  water  I  used  on  her  Christmas-day,  and  in  five 
minutes  afterwards  she  walked  across  the  floor  with- 
out the  crutches,  this  being  the  first  step  she  had 

taken  for  eleven  months."  "In  July,  1873,  I 

was  taken  sick  with  something  like  the  cholera ; 
and,  fearing  I  would  die,  as  I  had  not  been  to  confes 
sion  for  about  nine  months  and  knowing  I  could  not 
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make  a  good  confession  as  my  sickness  was  very  se- 
vere, at  the  last  moment,  I  had  recourse  to  our  Bles- 
.sed  Mother.  I  promised  her  an  offering  for  the 
Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  if  she  would 
take  care  of  me  and  not  let  me  die,  as  I  thought  I 
would  be  lost.  I  am  happy  to  fulfil  my  promise  now. 
Please  thank  our  dear  Mother  for  the  favor  she  ob- 
tained for  me.  The  water  of  Lourdes  you  sent  me  has 
been  a  great  relief  to  me.  Please  thank  the  Blessed 
Mother  for  the  many  graces  she  has  obtained  for  me. 

OBITUARY. 

The  following  deceased  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  the  pious  prayers  of  the  Associates:  MKS. 
ELIZABETH  LANT,  of  Blairsville,  Pa.,  who  died  a  very 
happy  and  edifying  death  on  the  13th  day  of  April; 
also  MR.  JOHX  HARVEY,  of  the  same  place;  MRS. 
ELIZABETH  McQuADE,  of  Trenton,  N.  J.,who  departed 
this  life  on  the  26th  of  February,  after  having  received, 
a  few  days  before,  the  last  Sacraments  of  the  Church; 
MR.  FRANCIS  KELLY,  of  New  York;  MRS.  LOID,  who 
died  in  Baltimore,  on  the  22nd  of  April;  PATRick 
COLLINS,  who  died  recently  in  Washington .  PATRICK 
HEANY,who  died  at  Notre  Daine  Ind.,on  28th  of  April, 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Marino  Faliero  is  well  known  to  English  people 
from  a  tragedy  by  Lord  Byron  which  bears  his 
name.  There  is  a  curious  legend  about  this  unfor- 
tunate Doge,  which  Lord  Byron  mentions:  shall 
I  tell  it  to  you?" 

"  Oh,  yes !  do,"  cried  the  children. 

"  It  is  said  that,  when  a  young  man  and  a  soldier, 
in  Treviso,  he  was  in  attendance  on  a  procession  of 
the  Most  Holy,  carried  round  the  town  by  the 
Bishop,  who  was  an  aged  man.  This  Bishop 
either  delayed,  or  moved  so  slowly  as  to  displease 
the  fiery  Marino,  and  in  his  fury  he  struck  the 
Bishop,  who  fell  down  with  the  Blessed  Sarament. 
When  the  Bishop  rose  again,  he  said  to  Marino 
that  the  hour  would  come  when  he  should  be  over 
thrown,  and  should  die  a  disgraceful  death,  it  is 
also  said,  in  the  old  chronicles  of  Venice,  that 
when  Marino  (who  had  been  elected  Doge  while 
in  Rome)  arrived  in  Venice,  such  a  thick  fog  came 
that  the  pilot  mistook  the  way,  and  instead  of  land- 
ing him  at  the  ducal  palace,  did  so  at  the  Palace 
of  St.  Mark,  where  criminals  were  put  to  death. 
The  Venetians  were  terribly  given  to  the  sin  of 
superstition,  and  they  were  much  awed  by  this 
omen."  Going  on  with  the  letter ;— " '  We  saw  also 
the  library :  the  paintings  on  the  walls  are  magnifi- 
cent. Perhaps  you  remember  that  oil-painting  on 


canvas  was  first  used  by  the  Venetian  school.' — 
Edith,  you  kuow  what  is  meant  by  that?" 

Edith. — "There  were  so  many  celebrated  Vene- 
tian painters  that  they  were  called  '  a  school.'" 

"Yes;  and  they  are  distinguished  from  other 
schools  by  a  peculiar  brightness  of  coloring,  so 
that  judges  of  painting  at  once  recognize  a  picture 
done  by  Venetian  hands."  Letter  continued: — 
'"I  am  not,  as  you  know,  a  great  judge  of  paint- 
ing, though  I  enjoy  pictures  very  much;  so  I  can- 
not stop  to  describe  them  to  you,  or  to  give  you  a 
long  list  of  names.  I  must  transport  you,  then, 
suddenly  from  a  palace  to  a  prison — a  change  not 
unfrequent  in  Venice.  The  public  prison  is  called 
the  Corceli,  and  it  contained  many  hundred  poor 
captives.  The  long  winding  stone  passages  which 
lead  to  the  cells  were  to  me  more  terrible  than  the 
cells  themselves.  These  have  a  small  grating  for 
air,  and  a  shelf  for  food,  and  space  for  a  straw  bed  ; 
prisoners  were  first  confined  here ;  afterwards  they 
were  confined  in  lower  cells,  which  were  quite 
dark.  We  crossed  the  'Bridge  of  Sighs':  it  is,  as, 
you  know,  a  covered  bridge,  and  has  two  passages 
divided  by  a  wall,  one  for  those  going,  the  other 
for  those  returning  from  prison.  The  door  lead- 
ing to  the  prison  is  now  walled  up,  but  the  cells 
are  still  used  by  the  Austrians.  Of  course  there 
has  been  a  great  deal  of  exaggeration  about  the 
horrors  of  Venetian  prisons,  great  undoubtedly  as 
those  horrors  were ;  for  instance,  people  have 
raved  about  the  Sotto  Pionibi,  or '  under  the  leads,' 
some  prisons  which  were  described  as  places  of 
intense  suffering  from  heat.  Now,  there  was  a 
considerable  space  between  these  leads  and  the 
cells,  and  they  were,  in  fact,  the  healthiest  of  the 
prisons;  so  much  so  that  now  they  are  used  as 
dwellings.  From  the  prison  we  went  to  the  arse, 
nal.  Here  one  gains  the  grandest  idea  of  the 
power  of  Venice,  from  the  size  and  completeness 
of  the  basins  and  buildings.  In  the  armory  are 
some  interesting  things:  the  great  standard  of  the 
Turkish  admiral,  taken  in  the  battle  of  Lepanto.' 
[Miss  Longworth. — I  will  not  tell  you  anything  now 
about  this  celebrated  battle  (which  I  see,  by  his 
face,  Walter  knows  all  about),  because  it  is  a  long 
and  interesting  tale,  and  will  better  come  into  an- 
other subject.]  Continues: — 'Here  is  a  helmet,  de- 
clared to  be  Attila's,  but  it  is  unlikely  to  be  really 
so ;  but  here  are  the  shield,  helmet,  and  sword  of 
lani,  and  you  can  fancy  with  what  interest  we 
gazed  on  the  latter,  assumed  in  defence  of  the 
Holy  See,  and  bound  on  the  wearer  by  the  Vicar 
of  Christ  himself;  there  are  a  quantity  of  instru- 
ments of  torture,  at  which  I  forced  myself  to  look. 
Fancy  a  pistol,  in  the  shape  of  a  key,  made  for 
shooting  poisoned  needles!  There  are  helmets, 
too,  so  constructed  that  the  wearer  can  neither  see 
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nor  breathe;  but  these,  papa  tells  me,  are  to  be 
found  in  our  prisons  in  England  and  Ireland.  I 
suppose,  for  torturing,  no  one  was  more  ingenious 
than  the  English.  After  our  visit  here,  you  may 
fancy  we  were  glad  to  get  into  our  gondola  and  go 
home :  tell  the  children  there  are  omnibus  gondolas 
as  well  as  the  private  ones.  The  gondoliers,  or 
boatmen,  are  all  dressed  alike,  in  black  velvet 
jackets  with  red  scarfs  round  their  waists;  they 
guide  the  boat  by  standing  on  the  edge  and  leaning 
upon  one  oar:  the  gondolas  are  long  and  narrow, 
coming  almost  to  a  point  at  each  end,  finished  off 
with  a  beak,  and  a  thin  carved  piece  of  steel  in  the 
front,  and  a  more  spreading  piece  behind ;  over 
the  middle  is  a  wooden  awning,  painted  black, 
and  under  this  the  passengers  sit,  on  low  seats  and 
soft  cushions — it  holds  two  comfortably,  four  un- 
comfortably. The  gondolas  are  always  painted 
black ;  those  people  who  have  private  ones,  orna- 
ment them  with  bright-colored  hangings.  The 
strange  contrasts  of  life  seein  even  greater  here : 
one  moment  a  gondola  with  a  gay  bridal  party  darts 
by  you;  and  then  the  next  glides  past,  bearing 
one  to  his  last  resting-place  on  earth.  These  boats 
glide  so  noiselessly  along,  that  the  effect  at  night, 
when  they  are  lighted  up,  is  most  striking.  And 
though  I  fear  you  will  almost  be  tired,  yet  I  must 
tell  you  of  my  visit  to  St.  Mark's,  and  the  Cam- 
pagna,  and  the  Foscari  Palace.  We  went  to  see 
the  Foscari  Palace  with,  of  course,  deep  interest. 
It  is  beginning  rapidly  to  decay :  it  must  have 
been  very  magnificent,  and,  indeed,  it  was  deemed 
the  most  royal  of  the  palaces  of  Venice,  for  which 
reason  Henry  III  of  France  lodged  here.' " 

Miss  Longworth. — "  I  must  now  tell  you  the 
story  of  the  Foscari.  Lord  Byron  has  also  written 
a  tragedy  on  this  story,  called  the  '  Ino  Foscari' : 
you  see  Lord  Byron  was  quite  a  poet  of  Venice. 
It  was  no  wonder  the  strange  horrors  of  her  event- 
ful history  excited  his  imagination,  for  he  loved 
to  write  of  the  wild  and  the  terrible.  Francisco 
Foscari  had  reigned  for  many  years  over  Venice ; 
during  his  reign  her  possessions  had  increased,  as 
well  as  her  glory.  The  last  of  his  four  sons  (the 
others  having  died)  was  named  Jacopo;  he  was 
the  pride  of  his  father's  heart.  He  had  married  a 
daughter  of  the  illustrious  house  of  Contarini,  an 
event  which  had  excited  much  joy.  Alas!  to  that 
gay  bridal  a  dark  history  was  to  succeed.  Four 
years  after  his  marriage,  he  was  accused  to  the 
Council  of  Ten  of  having  corresponded  with  and 
received  presents  from  foreign  princes.  He  was 
seized,  and  put  to  torture ;  and  according  to  Ven- 
etian custom,  his  father,  as  Doge,  was  obliged  to 
be  present:  a  confession  was  extorted  from  him 
by  this  agony,  and  he  was  condemned  to  exile, 
and  the  sentence  was  pronounced  by  his  father's 


lips;  his  banishment  was,  however,  so  far  miti- 
gated that  his  wife  was  allowed  to  go  with  him. 
But  after  he  had  been  five  years  away,  one  of  the 
Council  of  Ten  was  murdered  in  the  streets  of 
Venice.  On  the  faintest  grounds  of  suspicion, 
Foscari  was  accused  of  having  contrived  this 
crime.  Himself  and  a  servant  were  tortured  cru- 
elly to  make  them  confess,  and  both  refused  to  the 
end.  Again  did  the  Doge  gaze  on  the  agony  of 
his  sou,  and  have  to  pronounce  sentence  of  ban- 
ishment, to  a  more  distant  spot,  and  without  his 
wife.  For  some  time  Jacopo  lost  his  reason,  and 
his  tormentors  brought  him  back  to  Venice  that 
he  might  recover;  and  when  he  had  done  so, 
sent  him  forth  again.  Not  long  after  this  a  noble 
named  Nicolo  Erizzo,  a  man  whose  hands  were 
deeply  stained  with  crime,  lay  on  his  deathbed : 
tortures  far  more  terrible  than  Venetian  prisons 
glared  before  his  glazing  sight,  and  he  sent  for  a 
priest,  and  in  his  muttered  confession  was  heard 
the  murder  of  the  very  man  for  whom  Jacopo  was 
being  punished;  and  as  the  last,  and  only  act  of 
restitution  left  to  him,  he  allowed  his  confessor, 
after  his  death,  to  reveal  that  it  was  beneath  his 
dagger  the  councillor  had  fallen.  You  may  ex- 
pect now  to  hear  that  Jacopo  came  back  to  his 
country  and  his  home.  No  such  thing ;  his  im- 
placable enemies  made  no  difference  whatever  in 
their  cruelty. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Love  the  Poor. 

St.  Vincent  Ferrer  relates  that  a  pious  merchant 
of  Valence,  in  Spain,  was  accustomed  to  receive 
at  his  table  evey  Christmas  Day  three  poor  per- 
sons, an  aged  man,  a  woman,  and  a  little  child,  in 
honor  of  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph.  He  often  med- 
itated on  the  words  of  our  Blessed  Lord :  "  Amen,  I 
say  to  you,  as  long  as  you  have  done  it  to  one  of  these, 
My  least  brethren,  you  did  it  to  Me" ;  and  when  pi- 
ously serving  his  poor  guests,  thought  of  the  Holy 
Family  thus  represented.  After  his  death  the 
pious  merchant  appeared  to  some  devout  souls 
who  were  praying  for  him,  and  told  them  that  in 
his  last  hour,  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph  came  to 
visit  him,  and  addressing  him  these  consoling 
words,  conducted  him  to  heaven :  "  Since  during 
your  lifetime  you  have  so  often  received  us  into 
your  house,  we  now  come  to  conduct  you  into  our 
abode." 


To  forgive  injuries  is  proof  of  a  great  mind  and 
a  generous  heart. 

BLESSED  JOHN  BERCHSIANS  called  his  rosary  a 
golden  chain  by  which  he  was  bound  to  the  Queen 
of  Heaven. 


THE 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Pentecost. 


The  Christian  world  is  preparing  to  celebrate 
once  more  the  descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Like 
the  disciples  who  awaited  with  joy  the  fulfilment 
of  Jesus'  promise,  we  have  been  persevering  with 
one  mind  in  prayer,  with  Mary  the  Mother  of  Jesus. 
We  are  on  the  eve  of  Pentecost,  and  the  praises  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  are  already  on  our  lips.  To-mor- 
row, having  cleansed  our  hearts  with  more  than 
ordinary  care,  we  hope  to  receive  the  mysterious 
visit  which  renews  the  face  of  the  earth.  The  com- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost  is  not  only  an  event  which 
concerns  the  Church  at  large,  but  every  individual 
Christian  is  exhorted  to  prepare  himself  to  receive 
the  graces  which  are  attached  to  a  worthy  celebra- 
tion of  this  great  mystery.  How  beautiful  it  is  to 
be  in  union  with  the  Church !  how  advantageous 
to  our  souls  to  observe  her  fasts,  to  celebrate  her 
festivals,  to  share  her  joys  and  sorrows,  to  pray 
her  prayers!  What  a  pity  that  for  many  Chris- 
tians the  great  festivals  of  the  year  pass  by  with- 
out pleasure  or  profit!  What  treasures  of  grace 
are  thus  lost,  and  what  a  terrible  thing  to  have  to 
account  for! 

On  the  day  of  Pentecost  the  great  work  which  is 
to  last  till  the  end  of  time  was  consummated.  The 
Church  was  established,  and  on  that  day  be- 
gan her  glorious  mission — to  sanctify  and  save  the 
souls  of  men.  The  Apostles,  from  weak,  carnal- 
minded  men,  were  transformed  into  saints  and 
heroes;  the  fire  of  celestial  love  took  possession  of 
their  hearts;  zeal  for  their  Master's  glory  con- 
sumed them;  they  who  before  fled  from  danger 
became  impatient  to  announce  to  the  world  the 
glad  tidings  of  salvation. 

But  the  Blessed  Virgin  received  the  richest 
portion  of  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  He  had 
overshadowed  her  and  made  her  Mother  of  God, 
and  now  she  is  made  Mother  of  all  the  faithful.  A 
new  ministry  awaits  her,  and  she  receives  the 


plenitude  of  grace  needful  for  it.  Henceforth  she 
is  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  Infant  Church,  and  when 
it  has  been  firmly  established  her  mission  ends. 
But  after  her  Assumption  into  heaven  she  will  still 
be  invoked  as  the  Help  of  Christians. 

It  is  by  means  of  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
that  man  attains  perfection ;  we  receive  them  at 
the  time  of  our  Baptism,  and  when  we  have 
the  misfortune  to  lose  them  (as  we  do  when  we 
lose  sanctifying  grace,  that  is  by  mortal  sin,)  they 
are  restored  by  the  Sacrament  of  Penance.  "  The 
whole  work  of  our  salvation  and  sanctification," 
says  the  holy  and  learned  Dom  Gueranger,  "  is 
marked  with  the  mysterious  number  of  seven. 
There  are  seven  principal  virtues  which  render  us 
dear  to  our  Maker;  it  is  by  seven  gifts  that  the 
Holy  Spirit  leads  us  to  our  last  end;  the  seven 
Sacraments  apply  to  us  the  merits  of  the  Incarna- 
tion and  Redemption ;  it  is  after  seven  weeks  from 
the  Pasch  that  the  Holy  Ghost  is  sent  upon,  the 
earth,  there  to  establish  and  maintain  the  kingdom 
of  God.  Can  we  wonder  after  this  that  Satan 
should  have  sacrilegiously  mimicked  the  work  of 
God,  striving  to  destroy  by  the  seven  deadly  sins 
the  creatures  God  would  save." 

Our  Blessed  Lord,  when  He  promised  to  send 
the  Holy  Ghost  to  His  Apostles,  spoke  of  the  wick- 
edness of  the  world,  the  miseries  of  the  time  in 
which  they  lived,  the  snares  that  surrounded  them, 
the  persecutions  which  they  were  to  suffer,  as  mo- 
tives to  urge  them  to  prepare  carefully  for  the  com- 
ing of  the  Paraclete.  We,  too,  live  in  days  of  tribu- 
lation, and  the  rage  of  the  wicked  against  the  re- 
ligion of  Christ  and  those  who  profess  it  is  not 
diminished.  We  need  great  courage  to  profess  our 
faith  openly,  great  grace  to  live  up  to  it.  Where 
shall  we  seek  this  supernatural  aid  but  from  the 
Spirit  of  fortitude  and  piety  ? 

The  Apostles  knew  the  power  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin over  the  Heart  of  Jesus;  her  presence  in  their 
midst  was  most  encouraging  to  them ;  they  en- 
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treated  her  to  intercede  for  them,  to  supply  for 
their  imperfections,  and  to  present  their  petitions 
to  her  Divine  Son.  We  also  know  the  power  of 
Mary's  influence  at  the  throne  of  grace;  we  are 
more  and  more  convinced  of  it  every  day  by  the  mir- 
acles wrought  through  her  intercession.  Let  us 
then,  during  these  days  of  grace,  ask  the  help  of  her 
prayers ;  let  us  ask  her  to  obtain  for  us  a  large  share 
of  the  outpourings  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  that  our 
hearts  being  renewed  we  may  run  on  in  the  way  of 

perfection. 

»•          • 

The  Month  of  Mary. 


May  morn  lias  dawn'd,  and  the  earth  for  its  hours 
Has  put  on  her  gay  vesture  of  verdure  and  flowers; 
The  greensward  has  sprung  from  her  bosom  of  love, 
To  deck  its  broad  surface,  and  point  us  above. 
Fair  flowers  are  springing  from  meadow  and  tree, 
And  zephyrs  are  wafting  their  scent  o'er  the  sea; 
The  birds  swell  a  chorus,  and  their  notes  sweet  and  clear 
Give  joy  and  sweet  music  to  May's  morning  air. 
Ah,  loveliest  Spring-time,  the  gem  of  the  year, 
When  beauty  is  radiant,  when  bounty  is  near — 
When  gloom  has  departed,  and  joy  fills  our  song, 
To  whom,  of  Earth's  creatures,  do  thy  glories  belong? 
Who  walk'd  on  its  surface  untainted,  unstain'd, 
With  heart  unpolluted,  with  love  that  ne'er  waned? 
Who  knelt  to  adore  Him  when  beasts  of  the  field 
Alone  kept  a  vigil  or  offer'd  a  shield? 
Who  succor'd  His  infancy, — guided  His  youth, 
And  drank  in  His  accents  of  love  and  of  truth? 
Who  heard  His  sweet  voice,  when  in  love  yet  untold 
He  bade  us  "  a  Mother  in  Her  to  behold  "  ? 
'Twas  Mary!  the  "Mystical  Rose"  of  our  bowers, 
That's  mirror'd  in  loveliest  gems  of  May's  hours; 
'Twas  the  bright "  Morning  Star  "  that  will  guide  us  to 

God, 

Through  the  path  that  her  feet  have  unfaltering  trod. 
'Twas  the  glorious  Maid,  who  from  heaven's  bright 

throne 
Looks  down  on  earth's  children  and  calls  them  "  her 

own  " ; 

Who  guards  them  in  gladness  from  folly's  disguise, 
Who  shields  them  in  sadness,  and  bids  them  "  arise." 
'Twas  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  who  in  glory  array'd, 
Pleads  the  cause  of  His  frail  ones  who  from  Him  have 

strayed. 

To  the  bright  Queen  of  Heaven,  whom  angels  revere, 
We'll  offer  the  loveliest  gem  of  the  year. 

Ave  Maria,  throned  above, 
Hear  our  song  of  praise  and  love; 
With  the  loveliest  gifts  of  Spring, 
Our  fervent  hearts  to  thee  we  bring. 
While  the  wintry  cloud  hung  o'er  us, 
Sadness  threw  its  veil  before  us  ; 
Thou  didst  guard  our  lonely  way 
And  cheer  us  on  in  sorrow's  day. 
Now,  while  new-born  nature's  smiling, 
Joy  is  every  heart  beguiling, 


Gloom  has  left  the  tranquil  earth, 

To  peace,  and  love  and  smiles  of  mirth, — 

Thine  shall  be  our  matin  song, 

To  thee  our  grateful  notes  belong, — 

Thine  shall  be  our  praise  at  even, 

Joy  of  Earth!  and  Queen  of  Heaven! 

Fairest  flowers  we  bring  to  thee, 

Emblems  of  thy  purity, — 

Emblems  of  the  love  thou'st  borne  us, 

While  the  dark'ning  cloud  hung  o'er  us. 

As  we  lay  them  at  thy  feet, 

Breathing  odors  pure  and  sweet, 

Hear  our  pra}-er  to  thee  ascending, 

While  before  thy  shrine  we're  bending. 

We,  who  thy  protection  seek, 

Would  reflect  thy  virtues  meek; 

We  would  walk  the  narrow  way, 

That  leads  to  Heaven's  eternal  day; — 

Thou  art  near  to  Jesus'  throne, 

He  will  hear  thee,  purest  one! 

Ask  him  from  His  home  above 

To  send  the  unction  of  His  love, 

That  we  thy  steps  may  fondly  trace, 

And  near  His  Sacred  Heart  find  place, — 

Ask,  that  shades  that  sin  would  throw 

Round  our  pathway  here  below, 

Be  dispell'd;  and  light  divine, 

Ever  round  our  path  may  shine; 

Ask,  by  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 

We  our  constancy  may  prove. 

When  to  Thabor's  mount  were  taken, 

Or  on  Calvary  seem  forsaken, 

When  the  shades  of  death  are  nearing, 

Lead  us  through  the  mist  unfearing, 

To  the  realms  of  bliss  above, 

Near  the  Eternal's  throne  of  love. 


The  Angelas. 

No.  XXIX. 

In  former  times  the  Angelus  regulated  the  hab- 
its of  life.  Three  times  a  day  a  supernatural 
thought  came  into  the  mind  of  man,  and  blessings 
descended  upon  his  labor.  How  different  at  the 
present  time!  Even  in  Catholic  countries  there 
are  entire  parishes  where  the  Angelus  is  never 
rung,  and  in  an  infinite  number  of  others  the  bell 
in  vain  calls  to  prayer.  Indifference,  and  es- 
pecially human  respect,  prevents  them  from  reci- 
ting the  Angelus.  It  is  a  misfortune  and  a  shame. 

A  misfortune. — To  destroy  a  tree,  it  is  torn  up  from 
the  roots.  To  destroy  a  people,  a  parish  or  a  fam- 
ily, make  it  lose  its  traditions.  Why  is  Europe  of 
the  present  day  so  different  from  Europe  of  the 
past  ?  Because  her  traditions  are  taken  from  her, 
by  holding  them  up  to  contempt  and  ridicule. 

If  the  neglect  of  their  social  traditions  is  a  great 
misfortune  to  a  people,  much  more  so  is  the  ne- 
glect of  their  religious  traditions.  Among  these 
latter,  one  of  the  most  venerable  by  its  beauty,  its 
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antiquity  and  its  utility  is  the  Angelus.  Three 
times  a  day,  the  voice  of  the  bell  calls  down  the 
blessings  of  Heaven,  and  earth  bends  to  receive 
them.  Is  it  not  a  misfortune  to  close  up  such  a 
source  of  graces  ?  The  actual  world,  though  cov- 
ered with  leprosy  from  head  to  foot,  still  believes 
that  it  can  be  healed  without  assistance  from  on 
high. 

A  shame. — To  blush  for  evil  is  a  glory.  To 
blush  for  good  is  a  shame,  and  cowardice:  it  de- 
stroys the  noblest  instincts  of  human  nature.  In 
our  days  this  strange  subversion  is  but  too  com- 
mon. "We  see  revolutions  upon  revolutions  excited 
to  obtain  liberty,  and  yet  men  become  more  and 
more  slaves.  Why,  for  example,  dare  not  so  many 
Christians,  especially  in  cities,  recite  the  Angelus  ? 
Because  they  are  slaves.  Slaves  to  whom,  and  to 
what?  We  shall  see.  I  have  said  Christians:  for 
they  alone  can  understand  these  words.  In  en- 
mity with  their  Divine  Father,  these  unhappy 
creatures  know  not  that  they  have  a  Mother  in 
heaven. 

In  regard  to  the  Angelus,  as  also  the  Benedicite, 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross,  holy  water,  the  Rosary,  and 
other  religious  practices,  men  of  the  present  day 
are  divided  into  two  classes — those  who  recite 
the  Angelus,  and  those  who  do  not. 

To  the  latter  class  belong  Protestants,  infidels, 
Jews,  Mahometans,  idolaters,  savages;  to  whom 
may  be  added,  bears,  dogs,  cats  and  other  animals. 

Those  who  recite  the  Angelus  are  the  true  Cath- 
olics of  all  times  and  places,  men  of  the  greatest 
genius,  souls  the  most  elevated  and  holy,  in  a 
word  the  elite  of  humanity.  Between  these  two 
camps  there  is  no  neutral  ground ;  men  must  be- 
long either  to  one  or  the  other.  No  man  of  honor 
would  hesitate  in  making  his  choice;  one  is  never 
forced  to  keep  bad  company,  says  the  Count  de 
Maistre. 

Moreover,  consider  what  the  Angelus  is,  and  see 
whether  there  should  be  any  shame  in  reciting  it 
even  publicly.  By  the  Angelus  we  salute  the 
Queen  of  heaven  and  earth,  the  Mother  of  God 
and  our  Mother.  We  congratulate  her  upon  her 
happiness,  we  make  known  her  glories;  and  to  do 
it  worthily  we  make  use  of  the  words  of  the  Arch- 
angel. When  was  it  ever  a  shame  for  a  child  to 
salute  its  mother,  especially  when  that  mother  is 
the  most  perfect  of  mothers;  to  praise  her  and  re- 
joice in  her  happiness  even  publicly?  Shame, 
rather  to  the  child  who  would  blush  to  do  it. 

By  means  of  the  Angelus  we  thank  God  for  His 
greatest  benefits,  the  Incarnation  of  His  Son  and 
the  Redemption  of  mankind ;  incomparable  mys- 
teries to  which  the  world  owes  everything — the 
abolition  of  slavery  and  human  sacrifices,  the  eleva- 
tion of  woman  and  the  child ;  civilization,  liberty, 


security,  the  intellectual  and  moral  superiority  of 
Christian  nations  over  others.  Is  it  a  shame  to 
manifest  publicly  gratitude  for  such  benefits  ?  The 
hame  consists  rather  in  enjoying  them  without  rais- 
ing our  eyes  to  Heaven,— like  the  animal  which 
takes  its  food  without  considering  the  hand  that 
gives  it. 

By  the  Angelus  we  proclaim  our  dignity,  in  re- 
minding ourselves  and  those  who  have  forgotten  it 
that  the  Queen  of  angels  is  our  sister,  and  the 
Creator  of  the  world  our  Brother ;  that  we  are  heirs 
to  His  eternal  kingdom ;  that  man  is  not  placed 
here  upon  earth  merely  to  live,  suffer,  die,  and  fall 
into  nothingness;  that  life  here  below  is  not  life, 
but  that  life  really  commences  when  it  seems  to 
end,  for  death  is  immortality;  immortalitate plena 
est.  Where  is  the  shame  in  professing  these  grand 
and  consoling  truths? 

By  the  Angelus  we  ask  God,  our  Father,  and 
Mary,  our  Mother,  to  assist  us  during  life  and  at  the 
hour  of  death.  What  prayer  can  be  more  honor- 
able ?  It  supposes  the  rarest  and  most  precious  of 
all  knowledge:  the  knowledge  of  ourselves,  of  our 
weakness  and  our  wants,  of  the  terrible  struggles 
of  life,  and  the  struggles  more  terrible  still  of  death. 

By  the  Angelus,  thanks  to  the  indulgences  at- 
tached to  it,  we  obtain  relief  and  freedom  for  the 
souls  in  purgatory.  There  are  always  in  pur- 
gatory souls  who  have  almost  completed  their 
term  of  probation.  Some  have  to  remain  but 
a  month ;  others  for  a  week,  a  day,  or  an 
hour.  What  a  consolation  to  think  that  by  the 
hundred  days  indulgence,  gained  each  time  the 
Angelus  is  recited,  some  of  these  suffering  souls 
are  delivered,  and  the  gates  of  eternal  happiness 
opened  for  them !  These  souls  perhaps  are  those  of 
our  parents,  our  relatives,  our  friends — and  should 
we  be  ashamed  to  render  them  a  service  which 
they  solicit  with  an  ardor  proportioned  to  their 
sufferings,  and  which,  perhaps,  they  have  been  for 
a  long  time  soliciting? 

The  shame,  then,  is  upon  those  who,  through 
indifference,  human  respect,  or  contempt,  do  not 
recite  the  Angelus,  while  the  glory  is  to  those  who 
recite  it.  Let  us  learn  to  be  free,  and  not  slaves. 
At  any  rate,  no  matter  what  we  do,  we  can  never 
please  everybody. 

When  we  think  to  please  some,  we  are  sure  to 
displease  others.  We  are  not  more  powerful  than 
God ;  with  a  single  word  He  created  heaven  and 
earth  ;  but  yet  when  He  came  down  among  men 
He  could  not  please  all,  notwithstanding  His  mir- 
acles and  benefits.  Let  us  be  content  to  have  for 
ourselves  the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience  and 
the  approbation  of  good  men ;  the  contempt  of  the 
wicked  is  a  glory. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 
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The  True  Shepherd  and  the  Hireling. 

The  hireling  flies;  the  false  heart  fails; 

It  is  the  Shepherd  true,  alone, 
Who  knows  the  lambkins  of  the  Fold, 

And  who,  by  His  dear  lambs,  is  known. 
O,  sweet  assurance  of  His  love! 

Renewed  in  joyful  Easter-tide, 
And  calling  through  the  Paschal-chimes, 

To  sheep  astray,  on  every  side. 

"I  know  My  own,  and  Mine  know  Me;" 

Most  blessed  words,  our  faith  to  cheer; 
"But  other  sheep  I  have! "  He  cries: 

They,  too,  the  Shepherd's  voice  shall  hear." 
Careering  on  the  mild  Spring  breeze. 

Resounds  our  risen  Saviour's  plea: 
"Who,  who  will  help  to  lead  My  lambs, 

From  the  drear  desert  unto  Me?" 

And  faithful  hearts,  anear,  afar, 

Respond  with  simultaneous  voice  : 
"Thou  didst  lay  down  Thy  life  for  us! 

To  follow  Thee  shall  be  our  choice!" 
And  everywhere  His  chosen  seek 

His  lambs  astray,  through  byways  dim: 
They  lure  them  to  the  One  True  Fold, 

Most  blest,  if  they  can  die  for  Him. 
ST.  MART'S  CONVENT,  April  11. 
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BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSEY. 


CHAPTER  VI.— (CONTINUED.) 
Like  any  other  novice,  Sybil  was  interested  and 
amused  by  the  gay  throng  of  life  she  saw  on  the 
business  streets  through  which  they  now  drove ; 
and  this  being  her  first  experience  in  shopping, 
the  magnificence  of  the  fine  and  costly  fabrics  dis- 
played on  the  counters  where  Mrs.  Weston  dealt 
gratified  her  taste  for  the  beautiful,  while  the 
prodigious  prices  charged  for  scraps  of  lace  ia  the 
shape  of  handkerchiefs  and  other  trifles,  shocked 
as  well  as  amazed  her ;  and  finally  she  was  made 
almost  breathless  by  a  purchase  of  pointe-\ace 
flounces  costing  five  hundred  dollars,  which  Mrs. 
Weston  told  her  were  for  her.  In  her  happy  ig- 
norance of  the  world,  Sybil  felt  that  she  would  be 
guilty  of  mortal  sin  if  she  permitted  so  much 
money  to  be  spent  on  an  article  of  finery  for  her 
which  she  could  do  without,  when  there  were  so 
many  destitute  persons,  in  this  very  city,  perhaps, 
who  were  suffering  for  food  and  raiment,  whose 
needs  this  large  sum  would  relieve.  Almost  afraid, 
flushed  and  earnest,  she  laid  her  hand  on  her  step- 
mother's arm : 

"  Oh,  mamma,  pray  don't  buy  the  lace  for  me ;  it 
is  too  costly  indeed,  and — " 
"I  have  purchased  it,  dear;  you  must  allow  me 


to  select  for  you,  until  you  are  somewhat  more  ex- 
perienced," said  Mrs  Weston  coldly.  What  she 
would  have  said  had  Sybil  told  her — as  was  her 
intention,  had  she  not  interrupted  her,  that  she 
would  be  far  happier  to  have  a  portion  of  the  money 
thus  prodigally  spent  to  distribute  among  the  poor, 
is  more  than  I  can  imagine.  There  was  nothing 
left  now  for  her  to  do  but  to  look  on  and  wait  un- 
til the  last  purchase  was  made,  and  the  last  order 
given. 

"  I  am  so  afraid,"  thought  Sybil,  "  that  my 
father  will  be  displeased  with  me  for  such  waste 
of  money ;  for  how  will  he  know  it  is  not  my 
fault  V" 

But  she  had  no  time  to  be  miserable  over  it, 
for  Mrs.  Weston  now  hurried  her  off  to  a  fash- 
ionable fur-store,  to  buy  a  set  of  ermine  that  she 
had  examined  a  few  days  before, — "  the  dearest  love 
of  a  thing,  and  very  rare  and  expensive;  it  will 
just  suit  your  style,  Sybil,  and  I  mean  to  buy  it 
for  you  if  the  man  hasn't  sold  it," — was  what  she 
said  as  they  walked  the  short  distance  between 
the  two  establishments.  The  ermine  had  not  been 
sold,  and  Mrs.  Weston  bought  it;  then  away  to  the 
French  dressmaker's,  where  two  long  hours  were 
spent  in  consultation  over  the  styles  of  the  young 
debutante's  dresses — visiting  dresses,  home  toilet, 
dinner  dresses,  opera  wraps  and  costumes  du  bal. 

Poor  Sybil's  head  was  nearly  dazed :  she  was 
measured,  she  was  turned  to  the  right  and  to  the 
left,  her  style  of  form  and  face  was  artistically 
studied,  all  interspersed  with  such  high-flown 
compliments  to  her  beauty,  her  air,  her  grace,  that 
her  cheeks  glowed  with  mortification,  and  she 
could  only  remain  silent  while  it  was  going  on, 
her  humility  as  well  as  her  innate  good  taste 
wounded  by  such  vapid  flatteries, — not  under- 
standing then  that  they  were  only  part  and  par- 
cel of  the  woman's  trade,  and  had  contributed 
no  little  to  her  great  success.  It  was  drearily  tire- 
some ;  but  it  was  over  at  last,  and  they  went  home. 
Mrs.  Weston  did  not  forget  the  bon-bons  she  had 
promised  the  young  folk,  and  sent  them  in  by  the 
footman  as  they  drove  by  Mrs.  Waite's  door,  giving 
him  orders  to  walk  home,  such  was  the  hurry  to 
be  back  to  rest,  lunch,  and  be  dressed  in  time  for 
dinner.  Sybil  had  never  felt  so  tired  in  all  her 
life, — not  so  much  from  actual  fatigue  as  by  the 
novel  excitement  and  the  anticipations  of  new  and 
untried  things  that  kept  looming  up  in  her  fancy, 
growing  out  of  it,  and  she  was  thankful  indeed 
for  the  quiet  of  her  own  room,  where,  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  holy  image  of  MARY,  the  disquiet  of 
worldly  cares  ebbed  gently  away. 

That  evening  Sybil  met  her  father  at  dinner; 
her  impulse  was  to  fly  to  him  when  he  came  in, 
ask  him  how  he  was,  and  show  the  affection  with 
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which  her  heart  was  overflowing—but  he  scarcely 
noticed  her  presence  except  by  a  glance ;  he 
looked  pale  and  grave,  and  took  his  seat  at  the 
table  in  silence:  and  she,  chilled  and  repelled,  sat 
down  at  the  place  indicated  by  Peter,  with  a 
courtly  wave  of  his  hand,  as  he  drew  out  her 
chair.  Her  stepmother  was  evidently  fatigued, 
and  said  but  little,  and  in  the  most  formal  tones. 

Mr.  Weston  looked  up  once,  and  the  expression, 
of  Sybil's  face  smote  him;  he  had  never,  through 
fault  of  his,  called  a  shadow  of  sadness  like  that 
into  her  mother's  face,  he  was  thankful  to  remem- 
ber; and  he  did  not  like  to  see  it  on  that  of  her 
child,  being  a  little  conscious  of  his  coldness  to- 
wards her. 

"  And  so,"  he  said,  with  an  effort, — not  knowing 
how  else  to  begin, — "you  have  been  shopping  to- 
day, Sybil ?  I  suppose  you  enjoyed  it?" 

"  I  saw  a  great  many  beautiful  things,  sir,"  she 
answered,  looking  up  from  her  plate. 

"And  made  money  fly,  I  suppose!"  He  meant 
this  as  a  pleasantry,  but  he  looked  grim  enough, 
not  knowing  how  to  look  otherwise. 

"  I  am  afraid  so,  sir,"  she  said  timidly,  again 
looking  down,  afraid  to  add  another  word  lest  she 
should  bring  blame  on  her  stepmother. 

"  Sybil  is  the  greatest  rustic  I  ever  saw,  and 
I'm  really  afraid  she's  close-fisted!"  said  Mrs. 
Weston.  "  Do  you  know,  I  believe  she  thought  I 
was  running  you  into  bankruptcy,  and  that  you 
would  be  in  a  rage  at  what  she  imagined  was  our 
extravagance." 

"  I  think  I  am  able  to  bear  a  little  strain  of  that 
sort,"  said  Mr.  Weston,  with  his  cold  smile ;  "  so  do 
not  make  yourself  unhappy,  Sybil.  I  am  a  rich 
man,  and  I  expect.my  daughter  to  appear  in  a  man- 
ner that  will  do  honor  to  my  position.  You  will 
see  that  I  did  not  forget  you  to-day,"  he  added, 
drawing  a  morocco  case  from  his  breast-pocket, 
and  pushing  it  towards  her.  "I  hope  you  will 
like  the  trifles." 

"  Oh,  dear  father!"  she  exclaimed  as  she  opened 
the  case,  "  how  beautiful !  How  kind  of  you  to 
think  of  me!  they  are  lovely!  Look,  mamma!" 

Lovely  indeed  was  the  {ullparure  of  rare  pearls, 
each  piece  with  a  forget-rne-not  composed  of 
sapphires  in  the  centre,  that  lay  glistening  in  the 
pale  rose-tinted  cushion  of  the  casket. 

"  I  thought  they  would  suit  a  young  girl  better 
than  diamonds.  I  don't  like  flash  of  any  sort  about 
young  girls;  but  perhaps  I  have  made  a  mis- 
take, Anne,"  he  said,  appealing  to  his  wife ;  "  I 
am  not  accustomed  to  this  sort  of  thing,  you 
know!" 

"  No  indeed ;  your  selection  is  comme  il  faut; 
perfectly  so.  I  agree  with  you  about  the  dia- 
monds ;  such  ornaments  are  only  suitable  to  ma- 


turity," answered  Mrs.  Weston,  in  tones  somewhat 
cold  and  constrained,  as  she  examined  the  jewels, 
remembering  that  never  once,  since  she  had 
known  Mr.  Weston,  had  he  ever  presented  her 
with  a  token  of  affection;  but  she  had  passed  the 
time  for  sentimentality,  and  she  strangled  this 
little  jealous  pang  by  the  recollection  of  having 
always  had  the  privilege  of  choosing  for  herself 
whatever  she  wanted,  for  which  he  had  always 
ungrudgingly  paid. 

"  I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you,  papa,"  said 
Sybil,  following  her  father  as  he  crossed  the  hall 
to  go  to  the  library,  to  enjoy  his  after-dinner  nap, 
and  shyly  taking  his  hand,  which  she  bent  over 
and  kissed. 

"Tush,  child!  it's  nothing.  Be  as  happy  as 
you  can,  I  want  you  to  make  yourself  happy  here, 
There!  there!"  he  answered,  freeing  his  hand, 
and  never  looking  into  her  face,  for  fear  his  cour- 
age would  give  way  and  he  would  catch  her  to 
his  breast  and  weep  aloud  over  her.  Sybil  did 
not  suspect  a  state  of  feeling  like  this  under  that 

cold  exterior;  if  she  had, ah!  if  any  of  us  only 

knew  the  motives  that  stir  the  hearts  even  of  those 
who  sometimes  pain  us ! — what  pity  would  she  not 
have  felt,  instead  of  repulse!  But  she  did  not 
know,  and  while  involuntary  tears  filled  her  eyes, 
she  thought  as  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  receded : 
"My  father  does  not  not  know  me:  how  should 
he?  But  I  will  be  patient;  I  will  wait  and  watch 
for  his  love,  and  pray  and  hope  for  his  conversion ; 
both  may  come  at  last."  For  the  latter  she  had 
prayed  all  her  life. 

"Sybil!  Sybil!"  cried  Edyth,  from  the  head 
of  the  staircase.  "  Come  up,  and  take  me  to  your 
room,  won't  you?" 

"Come  down,  little  sister;  I  haven't  seen  you 
all  day!"  said  Sybil,  turning  her  face,  brightened 
with  smiles,  towards  Edyth. 

"I  can't.  I  am  not  allowed,"  she  answered, 
with  a  pout. 

"  I  am  very  sony ;  what  is  the  matter?" 

"Miss  Arnold's  cross   and and 1  didn't 

know  my  French  verbs." 

Sybil  went  up  to  her,  kissed  her  flushed  cheek, 
and  comforted  her  by  telling  her  that  French  verbs 
were  tough  things  to  manage. 

"  I  just  hate  French !  it's  gabble ;  and  I  don't  see 
any  sense  in  it! "  she  exploded,  wrathfully. 

"  You  won't  think  so  by-and-by ;  but  will  you 
take  me  to  Miss  Arnold  and  introduce  me;  I 
want  to  get  acquainted  with  everybody?" 

"No.  Nobody  cares  for  Miss  Arnold;  she's  a 
hateful,  horrid  old  thing!  she's  no  better  than  a 
servant,  and  not  half  as  nice  as  Bab " 

"Miss  Edyth,  where  are  you?  Did  I  not  order 
you  to  remain  in  the  schoolroom?"  were  the  words 
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uttered  in  a  shrill,  sharp  vce,  just  behind  Sybil, 
who,  startled  by  the  interruption,  turned  and  saw 
a  small,  angular,  sharp-featured  woman,  who  was 
dressed  in  brown  merino  that  was  glossy  from 
constant  wear,  with  a  flaming  red  bow  at  her  col- 
lar, great  gold  hoops  in  her  ears,  and  a  rusty  black 
lace  cap  ornamented  with  a  crimson  rose,  perched 
on  the  top  of  her  gray  head, — all  faded,  she,  her 
dress,  the  rose,  and  her  very  eyes ! 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss! "  she  said,  making  a 
quaint  little  curtsey  to  Sybil,  without  expecting  the 
least  civility  in  return,  not  only  because  she  was  not 
accustomed  to  it,  but  because  she  had  heard  what 
Edyth  had  just  said  of  her, — cruel  words,  even  to 
one  accustomed  to  neglect  and  isolation  as  she  was. 

"  Excuse  me,  please ;  but  are  you  Miss  Arnold  1 1 
am  Sybil  Weston.  I  came  home  only  last  night, 
and  I  was  just  asking  my  little  sister  to  bring  me  to 
see  you,"  said  Sybil,  holding  out  her  hand,  which 
the  other  barely  touched  with  her  cold,  limp  fingers. 

"  And  I  wouldn't,"  said  Edyth,  rudely. 

Two  red  spots  flamed  on  Miss  Arnold's  cheek- 
bones,— and  making  a  clutch  at  Edyth's  hand, 
she  was  about  leading  her  back  to  the  shool-rooni, 
but  she  grasped  Sybil's  dress  and  would  not  let 
go,  exclaiming:  "I  won't!  I  won't!  " 

"  Oh,  Edyth !  don't  dear !  you  are  very  rude  to 
Miss  Arnold.  Tell  her  this  moment  you  are  sorry, 
or  I  will  leave  you  here,  and  be  very  much  dis- 
pleased," said  Sybil,  her  spirit  roused  by  the  scene. 

"  I  wouldn't, — no,  not  to  save  her  life ! "  said 
Edyth,  furiously. 

"She's  always  like  this,  Miss  Weston,"  said 
Miss  Arnold,  her  own  voice  quivering  with  pas- 
sion, while  the  rose  in  her  cap  and  her  wiry  gray 
curls  trembled,  vibratory,  almost  dancing,  which 
would  have  been  grotesque  had  it  not  been  so  sad. 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  Miss  Arnold, — let  go  my  dress 
instantly,  Edyth.  I  will  not  let  you  come  with  me. 
May  I  come  to  see  you  sometimes,  Miss  Arnold  ? " 

"To  see  me?  If  you  wish  to,  Miss  Weston;  but 
nobody  ever  comes :  why  should  you  t " 

"  Because  I  want  to  get  acquainted  with  every- 
body; and  I'm  coming  if  you'll  let  me,"  answered 
Sybil,  pleasantly. 

"I'll  tell  mamma;  just  see  if  I  don't!"  said 
Edyth,  in  an  insolent  tone. 

"  You  will  not  come  often,  Miss  Weston — but 
come  if  you  wish  to,  and  if  Mrs.  Weston  does  not 
object,"  replied  Miss  Arnold,  leading  Edyth  away, 
who,  finding  resistance  unavailing,  sobbed  angrily. 

What  a  strange  world  was  this  into  which  Sybil 
had  come !  Her  heart  was  troubled  by  the  contact 
she  had  experienced,  ever  since  her  arrival  home> 
with  natures  so  unlike  her  own,  and  so  antithetical 
to  all  her  past  associations.  She  met  a  servant,  and 
asked  her  way  to  the  nursery,  thinking  to  have  a 


chat  with  old  Barbara;  but  she  was  not  there,  and 
she  went  to  her  own  room,  where  only  a  cheerful 
fire  lit  the  dusk,  and  flickered  in  golden  shadows 
over  the  niche  where  smiled  the  type  of  all  purity, 
the  Virgin  Mother  and  her  Divine  Babe. 

"Ah,  how  restful  to  be  here!"  said  Sybil,  fold- 
ing her  hands  as  she  stood  before  the  spot  conse- 
crated by  her  devotion  to  the  Holy  Mother  of  God ; 
how  sweet  to  feel  my  heart  growing  calm  at  last 
after  this  long,  strange  day!" 

"Then  she  drew  out  her  rosary,  and  knelt  down 
to  recite  it.  It  had  indeed  been  a  day  unlike  any 
she  had  ever  known!  No  Mass,  no  studies,  no  lit- 
tle acts  of  devotion,  no  innocent,  hilarious  hours 
of  recreation,  no  sweet-faced  nuns  passing  to  and 
fro,  no  mellow  organ-tones,  with  the  sottnd  of 
voices  chaunting  the  Litany  in  harmonious  accord 
when  the  evening  shadows  fell ;  but  pain  at  every 
step,  wherever  she  turned,  except  in  the  brief  in- 
terval she  had  spent  at  her  aunt's.  Pain  ?  you  ask. 
Yes,  the  pain  of  her  father's  coldness;  the  pain  of 
feeling  herself  to  be  the  object  of  worldly  prepara- 
tions and  wasteful  extravagance ;  and  the  pain  of 
having  witnessed  in  the  dear  little  sister  whom 
she  had  taken  to  her  heart  at  once,  such  an  exhi- 
bition of  repulsive  human  passions!  She  felt  that 
it  had  been  a  lost  day,  forgetting  that  the  submis- 
sion of  one's  will  in  trials  that  goad  us,  if  borne  in 
a  proper  spirit,  is  a  meritorious  discipline  for  the 
soul. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


THE    LIFE 
OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 


CHAPTER  V.— [CONTINUED.] 
Eugenie,  her  mother  and  her  sisters,  were  work- 
ing and  conversing  together  round  the  fireside,  in 
that  easy  and  intimate  manner  with  which  the 
members  of  a  family  are  wont  to  interchange  the 
thoughts  that  come  uppermost  in  their  minds. 
None  of  them,  save  Eugenie's  mother  probably, 
noted  the  troubled  expression  of  her  countenance. 
It  did  not  apparently  escape  the  watchful  eye  of 
that  loving  parent.  As  the  minutes  went  by,  and 
then  the  hours,  she  kept  saying  to  herself:  "Now 
is  the  time  to  speak,"  and  yet  it  never  seemed  as 
if  it  was  the  right  time.  At  last  one  of  her  sisters 
happened  to  mention  that  two  of  her  friends 
had  entered  a  convent,  and  dwelt  on  the  grief  of 
their  parents,  whom  they  had  left  without  giving 
them  notice  of  their  intention. 

"  I  do  not  understand  how  anyone  can  act  in 
that  way,"  Madame  Sinet  said,  fixing  her  eyes  on 
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her  eldest  daughter.  "  If  ever  you  thought  of  be- 
coming a  nun,  my  Eugenie,  and  we  were  to  be  so 
unhappy  as  to  have  to  part  with  you,  you  would 
never  leave  Us  in  that  manner." 

"Oh,  I  should  never  have  courage  to  do  so," 
Eugenie  exclaimed,  well  aware  that  she  was 
speaking  ambiguously,  but  shrinking  from  utter- 
ing the  words  on  her  lips.  No  sooner  had  she 
made  that  answer,  than  an  inward  voice  reproved 
her;  she  felt  as  if  our  Lord  was  saying  to  her,  as 
He  did  to  His  Apostle,  "Lovest  thou  Me?"  A 
moment  afterwards  her  mother  said:  "I  do  not 
think  that  you  will  die,  my  child,  without  having 
founded  something  that  will  last  beyond  your 
lifetime.  Your  Association  of  Prayers  has  spread 
in  so  wonderful  a  manner,  that  it  seems  as  if  it 
were  meant  to  prepare  the  way  for  something 
more  important."  "That  has  nothing  to  do  with 
a  religious  vocation,"  Eugenie  said,  again  failing 
in  courage;  she  probably  thought  her  mother 
was  trying  to  reassure  herself  on  a  point  which  up 
to  that  time  had  been  a  constant  subject  of  dread 
to  her.  Still  more  than  the  first  time,  her  con- 
science reproached  her  for  this  weakness;  and 
raising  her  heart  to  God,  she  prayed  that  her 
mother  might  revert  again  to  the  same  topic,  and 
that  she  might  then  have  strength  enough  to 
make  up  for  having  twice  so  utterly  failed  in 
her  resolution. 

But  the  conversation  had  taken  a  different  di- 
rection, and  it  seemed  very  unlikely  that  another 
opening  would  be  afforded.  In  a  few  minutes, 
however,  Madame  Smet  laid  down  her  work,  and 
looking  at  Eugenie,  said  in  a  steady  and  earnest 
manner:  "I  think,  my  child,  that  God  intends  you 
to  found  a  community  in  behalf  of  the  Souls  in  Pur- 
gatory, and  I  may  say  I  now  wish  it.  Who  knows 
but  that  I  shall  remain  myself  a  shorter  time  in 
the  place  of  expiation  if  you  devote  yourself  en- 
tirely to  that  holy  work!"  "Oh,  mother!"  Eu- 
genie exclaimed,  thinking  her  ears  must  have  mis- 
led her,  "  is  it  possible  ?  What  have  you  been 
saying?"  Madame  Smet  quietly  repeated  the 
words  she  had  just  uttered.  Her  other  daughters, 
who  knew  something  of  Eugenie's  desires,  all 
cried  out:  "But  that  is  exactly  what  she  wants  to 
do;  surely  you  will  never  agree  to  it."  "What 
right  have  I  to  set  myself  against  it,  my  children, 
if  it  is  God's  will  ? "  Madame  Smet  answered.  Eu- 
genie was  so  overcome  with  emotion  at  discover- 
ing her  mother's  feelings  about  her  vocation,  that 
she  could  only  shed  tears  of  gratitude  and  joy. 
On  the  following  day  she  enjoyed  the  happiness  of 
opening  her  whole  heart  to  this  loved  parent,  and 
of  relating  to  her  every  circumstance  through 
which  God's  designs  had  been  mercifully  revealed 
to  her. 


The  letters  she  received  from  every  side  all 
concurred  to  prove  that  it  was  indeed  God's  will 
that  she  should  undertake  the  work  which  now  at 
the  last  moment  she  shrank  from  with  inexpressi- 
ble dread.  Not  only  did  the  effort  of  parting 
from  her  relations  appear  at  moments  beyond  her 
strength,  but  the  correspondence  with  M.  1'Abbe 

made  her  foresee  that  in  order  to  meet  his 

views  she  would  have  to  make  many  painful  sac- 
rifices. But  feeling  convinced  that  it  was  God's 
will  she  should  at  any  rate  begin  the  undertaking 
in  conjunction  with  this  zealous  priest,  she 
begged  him  to  come  to  Lille  in  order  to  arrive  at 
a  decision  on  the  subject. 

They  met  at  the  beginning  of  December;  and 
she  found,  as  she  had  expected,  they  differed  in 
several  respects,  and  especially  on  one  important 

point.  The  Abbe thought  that  the  religious 

of  his  projected  Order  should  teach,  as  a  means  of 
support ;  the  total  absence  of  resources  for  the 
maintenance  of  a  Community  necessitated,  in  his 
opinion,  some  such  line  of  action.  Eugenie,  the 
child  of  Providence,  accustomed  from  her  earliest 
years  to  trust  God  without  reserve  or  hesitation, 
could  not  admit  this  reasoning.  According  to 
her  ideas,  an  Order  devoted  to  the  Holy  Souls  was 
to  have  nothing  to  do  with  means  less  absolutely 
directed  to  its  end  than  works  of  mercy,  and  rely 
on  Him  who  feeds  the  birds  of  the  air  and  clothes 
the  lilies  of  the  field  for  the  necessaries  of  a  life 
entirely  devoted  to  the  poor  sufferers  on  earth  and 
the  poor  sufferers  on  the  other  side  of  the  grave. 

The  good  Abbe  told  her  that  he  had  gathered 
together  a  few  devout  persons,  who  lived  in  a 
small  apartment  at  No.  22,  Rue  St.  Martin ;  that 
they  supported  themselves  by  needlework,  and  fol- 
lowed a  rule  as  nearly  as  possible  similar  to  that 
of  a  religious  house.  "I  want  some  one  who 
will  train  and  direct  them,"  he  said,  "and  I 
reckon  upon  you  for  that  purpose."  Eugenie's 
heart  sank  within  her;  there  was  nothing  attract- 
ive or  promising  in  the  prospect  placed  before 
her:  strangers  to  live  with,  a  place  to  go  to  where 
she  was  not  acquainted  with  a  single  person,  a 
coadjutor  whose  views  did  not  altogether  harmon- 
ize with  hers ;  there  was  no  room  for  enthusiasm,  or 
for  the  slighest  natural  satisfaction,  in  the  under- 
taking thus  presented  to  her  acceptance. 

How  often  God  tries  and  purifies  the  soul  by 
withdrawing  all  the  brightness  which  had  at- 
tended the  anticipation  of  a  cherished  project, 
and  clothed  it  with  glowing  colors,  leaving  the  sad 
heart — the  depressed  spirits — and  sometimes,  as 
in  Eugenie's  case,  increasing  feebleness  of  body, 
to  accomplish  what  had  been  conceived  in  days 
of  exuberant  sensible  devotion,  of  high  health 
and  natural  activity!  How  frequently  does  this 
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change  come  over  those  who  before  they  resolved  to 
join  the  Catholic  Church  were  full  of  delight  in 
its  worship,  to  whom  its  strains  were  extacy,  over 
whom  a  thrill  of  pleasure  was  wont  to  steal  if  its 
very  name  was  uttered  before  them ;  who  had  cried 
out  with  Dr.  Newman  in  days  of  yore :  "  Oh  that 
thy  creed  was  sound,  thou  Church  of  Borne !  "  but 
who,  when  they  have  surrendered  to  the  resistless 
force  of  evidence,  and  have  felt  constrained  to  act 
on  what  had  been  heretofore  a  pleasant  dream, 
have  seen  the  coloring  of  the  picture  pass  away — 
the  light  vanish  like  that  of  the  sunset  clouds — 
leaving  them  face  to  face  with  their  convictions 
— alone  with  their  new-born  faith,  which  sup- 
ports, but  has  ceased  to  cheer  in  those  last  hours  of 
final  conflict  and  of  keenest  human  sorrow.  Many 
have  to  go  through  a  night  of  this  sort:  but  day 
light  is  at  hand.  More  beautiful  than  the  illu- 
sions of  the  sunset  sky  is  the  real  sunshine  of  the 
morning ;  fairer  and  stronger  and  more  real  than 
the  romance  of  former  years  are  the  joys,  the 
light,  the  strength  of  Catholic  life,  when  the  Sacra- 
ments have  nourished  the  soul  with  their  Divine 
sustenance,  and  the  devotions  of  the  Church  have 
become  part  and  parcel  of  our  spiritual  existence. 
Disenchantment  is  often  the  test  of  the  truth  of 
our  convictions.  It  is  also  the  touchstone  of  a 
real  vocation.  Eugenie  had  to  go  through  this 
ordeal.  We  remark  the  letter  which  she  wrote  at 
that  time  to  M.  Toccanier,  with  a  view  of  elicit- 
ing from  the  Cure  d'Ars  some  further  advice  as 
to  the  cirumstances  in  which  she  was  placed : 

"On  the  5th  of  this  month  (of  December)  M.  1'Abbe" 
came  to  Lille  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  me.  I  can- 
not tell  you  how  much  I  felt  at  that  moment — of  grati- 
tude on  the  one  hand,  for  the  liberal  manner  in  which 
God  had  granted  my  prayer;  and  on  the  other,  of  terror 
at  the  prospect  opening  before  me.  The  Cure"  of  St. 
Merry,  who  is  greatly  in  favor  of  the  projected  Com- 

munity,had  wished  his  vicaire,  M.  1'Abbe" ,  to  confer 

with  me.  He  says  he  is  convinced  that  it  is  the  will 
of  God  I  should  undertake  this  work;  and  the  first 
answer  of  your  holy  Cure',  which  I  read  to  him,  stren  gth- 
ened  him  in  that  belief.  Eight  persons  at  Paris  made 
— on  the  day  of  the  Immaculate  Conception — the  heroic 
vow  in  behalf  of  the  Souls  in  Purgatory,  and  resolved 
to  say  every  day  the  Little  Office  and  the  Beads  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  Out  of  those  eight  persons, 
five  live  together,  and  follow  a  rule  of  life  which  the 
Abbe"  has  given  them.  The  others  are  at  home  with 
their  parents,  and  look  to  joining  their  companions  at 
some  future  time.  There  is  no  house,  or  means  of  any 
kind,  secured  for  a  first  start.  My  parents  will  never 
give  me  leave  to  go  to  Paris  as  long  as  this  is  the  case. 
M.  1'Abbe",  on  the  contrary,  would  like  me  to  proceed 
there  at  once,  and  to  begin  the  work  with  him  and  a 
lady  who  is  only  waiting  her  father's  consent  to  join 
us.  Now,  my  opinion  is  that  we  must  wait  till  Provi- 
dence gives  us  the  means  of  purchasing,  or,  at  any 


rate,  hiring,  a  house  large  enough  to  lodge  the  persons 
who  may  wish  to  join  us,  in  order  that  they  may  be 
trained  to  the  Religious  life,  and  each  one  exchange 
her  own  spirit  for  the  Lord's  spirit  which  is  to  reign  in 

their  hearts My  idea,  then,  would  be  to  remain 

here  and  collect  means  for  this  purpose,  which  I  could 
not  do  at  Paris,  where  I  do  not  know  a  single  soul. 
Tell  me,  my  dear  Father,  what  I  must  do;  and  besides 
this  first  question,  I  want  you  also  to  put  another  to 
your  holy  Cure:  Will  my  health  improve  when  I  lead 
a  communit}'  life  ?  I  am  praying  that  Providence  may 
especially  enlighten  him  on  that  point.  Mgr.  de  Bel- 
ley  wrote  to  me  a  month  ago  that  even  supposing  that 
everything  was  to  go  on  smoothly,  I  should  be  obliged 
to  wait  till  I  got  stronger.  I  have  no  organic  disease, 
but  with  the  appearance  of  robust  health  I  am  always 
ailing.  I  can  go  through  a  great  deal  of  fatigue,  and 
take  long  walks  for  my  various  works  of  charity,  but  I 
feel  as  if  my  strength  was  diminishing,  and  I  often 
push  my  exertions  to  the  utmost  limits  of  possibility. 
The  Cure  d'Ars  has  cured  a  great  many  persons,  and  I 
think  th.it  Providence,  which  has  brought  me  into  com- 
munication with  you,  may  intend  to  confer  upon  me 
that  favor.  I  would  not  ask  it,  supposing  I  was  to  re- 
main as  I  am.  I  have  often  felt,  whilst  praying,  that 
there  is  no  greater  grace  than  suffering,  but  it  seems  to 
me  that  it  will  interfere  with  my  vocation.  You  see,  my 
dear  Father,  what  need  I  have  of  the  decisions  of  your 
holy  Cure".  I  entreat  of  you  to  submit  to  him  those  two 
questions.  The  matter  is,  of  course,  of  the  highest  impor- 
tance to  me,  and  it  is  only  since  I  have  placed  it  in  your 
hands  that  I  feel  at  rest.  Your  answer  will  guide  the 
course  of  my  whole  future  life.  O  !  I  do  beg  your 
pardon  for  my  great  indiscretion.  I  open  my  heart  to 
you  entirely.  God  will  give  me,  some  day,  an  oppor- 
tunity of  thanking  you  personally  for  all  your  kind- 
ness." 

On  the  23rd  of  December,  the  coadjutor  of  the 
Cure  d'Ars  wrote,  in  answer  to  this  letter : 

"  Divine  Providence  always  acts  with  sweetness  and 
with  power;  the  consent  of  your  good  mother  is  an 
important  step  gained.  The  good  Cure"  advises  you 
not  to  go  to  Paris  till  you  have  some  means  where- 
with to  begin  your  work.  You  will  do  well  to  avail 
yourself  of  the  interest  you  possess  in  your  diocese  to 
obtain  some  aid  towards  it.  The  Cure"  entirely  ap- 
proves of  your  becoming  a  Religious.  It  is  quite  pos- 
sible that  God  may  restore  your  health,  and  he  advises 
you  to  make  a  novena  to  St.  Philomena.  The  very 
day  I  received  your  letter,  Monsigneur  Chalandon,  our 
worthy  Bishop,  came  to  Ars,  to  call  on  my  holy  Cure*. 
I  mentioned  yon  to  him,  and  he  told  me  he  had 
written  to  you.  He  persists  in  saying  that  you  should 
not  begin  without  some  means  and  better  health. 
Pray  very  hard  that  God  may  give  you  both.  I  think 
the  souls  in  Purgatorj-  ought  to  seize  on  this  oppor- 
tunity to  show  they  have  influence  with  God;  their 
interest  is  concerned  in  the  removal  of  these  obsta- 
cles." 

Eugenie  begged  to  make  the  proposed  novena 
to  St.  Philomena  conjointly  with  M.  Vianney,  and 
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she  received  soon  afterwards  the  following  letter: 

"It  is  to-day, on  the  9th  of  January.  The  Souls  in 
Purgatory  are  interested  in  the  re-establishment  of 
your  health.  I  am  only  the  echo,  you  know,  of  our 
good  and  holy  Cure".  Your  Director's  advice  is  excel- 
lent. You  might  indeed,  as  soon  as  you  have  means 
enough  of  support  for  one  year,  go  to  Paris  for  a  time, 
and  come  back  again  to  Looz  to  forward  the  work  in  the 
same  way  you  are  now  doing.  You  say  that  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  used  to  begin  his  works  with  nothing. 
So  he  did;  but,  then,  my  good  Curd  observes,  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  was  a  great  saint." 

Eugenie's  hesitation  as  to  her  journey  to  Paris 
— which  the  Vicaire  of  St.  Merry  and  the  lady 
who  had  been  the  first  to  invite  her  co-operation 
were  continually  urging  her  to  make — were  at 
last  solved  by  an  accidental  circumstance,  which 
she  looked  upon  as  an  indication  of  God's  will. 

Her  purse  was,  as  usual,  at  the  lowest  ebb, — her 
habitual  charities  always  forestalled  her  resources, 
— and  the  future  foundress  had  not  enough  of  money 
at  that  moment  wherewith  to  pay  the  expenses  of 
the  proposed  journey.  She  therefore  asked  our 
Lord,  in  case  it  was  His  will  that  she  should  go 
to  Paris,  to  send  her  in  some  unexpected  manner 
the  sum  she  wanted  for  that  purpose.  A  few  days 
after,  one  of  her  friends  who  was  about  to  take  the 
habit  in  the  Carmelite  Convent  of  the  Hue  de 
Messine,  at  Paris,  wrote  to  her  as  follows. 

"My  dear  Eugenie, — I  have  not  given  you  a  token 
of  my  existence  since  the  21st  of  November,  but  I 
should  feel  my  happiness  incomplete  if  you  were  not 
to  be  present  at  my  clothing  on  the  2nd  of  February. 
I  know  that  with  all  your  charities,  it  would  be  dif- 
ficult for  you  to  find  means  for  this  journey;  this  will 
explain  the  meaning  of  the  cheque  for  400  francs, 
enclosed  in  this  letter." 

The  Carmelite  novice  was  quite  ignorant  of  her 
friend's  projects,  and  of  course  of  the  prayer  she 
had  made.  The  answer  thus  vouchsafed  could 
not  therefore  be  looked  upon  by  Eugenie  as  any- 
thing but  a  Divine  indication  of  the  course  she  was 
to  pursue.  She  began  at  once  to  prepare  for  her 
departure.  The  19th  of  January,  1856,  was  the 
memorable  day  on  which  she  entered  a  path  full 
of  countless  sufferings  and  immeasurable  bless- 
ings. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Baptists  at  Eome. 

The  London  Times  of  a  recent  date  contained 
the  following  : 

Sir — I  see  in  your  Roman  Correspondence  that 
the  Baptists  "  looked  on  the  Scala  Santa  as  one  of 
the  most  interesting  places  in  Rome,  because 
Luther,  ascending  it  on  his  knees,  was  struck  by 
the  thought '  man  shall  live  by  faith  alone,'  and, 


rising  to  his  feet,  walked  clown  again."  With  all 
deference  to  that  most  respectable  body,  the  Bap- 
tists, I  must  say  that  I  think  they  had  a  better  rea- 
son for  wishing  to  viait  the  Scala  Santa.  Those 
massive  marble  steps  were  removed  from  Jerusa- 
lem to  Rome  by  the  Empress  Helena,  and  they  are 
the  steps  which  led  to  the  court  of  the  former  palace 
in  which  Pontius  Pilate  sat.  In  the  time  of  St. 
Helena  that  court  and  those  steps  must  have  been 
as  well  known  as  Westminster  Hall  is  here,  conse- 
quently there  is  no  doubt  that  our  Lord  walked  up 
and  clown  those  steps.  This  is  the  reason  why 
Catholics  ascend  them  on  their  knees,  and  I  see  in 
this,  not,  indeed,  superstition,  but  an  outward  sign 
of  natural  reverence  which  every  Christian  ought 
to  feel. 

I  observe  that  Rev.  Mr.  Underbill  in  his  sermon 
observed  that  "  though  unbounded  honor  was  paid 
to  St.  Peter  at  Rome,  St.  Paul  was  left  almost  alto- 
gether unnoticed."  Allow  me  to  answer  the  rev- 
erend gentleman  that  the  head  of  St.  Paul,  with 
that  of  St.  Peter,  is  impressed  on  the  seal  of  all 
Papal  bulls;  almost  all  Pontifical  acts  are  in  the 
name  of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  and  the  Church  of 
St.  Paul,  at  Rome,  erected  on  the  place  of  his  mar- 
tyrdom, is  one  of  the  largest  and  most  magnificent 
in  the  world.  I  remain,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

GEORGE  BOWYER. 


Ex-Votos. 


CONTINUATION  OP  NOTRE  DAME  DE  FOTJRVIERES. 


BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

We  have  seen,  at  shrines  of  Our  Lady,  prayers, 
or,  more  strictly  speaking,  notes,  written  to  the 
Queen  of  Heaven  on  letter-paper  of  the  usual  size, 
sometimes  ornamented,  sometimes  plain,  framed 
and  hung  as  ex-votes. 

In  one  of  our  religious  educational  institutes 
there  was  a  little  girl  who  had  insurmountable 
difficulties  in  learning  to  write.  One  year,  two 
years,  and  part  of  a  third  year,  wore  away  without 
her  making  any  perceptible  progress.  Out  of  con- 
sideration for  her  position  in  other  studies  she  was 
advanced  to  the  third  class.  There  were  four 
writing  classes  in  that  school.  But  her  most  dili- 
gent efforts  at  improvement  were  always  met  by 
the  exclamation  from  her  teachers:  "Lizzie,  will 
you  never  learn  to  write?"  or,  "Lizzie,  you  must 
apply  yourself:  really  this  is  too  bad !  "  and  many 
a  scalding  tear  blotted  the  unfortunate  copy-books 
without  at  all  adding  to  their  neatness.  At  last, 
one  twent3r-eighth  day  of  February,  she  bent  her 
whole  mind  to  the  proper  execution  of  "  Sincerity 
and  truth  are  valuable  accomplishments."  She 
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guided  the  penholder  to  form  the  characters,  so 
distinctly  round  and  neatly  shaded  but,  alas!  the 
letters  dropped  from  off  her  pen-point  more  like 
bird-tracks  in  the  sand  than  like  any  known  style 
of  penmanship.  She  peeped  at  her  companions 
copy-books,  and  saw  their  phrases  repeated  line 
under  linev  word  under  word,  to  the  bottom  of  the 
page — and  hers  ?-^a  line  drawn  from  s  to  s  of  the 
word  "accomplishments,"  all  down  the  page, 
would  describe  an  irregular  semicircle.  It  was  one 
more  complete  failure.  The  copy  which  she  had 
fondly  hoped  would  win  a  little  encouragement 
only  brought  forth  criticism  even  more  severe  than 
usual.  Of  course  she  shed  hot  tears  and  sobbed 
herself  breathless,  as  children  will  at  such  disap- 
pointments. She  had  seen  so  many  come  to  school 
more  backward  than  herself  in  penmanship  and 
in  a  few  weeks  outstrip  her.  It  was  only  the  very 
new  girls  who  wrote  worse  than  she  did;  would 
she  ever,  ever  learn? 

Next  day,  as  she  took  her  place  in  writing-class, 
she  bethought  herself  that  now  during  his  month 
maybe  St.  Joseph  would  help  her  to  learn  this  art 
so  impossible  to  her.  Perhaps  he  might  guide 
her  hand  as  he  did  the  hand  of  the  Holy  Child 
Jesus,  in  his  carpenter-shop  of  old ;  she  had  seen 
how  he  did  it,  in  the  pretty  prayer-book  pictures. 
So  she  took  a  resolution,  which  she  kept,  that 
every  morning  and  afternoon  as  she  sat  down  to 
her  writing-lesson  she  would  make  the  Sign  of  the 
Cross  over  her  heart  and  say  a  little  prayer  to  St. 
Joseph.  A  fortnight  went  by;  every  day  Sister 
came  around  to  examine  the  copy-books,  and  passed 
without  remark.  That  at  least  was  peace.  Fi- 
nally, one  day  about  the  middle  of  the  month,  her 
ears  were  startled  with :  "  Why,  Lizzie,  that  is  re- 
ally very  well !  I  do  believe  you  are  going  to  learn 
to  write  at  last."  A  day  or  two  later  her  writing- 
book  was  carried  to  the  teacher  of  the  first  class 
and  much  praise  bestowed  upon  it.  With  grati- 
tude in  her  little  heart,  Lizzie  continued  to  the  end 
of  the  month  her  prayers  to  kind  St.  Joseph,  whom 
in  after-life  she  never  forgot.  How  could  the  Pro- 
tector of  the  Holy  Childhood  not  interest  himself 
in  the  troubles  of  the  little  children  who  have  re- 
course to  him  in  their  distresses? 

Before  the  end  of  the  year,  Lizzie  was  promoted 
to  a  higher  class,  and  eventually  she  became  one 
of  the  best  writers  in  an  Institute  noted  for  its 
beautiful  penmanship.  What  more  suitable  than 
that  when  she  had  won  the  premiums  for  excel- 
lence in  plain  and  ornamental  penmanship,  she 
should  have  left  by  his  altar  in  that  convent  chapel 
a  hymn  to  St.  Joseph  written  and  ornamented  with 
the  utmost  skill  of  her  pen  ? — a  long-enduring  me- 
morial of  herself  to  the  gentle  Patriarch  to  whose 
fatherly  heart  she  had  confided  her  childish  care! 


— a  reminder  to  her  teachers  to  pray  for  the  pupil 
long  under  their  roof,  and  now  bearing  the  heat 
and  burden  of  the  day.  And  what  a  restful,  calm- 
ing thought  to  herself,  amid  the  dizziness  of  her 
society  life  and  the  grave  sorrows  that  cast  their 
sombre  shadows  over  every  path,  the  recollection 
that  in  the  peaceful  convent  chapel  within  whose 
sacred  precincts  were  uttered  the  fervent  prayers 
of  her  innocent  childhood,  with  the  sanctuary 
lamp,  she  is  praying  still! — she,  herself,  through 
the  work  of  her  own  hands !  through  her  girlish 
ex-voto  I 

We  have  hitherto  considerd  the  ex-wtos  as  a  trib- 
ute of  praise,  an  act  of  thanksgiving,  without  con- 
sidering the  origin  of  the  term,  which  most  of  my 
readers  doubtless  perceive  to  be  ex,  from,  and  voto, 
vow.  In  fact  in  many  shrines  we  see  gifts  offered  as 
ex-voto  into  which  enter  largely  the  element  of  sac- 
rifice. Experience  has  proved  to  the  Catholics  of 
Catholic  countries  that  prayer  accompanied  by 
some  vow  of  sacrifice  is  acceptable  to  God  and 
proves  an  efficacious  method  of  obtaining  requests. 
Thus  in  the  grand  marble  temple  of  "£to.  Maria 
delta  Salute"  (Holy  Mary  Health  of  the  weak),  on 
the  Grand  Canal  in  Venice,  may  be  seen  four  or 
five  heavy  tresses  of  hair — ex-voto  of  ladies  who 
had  vowed  and  sacrificed  that  favorite  and  beau- 
tiful adornment  of  the  female  sex  in  every  age  and 
nation. 

(TO    BE  CONTINUED.) 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  April  12, 1875. 

That  was  no  empty  or  meaningless  compliment 
which  an  illustrious  Frenchman  paid  to  our  beloved 
Holy  Father,  just  one  year  ago,  when  he  said  to  him, 
"  Like  the  eagle  you  recover  your  youth  in  your  old  age." 
He  is  now.verging  on  his  eighty-third  year,  and  though 
every  year  of  the  last  eight  and  twenty  of  that  life,  that 
wonderful,  not  to  say  miraculous,  life  has  been  fraught 
with  more  trials  and  afflictions  than  befall  an  ordinary 
lifetime,  yet  is  he  vigorous,  active  and  energetic,  as  on 
the  day  of  his  accession  to  the  Pontifical  throne.  Ac- 
tion, continued  action,  seems  to  be  his  very  life.  It  is 
true  [that  the  disheartening  condition  of  the  Church, 
especially  in  Europe,  calls  for  unusual  vigilance  and 
solicitude  on  the  part  of  the  Supreme  Head  thereof; 
but  even  apart  from  that,  action  and  existence  are  one 
and  the  same,  in  the  person  of  Pius  IX.  This  year, 
though  only  in  its  youth,  has  been  prolific  in  Ency- 
clical letters,  allocutions  and  briefs,  which  put  the 
whole  world  in  commotion.  He  fears  neither  the  mac- 
chiavellian  hypocrites  of  Italy,  nor  the  haughty  au- 
tocrats of  Prussia,  nor  the  perverse  descendants  of  Cal- 
vin in  Switzerland.  His  voice  is  heard  everywhere, 
and  it  may  well  be  said  of  him,  as  the  Church  sings  of 
the  Apostles,  "  in  omnem  terram  exivit  sonus  eorum." — 
their  sound  hath  gone  forth  over  all  the  land. 
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Only  lately,  another  powerful  Encyclical  has  left  the 
Vatican,  and  sped  into  the  mountain  fastnesses  of 
Switzerland,  branding  with  fresh  anathemas  the  errors 
of  the  "  OldiCatholics,"  exhorting  the  faithful  to  ab- 
stain from  all  intercourse  whatever  with  them,  and 
strrring  up  anew  the  zeal  of  the  Bishops  and  clergy,  that 
they  may  guard  with  redoubled  vigilance  the  flock  of 
Christ,  explain  and  vindicate  His  holy  doctrines,  and 
in  particular,  strenuously  defend  the  Catholic  teaching 
•with  regard  to  the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony. 

While  Catholic  Switzerland  is  inflamed  with  new 
love  and  zeal  for  the  Church,  by  the  warm  and  pater- 
nal exhortations  of  His  Holiness,  Catholic  France  in 
general,  and  the  Benedictine  Order  in  particular,  is 
jubilant  on  the  receipt  of  another  testimonial  of  the 
especial  affection  which  the  Vicar  of  Christ  cherishes 
for  the  "  Eldest  daughter  of  the  Church."  It  will  be 
remembered  that  a  short  time  ago  a  great  light  in 
the  French  Church  was  extinguished,  in  the  person  of 
Prosper  Gueranger,  the  venerable  Abbot  of  the  whole 
Benedictine  Order  in  France.  This  illustrious  monk 
signalized  himself  by  his  learned  writings  in  defence  of 
the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  and  later 
still  in  his  powerful  vindications  of  the  dogma  of  Papal 
Infallibility.  But  his  zeal  and  learning  were  especially 
devoted  to  restoring  the  Latin  liturgy  in  many  parts 
of  France,  where  the  spirit  of  Gallicanism,  which  was 
so  strong  in  the  last  century,  had  substituted  a  sort  of 
national  ritual  in  the  place  of  the  old  ceremonial  con- 
secrated  by  the  traditions  of  centuries.  In  considera- 
tion of  all  this,  and  the  intrinsic  merits  of  the  de- 
parted abbot,  His  Holiness,  wishing  to  testify  his  su- 
preme appreciation  of  the  labors  of  the  zealous  monk, 
has  written  a  Brief  to  the  Monastery  of  St.  Peter  in 
Solesmes,  in  which  he  confers  upon  the  Abbot  thereof, 
and  all  his  successors,  Abbots  of  the  Benedictine  Order 
in  France,  the  privilege  of  wearing  the  Cappa  magna, 
and  of  taking  a  seat  with  the  Cardinals  of  the  Church, 
in  Congregations  and  Consistories.  This  is  a  restora- 
tion of  the  ancient  prerogatives  of  the  Benedictine 
Abbots. 

It  is  the  universal  cry  of  Governments  now-a-days 
that  the  Pope  is  ambitious  of  power,  is  aiming  at 
universal  sway,  and  is  so  exclusive  in  his  ambitious 
views  that  he  would  even  withdraw  from  Catholic 
powers  those  privileges  and  prerogatives  which  were 
conferred  upon  them  by  his  predecessors  in  the  past. 
Without  stopping  to  refute  the  calumny, — it  is  nothing 
else, — we  will-merely  observe,  in  passing,  that  the  priv- 
ileges and  favors  conferred  upon  Govermeuts  by  the 
Apostolic  See  are  simply  the  reward  of  merit,  a  su- 
preme acknowledgment  of  eminent  services  rendered 
to  the  Church.  And  if  a  great  many  of  the  privileges 
and  prerogatives  of  Catholic  powers  have  been  with- 
drawn, in  later  years,  from  some  of  the  Catholic  powers 
of  Europe,  it  has  been  in  consequence  of  their  entire 
unworthiness  to  enjoy  them  any  longer.  But  to  prove 
to  the  whole  world  that  the  spirit  of  the  Vatican  is  not 
one  of  greedy  ambition,  and  that  the  Church  has  still 
within  her,  fresh,  vigorous  and  active,  the  power  of  ap- 
preciating the  merits  of  Governments,  His  Holiness 
has  just  addressed  a  Brief  to  the  President  of  the  Re- 
public of  Peru,  South  America,  wherein,  in  considera- 


tion of  the  services  which  that  republic  has  rendered 
the  Church,  by  supporting  seminaries,  erecting  new 
churches,  and  making  generous  appropriations  for 
the  support  of  the  clergy,  he  confers  upon  the  Presi- 
dent of  Peru,  and  upon  every  one  of  his  successors,  as 
long  as  they  shall  continue  to  further  the  cause  of  the 
Church  of  God,  the  Juspatronatus,  which  wasthe  glori- 
ous prerogative  of  the  ancient  kings  of  Spain;  that  is, 
they  shall  have  the  right  of  choosing,  and  proposing  to 
the  Holy  See  for  approbation,  new  Bishops,  and  sub- 
jects for  ecclesiastical  benefices.  They  shall  have  the 
right  of  examining  them,  and  only  on  their  proposal 
by  the  Government  shall  the  approbation  of  the  Holy 
See  be  granted.  This  is  a  lesson  for  those  rulers  who, 
instead  of  working  hand  in  hand  with  the  Church,  in 
promoting  its  welfare,  and  hence  the  welfare  of  the 
people,  trample  its  divine  rights  under  foot,  and  by 
the  barbarous  and  unchristian  policy,  sadden  the  heart 
of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  provoke  aguinst  them- 
selves the  indignation  of  the  whole  Christian  world. 

While  the  zeal  and  charity  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
take  in  in  one  paternal  embrace  the  whole  world,  his 
loving  eyes  rest  upon  every  individual,  even  the  low- 
liest of  his  great  fold.  We  will  mention  one  instance, 
which,  though  it  may  seem  of  trifling  importance  in 
itself,  yet  it  bears  glorious  testimony  to  the  tender  and 
generous  heart  of  Pius.  Perhaps  there  is  not  in  the 
world  to-day  a  palace  into  which  so  many  and  such 
varied  letters  are  poured  as  into  the  Vatican.  But  all 
letters  are  read  with  equal  attention,  as  well  that  of  the 
lowliest  peasant  girl  who  appeals  to  the  charity  of  the 
Pontiff  for  assistance  in  some  need,  spiritual  or  tem- 
poral, as  of  the  monarch  who  writes  upon  matters  of 
state.  The  Unita  Cattolica  publishes,  in  its  latest, 
the  following  incident.  A  poor  girl  of  Monferrato,  be- 
ing sorely  distressed  in  mind,  writes  a  letter  to  the 
Holy  Father,  in  which,  with  the  confidence  of  a  child 
speaking  to  its  father,  she  says:  "Pray  for  me,  Holy 
Father,  for  I  am  in  great  distress  of  mind,  and  I  have 
had  no  peace  for  four  years."  Later  on  she  writes 
again,  always  repeating:  "  Pray  for  me,  pray  for  me; 
I  know  that  if  you  pray  for  me,  I  shall  have  peace. 
But  that  I  may  know  whether  you  have  received  my 
letter,  write  some  word  of  acknowleds;  Jient  in  the 
Unita  Cattolica."  The  letter  not  ha/  jg  any  signa- 
ture, His  Holiness  sends  the  letter  entire  to  the 
Unita,  and  underlining  with  his  own  hand  the  words 
'  Write  some  word  of  acknowledgment  to  the  Unita 
Cattolica,"  he  subscribes  beneath,  "  Paxvobis;  benedicat 
vos  Deus  " — Peace  be  to  you;  may  God  bless  you.  It  is 
in  connection  with  an  incident  like  this  that  we  are 
reminded  of  a  solemn  promise  made  by  Him  who 
called  the  little  ones  of  the  earth  the  apple  of  His  eye, 
that  whosoever  should  do  a  kindly  act  to  the  least  of 
them  would  receive  a  just  reward  from  the  Father. 

The  lovely  city  that  "  sleeps  on  the  bosom  of  the 
Adriatic,"  fair  Venice,  is  quiet  again.  The  Emperor 
of  Austria  has  taken  his  leave;  the  acclamations  of  the 
populace  are  hushed,  and  now,  after  the  reviews,  and 
balls,  and  dinners,  the  world  is  curious  to  know  what 
took  place  between  the  two  monarchs,  while  they 
were  closeted  together.  Certainly,  what  with  the  lov- 
ing embrace  at  the  railway  station,  (the  ardor,  how- 
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ever,  was  on  the  part  of  Victor  Emmanuel)  the  toasts 
which  were  proposed,  and  drunk  with  enthusiasm,  the 
mutual  conferring  of  honors  on  the  members  of  the 
respective  suites,  one  would  imagine  that  the  world 
did  not  possess  two  friends  more  closely  united  than 
the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  the  King  of  Italy.  Be 
this  as  it  may,  it  is  impossible  that  the  Emperor  did  not 
have  a  transient  recollection,  at  least,  that  Venice  was 
once  a  fair  city  in  his  empire,  and  that  the  adjoining 
fields  of  Lombardy  formed  an  Austrian  province  not 
many  years  back.  A  Triestine  journal,  however,  sums 
up  the  visit  and  its  effects  in  these  terms:  "  All  the  in- 
ventions which  attributed  political  reasons  to  this  visit 
have  vanished;  for  the  sovereigns  it  has  been  nothing 
but  an  act  of  courtesy;  for  the  courtiers  a  riot;  for  the 
city  a  little  business;  for  the  gondoliers  a  drunken 
feast;  for  the  ladies  a  review;  jfor  the  boys  a  hunt,  for 
the  politicians  a  mutual  offering  up  of  incense ;  for  the 
journalists  a  harvest;  for  the  employees  a  purgatory; 
for  the  soldiers  a  hell.  Poor  soldiers!  they  alone  pos- 
sessed the  little  good  faith  which  the  event  could  boast 
of.  They  heartily  detest  the  Emperor  of  Austria;  for 
the  defeat  of  Custoza  is  still  fresh  in  the  remembrance 
of  many  of  them;  they  loathe  Victor  Emmanuel  with  a 
no  less  cordial  feeling,  for  they  are  his  unwilling  slaves. 
Yes,  there  was  a  tolerably  good  installment  of  sincer- 
ity in  the  imprecations  which  they  expended  upon  the 
rations  of  the  black  bread  and  "  baptized "  wine  (no 
irreverence  meant)  which  followed  the  review.  We  do 
not  profess  any  responsibility,  at  least  now,  for  more 
good  faith  in  the  whole  proceeding.  Commercial  trea- 
ties  were  talked  of  between  Count  Audrassy,  and 
Visconti  Venosta.  But  what  is  commerce  now-a-days  ? 
Only  a  feature  of  politics.  Everything  is  subservient 
to  that  powerful  element  of  this  age,  politics.  This 
brings  us  to  speak  of  the  one  great  question  which  is 
agitated,  so  the  papers  put  it,  in  the  political  circles  of 
Europe  to  day.  The  question  of  the  Papal  Guarantees 
has  been  thrown,  like  a  stone,  into  the  water  at  Berlin, 
and  the  wavelets  have  gone  increasing  and  expanding 
until  all  Europe  is  in  a  commotion.  Bismark,  like  an 
inappeasable  hydra,  clamors  for  the  total  abolition  of 
the  Guarantees,  and  is  continually  sending  notes  in 
cipher  through  the  telegraphic  wires  to  the  minister  of 
foreign  affairs  in  Rome.  It  is  said  that  in  virtue  of  the 
Guarantees  the  Italian  Government  protects  the  Vati- 
can, and  under  this  protection  he  hurls  excommunica- 
tions against  Governments,  declares  their  laws  null  and 
without  effect,  prohibits  and  destroys  civil  obedience, 
in  fine  provokes  and  gives  his  support  to  rebellion. 
This  is  political  logic,  and  has  a  very  indifferent,  to  use 
the  mildest  term,  respect  for  truth.  We  fail  to  com- 
prehend wh}-  such  a  cry  has  been  raised  with  regard  to 
the  freedom  of  speech  used  by  the  Pope  in  the  Vatican, 
and  especially  in  the  last  Encyclical  Letter  to  the  Bish- 
ops of  Germany.  When  His  Holiness  resolved  to 
write  to  the  Prussian  Bishops,  what  was  his  course? 
He  simply  took  up  his  pen,  committed  his  thoughts  on 
a  sheet  of  paper,  sealed  it,  and  then  consigned  it  to  a 
trusty  person  who  would  carry  it  into  Prussia  and 
have  it  published  in  a  newspaper.  The  Papal  Guaran- 
tees did  not  aid  him,  or  facilitate  his  writing  that  let- 
ter, neither  did  the  protection  of  the  Italian  Govern- 


ment embolden  him.  The  Italian  Government  con- 
curred in  the  writing  of  that  letter  only  inasmuch  as 
it  left  him  the  liberty  of  his  own  private  apartment  and 
did  not  examine  the  person  of  everyone  w^io  came  out 
of  the  Vatican  palace  about  the  time  of  the  writing  of 
the  Encyclical.  The  privileges,  set  forth  with  such  a 
pompous  display  of  words  in  the  Guarantees,  favored 
His  Holiness  in  the  publication  of  the  letter  about  as 
much  as  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  did.  The 
Guarantees,  in  their  bearing  on  the  Pope,  are  a  nonen- 
tity, and  he  declared  them  such  whenthey  were  fabri- 
cated. He  never  availed  himself  of  them,  but'constantly 
rejected  them  with  just  indignation.  The  better  dis- 
posed diplomats  of  Europe  know  this,  and  now  they 
are  beginning  to  make  a  few  open  confessions,  which 
will  not  be  without  salutary  effects  on  their  politics  at 
least,  if  not  on  their  souls. 

The  first  confession  is  this:  that  Prince  Bismark  is 
an  intolerable  despot.  Transeat,  say  we.  The  second 
is  more  important.  The  Roman  question,  and  the 
condition  of  the  Pope,  is  farther  away  from  a  definite 
and  satisfactory  solution  to-day  than  ever  it  was.  Dark 
shadows  are  gathering  in  thehorizon,  and  judgingfrom 
their  magnitude  and  appearance,  the  events  which 
they  presage  are  not  of  a  very  peaceful  character. 
Parliament  reopens  this  week,  and  the  much  dreaded 
question  will  most  probably  be  discussed.  It  is  pro- 
posed to  reduce  the  Pope  to  the  capacity  of  an  ordinary 
private  individual.  This  proposition  has  excited  hor- 
ror even  among  the  Liberals  themselves,  while  a  voice 
hitherto  unheard,  at  last  in  a  threatening  tone  has 
been  raised,  even  by  the  phlegmatic  Italian  Catholics, 
which  says  "  'Twere  better  not  to  try  it."  Amid  all 
the  turbulence,  and  anxiety,  and  secret  whisperings 
which  surround  it  on  all  sides,  the  Vatican  is  quiet, 
and  a  holy  serenity  and  diffidence  in  all  things  earthly 
reign  therein,  not  unlike  that  which  took  possession  of 
the  Eleven,  on  a  certain  night,  when  Jesus  stood  in 
the  midst  of. them,  "the  doors  being  closed,"  and  said: 
"  Peace  be  to  you."  A.  E.  J. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Our  Roman  Letter  this  week  is  of  unusual  in- 
terest. 

It  is  reported  that  Father  Burke,  O.  P.,  is  seri- 
ously ill. 

Bishop  Henni,  it  is  stated,  is  to  receive  the  pal- 
lium sometime  soon. 

The  Abbe  Liszt  has  just  been  named  Director  of 

the  Hungarian  Academy  of  Music. 

The  Catholic  parochial  schools  of  New  York  are 

attended  by  between  35,000  and  40,000  pupils. 

A  colony  of  priests  and  Sisters  of  Mercy  will 

leave  Dublin,  in  a  few  months,  for  Australia, 

The  new  Cathedal  of  the  Holy  Cross  in  Boston 

is  the  largest  church  edifice  in  New  England. 

Father  David,  a  Catholic  missionary,  estimates 

the  population  of  China  at  three  hundred  millions. 

Count  de  Montalembert's  unpublished  work  en- 
titled "  Les  Papes  Moines,"  will  appear  next  October. 

From  the  Tokdo  Review  we  learn  that  a  family 
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of  seven  was  recently  received  into  the  Church  in  that 
city. 

Ninety  persons  have  been  admitted  into  the 

Union  of  Pfayer  for  the  Clergy  in  the  space  of  one 
week. 

Mayor  Barret  of  St.  Louis  became  a  Catholic  on 

his  death  bed.  Rt.  Rev.  P.  C.  Ryan  preached  the 
funeral  oration. 

Emperor  William  has  given  his  assent  to  the  in- 
troduction of  the  bill  abolishing  religious  orders  in 
Prussia. 

The  Paris  TTnivers  publishes  letters  of  sympathy 

from  Roman  Catholic  Bishops  of  Great  Britain  to  the 
Bishops  of  Germany  and  Switzerland. 

The  5th  of  June  next  will  be  the  second  Cen- 
tenary of  the  establishment  of  the  devotion  to  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 

St.  Stephen's  Catholic  Church,  Newport,  diocese 

of  Covington,  Ky.,  is  being  remodelled,  and  will  have 
a  new  tower  175  feet  high. 

A  House  of  the  Good  Shepherd  is  to  be  estab- 
lished in  Washington,  and  application  has  been  made 
for  an  act  of  incorporation. 

The  Catholic  population  of  Europe  is  148,500,000; 

of  Asia,  7,147,551;  of  America,  47,947,263;  of  Africa, 
1,301,604;  of  Oceanica,  488,604. 

The  consecration  of  Rt.  Rev.  Abbot  Seidenbusch, 

O.  S.  B.,  Bishop-elect  "of  the  western  diocese  of  Min- 
nesota, will  take  place  shortly. 

Rev.  Father  F.  X.  Nunan,  of  Edgerton,  Kansas, 

makes  an  appeal  for  the  suffering  Catholics  of  his  par- 
sh,  who  are  actually  famine-stricken. 

The    withdrawal   of  State  subsidies  from    the 

Roman  Catholic  Church  in  Prussia,  if  consummated, 
will  deprive  the  Church  of  $900,000  annually. 

The  new  chime  of  bells  for  St.  Paul's  Church, 

Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  was  blessed  by  Bishop  Laughlin  in 
the  presence  of  a  large  assemblage,  April  25. 

Legal  proceedings  have  been  commenced  by  the 

Prussian  Government  for  the  removal  of  the  Prince 
Bishop  of  Breslau  for  violation  of  the  ecclesiastical 
laws. 

The  consecration  of  the  Right  Rev.  J.  J.  Kain 

D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Wheeling,  will  take  place  in  St. 
Joseph's  Cathedral,  Wheeling,  on  Trinity  Sunday, 
May  23. 

Work  has  been  commenced  on  the  new  church 

at  Austin,  Texas.  It  will  be  a  very  fine  edifice,  after 
the  style  of  the  old  monasteries.  It  will  cost  between 
$60,000  and  $70,000. 

A  handsome  new  brick  church,  costing  about 

$30,000,  was  dedicated  at  Decatur,  Ind.,  on  the  2d  inst., 
with  very  imposing  ceremonies,  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Dwenger,  of  Fort  Wayne. 

The  Catholic  Bishops  of  Canada  have  sent  a 

letter  to  Cardinal  Ledochowski  and  the  Archbishops 
of  Germany,  expressing  sympathy  with  them  in  their 
contest  with  the  Government. 

Mellingue,  the  great  French  tragedian,  left  by 

will  a  sum  of  money  for  Masses  to  be  said  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul,  an  ancient  and  excellent  custom, 
too  seldom  followed  in  the  wills  of  modern  Catholics. 


The  consecration  of  Dr.  Fuller  as  first  Bishop  of 

the  new  diocese  of  Niagara,  took  place  at  Hamilton,  on 
Saturday,  May  1st.  There  was  a  large  attendance  of 
Bishops.  The  clergy  and  laity  were  also  present  in 
large  numbers. 

More    than  1,000  Catholic  priests  have  fallen 

under  sentence  in  Germany;  800  indictments  of  Cath- 
olic editors,  and  about  2,500  sentences,  arrests  and 
fines  have  occurred  in  consequence  of  the  violation  of 
the  Church  laws. 

The  Order  of  St.  Mary  have  purchased  a  tract  of 

thirty-two  acres  of  land  at  Totowa,  a  suburb  of  Pat- 
erson,  N.  J.,  and  intend  to  erect  upon  it  an  academy 
for  the  accommodation  of  seven  hundred  young  la- 
dies, at  a  cost  of  $140,000. 

The  Italian  Government  has  been  guilty  of  an- 
other act  of  sacrilegious  vandalism  by  ordering  the 
destruction  of  the  monumental  Church  of  San  Giu- 
liano,  at  Palermo,  one  of  the  finest  in  that  city.  A 
theatre  is  to  be  built  out  of  its  ruins. 

The  CaUwlic  Columbian,  of  Columbus,  states  that 

the  new  society  called  the  Knights  of  the  Red  Cross 
will  make  its  first  public  appearance  in  that  city  on 
the  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  after  it  has  been  form- 
ally approved  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Rosecrans. 

On  Sunday,  April  25th,  Rt.  Rev.  M.  A.  Corrigan, 

D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Newark,  dedicated  a  new  church  at 
Trenton,  N.  J.,  under  the  patronage  of  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  attached  to  St.  Francis'  College,  and  under 
the  pastoral  care  of  the  Franciscan  Fathers. 

It  is  reported  that  the   Turks  have  murdered 

two  hundred  and  seventy  Christians  in  Roumania  and 
Bulgaria  during  the  last  three  month's,  and  that  the 
names  of  the  victims  have  been  communicated  to  the 
foreign  representatives  in  Constantinople. 

His  Holiness  has  recently  sent  2,200  francs  to  the 

Bishop  of  Ancona,  to  be  spent  in  the  reparation  of  the 
religious  edifices  of  that  city,  several  of  which  are 
menaced  with  ruin,  owing  to  the  neglect  of  the  author- 
ities and  the  spoliation  of  the  Italian  Government. 

A  Genoese  Marchioness,  who  keeps  her  name  a 

secret,  has  recently  made  the  Holy  Father  the  dona- 
tion of  two-thirds  of  her  great  wealth,  to  be  paid  an- 
nually to  the  Holy  See  as  long  as  the  present  troubles 
of  the  Church  last.  The  amount  will  be  50,000  francs 
each  half  year.  This  is,  indeed,  a  noble  example,  and 
worthy  of  the  Apostolic  ages. 

The  Catholics  of  Sheboygan,  Wis.,  have  nearly 

completed  one  of  the  handsomest  churches  in  that 
State.  It  stands  in  the  centre  of  a  square,  is  180  feet 
long  and  55  feet  wide,  of  Gothic  design,  and  when  fin- 
ished will  cost  $38,000,  instead  of  $100,000  which  it 
would  have  cost  but  for  the  judicious  management  of 
the  pastor,  Rev.  Father  Harder,  who  was  his  own  archi- 
tect, superintendent  and  everything. 

The  London   Telegraph  in  commenting  on  the 

elevation  of  Dr.  Manning, remarks:  "  Upon  a  continent 
(America)  which  holds  State  Churches  in  abhorreneet 
and  has  enshrined  'freedom  to  worship  God' among, 
the  fundamental  axioms  of  its  policy,  it  is  worthy  of 
remark  that  no  faith  is  making  greater  progress  than 
that  over  which  the  Holy  Father  a.t  Rome  presides." 
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The  death,  at  Paris,  is  announced  of  the  Superior 

General  of  the  Christian  Brothers,  Jean-Olympe,  who 
only  succeeded  the  late  Brother  Philippe  within  the 
year.  The  deceased  was  a  man  of  eminent  culture  and 
refinement,  and  was  known  all  over  the  world  in  con- 
nection with  the  famous  order  of  which  he  was  elected 
head. —  Galir/nanfs  Messenger. 

On  Tuesday,  the  2d  of  May,  the  pallium  was 

conferred  on  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Williams,  of  Boston,  by 
Cardinal  McCloskey.  The  impressive  ceremony  took 
place  at  the  new  Cathedral,  at  the  ten  o'clock  service, 
and  was  witnessed  by  an  immense  assemblage  of  peo- 
ple, many  of  whom  were  Protestants.  Among  the  dis- 
tinguished clergymen  present  were  two  Archbishops, 
eleven  Bishops,  and  a  large  number  of  the  Clergy  of 
the  diocese  of  Boston,  and  the  dioceses  adjoining,  be- 
sides the  envoys  of  the  Pope.  Governor  Gaston, 
Mayor  Cobb,  the  French  and  British  consuls,  Rev.  Mr. 
Hale,  of  Harvard  University,  and  numerous  other 
Protestant  ministers,  besides  many  prominent  citi- 
zens, were  present.  An  elegant  sermon  was  preached 
by  the  Bishop  of  Burlington,  Vt.  At  the  conclusion  of 
the  ceremonies  the  new  Archbishop  gave  his  first 
blessing  to  the  assembled  multitude.  The  musical 
part  of  the  services  was  worthy  of  the  occasion,  and 
of  Boston. 


New  Publications. 


LIVES  OF  THE  SAINTS,  with  a  Practical  Instruction  on 

the  Life  of  each  Saint,  for  every  day  in  the  year. 

By  Rev.  F.  X.  Weninger,  D.  D.,  S.  J.     In  twelve 

parts,  flexible  cloth,  at  $1  each  part. 

The  first  part  of  this  excellent  work  has  just 
been  published  in  beautiful  style  by  P.  O'Shea,  37 
Barclay  St.,  New  York.  It  is  elegantly  printed, 
substantially  bound,  of  convenient  size,  and  has  a 
fine  frontispiece,  The  Espousal  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  This  series  of  Lives  ought  to  be  in  every 
Catholic  household  in  the  land,  and  there  is  no 
reason  why  they  should  not  be.  Their  low  price 
(at  which  we  wonder,  considering  how  handsomely 
they  are  gotten  up)  should  procure  for  them  an 
immense  circulation.  Each  part  comprises  the 
saints  of  one  month,  and  this  we  think  is  a  capital 
arrangement;  when  finished,  it  may  be  laid  aside 
for  the  next  year,  and  thus  may  be  read  for  a  life- 
time. The  Rev.  author,  in  his  preface,  says: 

"  To  make  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  productive  of  the 
surest  and  most  abundant  fruit,  let  them  be  read 
aloud  in  the  family  circle  each  evening.  No  more 
useful  manner  can  be  thought  of  for  spending  a  por- 
tion of  the  evenings  at  home,  either  in  the  city  or 
in  the  country.  For  this  purpose  these  lives  are 
written  concisely,  so  that  the  reading  of  one  of  them, 
with  the  practical  reflections  annexed  to  it,  will  oc- 
cupy little  more  than  twenty  minutes.  In  this 
manner  we  may  be  said  to  converse  daily  with  the 
great  Saints  who  have  gone  before  us,  and  thereby 
learn  to  imitate  them." 


THE  CHILD.    By  Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  Bishop  of 

Orleans.    Boston:  P.  Donahoe. 

We  are  glad  to  see  an  English  translation  of  this 
valuable  work  of  Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  whose 
contributions  to  Catholic  literature  are  so  highly 
prized.  The  translation,  we  believe,  is  a  faithful 
one,  and  is  issued  in  a  very  tasty  and  substantial 
style.  To  parents,  teachers,  and  those  who  in  any 
capacity  have  the  care  of  children,  this  book  is  in- 
valuable for  the  practical  advice  and  useful  in- 
structions it  contains.  The  author,  as  is  evinced 
by  every  page,  knows  the  importance  of  a  proper 
education  of  youth,  on  which  so  much  depends. 
Sane  the  children,  said  the  Holy  Father  recently ; 
educate  them  for  Heaven. 

The  first  number  of  Ware's  Valley  Monthly, 

theprospectus  of  which  we  noticed  not  long  since, 
is  on  our  table.  If  the  succeeding  numbers  of 
this  magazine  are  as  readable  as  the  present  one, 
there  is  reason  to  believe  it  will  soon  have  its  place 
among  the  popular  periodicals  of  the  day.  The 
exterior  appearance  of  our  new  contemporary  is 
very  pleasing,  and  its  general  "make-up"  shows 
much  good  taste. 

We  would  suggest  to  our  publ  ishers  always  to 

give  the  price  of  the  books  they  send  for  notice. 
If  this  were  done,  many  persons  would  order  the 
books  by  mail.  In  many  large  towns  there  are  no 
Catholic  booksellers,  and  it  is  often  very  difficult 
to  ascertain  the  publisher's  name,  address,  and  the 
price  of  the  volume  sought  for. 

The  Cwcilia  for  May,  organ  of  the  American 

Csecilia  Society,  brings,  as  usual,  encouraging  re- 
ports from  all  parts  of  the  country.  The  list  of 
approbations  from  the  American  Hierarchy  has 
increased  to  fourteen,  of  which  number  three  are 
Archbishops. 


Religions  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

On  Wednesday,  the  21st  of  April,  the  Rt.  Rev. 

Bishop  Domenec  conferred  the  holy  order  of  Priest- 
hood on  Rev.  N.  Bruch,  O.  S.  B.,  being  ordained  Deacon 
the  day  previous;  and  F.  M.  Court  received  Minor  Or- 
ders. The  ceremonies  took  place  in  the  church  at- 
tached to  Saint  Vincent's  Monastery,  near  Latrobe,  Pa. 

RECEPTIONS  AND  PROFESSIONS. 

On  Monday  morning,  April  19,  at  8  o'clock,  at 

St.  John's  Convent,  Middleton,  Conn.,  Very  Rev.  J. 
Hughes,  Administrator  of  the  diocese,  conducting 
the  ceremonies,  Miss  Mary  Hutchinson,  (Sister  Mary 
Aloysius,)  received  the  black  veil,  and  Miss  Lee,  of  the 
diocese  of  New  York,  received  the  white  veil. 

At  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Kenwood, 

Albany,  the  ceremony  of  taking  the  veil  took  place 
Sunday,  the  18th  of  April.  The  young  ladies  who  then 
made  their  first  step  in  the  religious  life  are  Miss 
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Mary  A.  Murpliy  and  Miss  Lizzie  Wyse,  of  Philadelphia, 
and  Miss  Kate  Carroll,  of  Rochester;  all  pupils  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Hendricken,  Bishop  of 
Providence,  officiated,  and  delivered  [a  sermon  appro- 
priate to  the  occasion. 


Obituary. 

Mother  Ferdinand  died  at  the  Mercy  Hospital 

Chicago,  on  the  1st  inst. 

Sister  Mary  Magdalen,  a  member  of  the  Soci- 
ety of  the  House  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  corner  of  At- 
lantic and  New  York  Avenues,  in  East  New  York, 
expired  on  Monday  morning,  April  19,  after  a  pro- 
tracted and  painful  illness. 

Sister  Mary  Lazarus,  of  the  Order  of  the  Holy 

Names  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  died  at  Portland,  Oregon, 
on  the  21st  of  April.  Solemn  Requiem  Mass  was  cel- 
ebrated for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  the  deceased  re- 
ligieuse  by  His  Grace,  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Blanchet. 

Died,  on  the  morning  of  the  18th  of  April,  1875, 

at  the  Convent  school  of  Notre  Dame  of  Maryland, 
Govanstown,  Baltimore  Co.,  Sister  Mary  Clovis,  in  the 
34th  year  of  her  age,  and  the  9th  of  her  religious  pro- 
fession. 

Rev.  Fr.  Karge,  0.  S.  F.,  died  at  the  Mother- 
House  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  Cincinnati,  on  the  25th 
of  last  month.  Fr.  Karge  was  a  native  of  Poland.  For 
16  years  he  was  pastor  of  Portsmouth.  Fr.  Karge 
was  of  noble  birth,  but  renounced  worldly  titles  and 
became  a  poor  Franciscan  friar,  and,  when  the  storm 
of  persecution  drove  him  from  his  own  country,  he 
came  to  this,  devoting  himself  generously  to  the  care 
of  souls.  His  funeral  was  largely  attended. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  218T  TO  THE  28TH  DAY  OF  APRIL. 

One  hundred  and  forty-two  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  two  hundred  and  ninety-six 
new  members  have  been  admitted  to  the  Association 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart;  four  hundred  and  six 
to  the  Archconfraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes;  pray- 
ers and  Novenas  for  recovery  to  health  have  been  asked 
by  eighty  individuals  and  four  families;  conversion 
has  been  asked  for  twenty-five  persons  and  three  fam- 
ilies; special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  sixty-three 
persons,  three  families,  one  parish,  five  communities 
and  six  schools. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Mrs  H.,  whose  husband  has  been  cured  by 
the  use  of  the  holy  water,  sends  inclosed  offering  to 
have  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  offered  for  so  great  a 
favor."  ....  One  of  our  Rev.  friends  writes  thus:  "I 
can  bear  testimony  to  a  miracle  performed  through 
the  use  of  the  water,  of  Lourdes.  A  child  was  dying, 
and  two  doctors  declared  its  case  hopeless.  One  said 
it  would  be  dead  in  two  hours.  The  water  was  given 


it  to  drink  and  used  on  its  body,  making  the  sign  of 
the  Cross.  It  lived  after  two  hours,  slept  well  all 
night,  opened  its  eyes  next  day,  and  smiled  into  its 
father's  face.  If  you  can  make  use  of  this  fact,  I 
have  no  objection,  except  to  the  publication  of  my 
name."  ....  "A  lady  living  in  my  neighborhood 
was  afflicted  with  some  disease  in  the  gall,  causing 
dreadful  pains  in  her  side  and  back.  She  used  the 
blessed  water,  and  sleep  was  restored  to  her,  and  she 
is  much  better  ever  since."  ....  "Last  fall  I  got  a 
vial  from  you  for  a  lady  who  had  the  cancer.  She  is  per- 
fectly well  now.  Last  Sunday  she  was  at  church,  and 
she  walked  here,  which  is  five  or  six  hundred  yards 
from  the  church,  partly  to  show  me  how  well  she  was. 
She  attributes  her  cure  to  the  intercession  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart."  ....  "  Miss  H.T.,  whom  I  had 
enrolled  not  long  ago,  and  who  had  fits,  is  well  now.  We 
made  a  Novena  for  her,  and  since  the  first  night  of  the 
Novena  she  never  took  sick.  Last  February,  there 
was  an  old  lady  very  sick  with  cramps  in  the  stomach. 
She  has  had  them  for  the  last  twenty  years.  Every- 
one who  saw  her,  doctors  and  friends,  had  given  her  up. 
One  day  she  sent  to  me  for  some  of  the  blesesd  water. 
I  had  but  very  little,  which  I  sent  her,  now  she  is  well; 
she  never  had  the  cramps  since." 

OBITUARY. 

The  following  deceased  persons  are  recommended 
to  the  prayers  of  the  Associates:  Miss  SOPHIA  GIBSON, 
Bloomsdale,  Mo.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  2nd  of 
December,  1874;  MR.  WM.  MURTHA,  of  Philadelphia, 
Pa.;  MRS.  ELIZABETH  DUBBS,  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  who 
died  December  9th,  1874;  MR.  JOHN  FLYNN,  of  Corfine, 
Co.  Clare,  Ireland,  who  died  March  28th,  1875. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Among  the  senators  of  Venice  was  one  most  bit- 
ter enemy  of  the  Foscari  family,  called  Loredano. 
It  was  said  that,  on  his  accession  to  the  throne,  the 
Doge  had  caused  the  father  and  uncle  of  this  noble 
to  be  secretly  poisoned,  and  he  cherished  the  most 
determined  hate  and  revenge:  he  wrote  in  his  ac- 
count-books that  the  Doge  was  his  debtor  for  these 
two  deaths.  Jacopo  Foscari  felt  his  sentence  most 
keenly,  it  was  worse  than  death  to  him :  he  had  a 
passionate  love  for  Venice,  and  he  preferred  a 
dungeon  there  to  comparative  freedom  elsewhere. 
Lord  Byron  makes  him  say : — 

Better 

Be  ashes  here  than  aught  that  lives  elsewhere. 
And  again : — 

I  ask  no  more  than  a  Venetian  grave; 

A  dungeon — what  they  will — so  be  it  here. 
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"He  could  bear  his  sorrow  no  longer:  and  he 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan,  begiring  him  to 
intercede  for  him  with  the  senate.  He  never  in- 
tended this  letter  to  reach  the  duke,  but  gave  it  to  a 
spy,  whom  he  knew  would  send  it  to  Venice.  He 
was,  as  he  expected,  recalled  to  answer  for  this 
crime,  and  in  chains;  he  saw  Venice,  and  had  a 
strange  enjoyment  in  doing  so.  He  acknowledged 
his  fault,  and  its  motive;  he  was  not  believed,  and 
was  put  to  the  torture:  and  the  Doge  looked  on 
again,  while  thirty  times  his  only  son  was  stretched 
upon  the  rack.  But  it  was  in  vain  ;  Jacopo  would 
not  unsay  his  words,  and  he  was  condemned  to 
fresh  exile.  Before  he  went,  he  was  allowed  to  see 
his  family  once:  the  aged  father,  leaning  on  his 
crutch,  came  into  the  cell,  and  when  Jacopo  and 
his  wife  implored  him  to  use  the  power  they  fan- 
cied he  must  possess  as  Doge,  he  answered  firmly; 
'  Go,  Jacopo,  submit  to  the  will  of  your  country, 
and  seek  nothing  further.'  But  when  the  parting 
•was  over,  the  stern  spirit  broke  down,  and  the 
Doge  fell  fainting  into  the  arms  of  his  attendants. 
Jacopo  was  soon  released  from  his  weary  exile  by 
death.  But  the  Foscari  story  does  not  end  with 
that:  Loredano's  hate  was  not  yet  satisfied ;  he 
never  rested  till  he  had  influenced  the  Council  of 
Ten  to  depose  the  aged  Doge.  He  received  a  pen- 
sion, and  was  told  to  quit  the  palace,  and  they  ad- 
vised him  to  do  it  by  a  private  staircase;  but  this 
he  refused.  He  said  he  would  quit  it  as  he  had 
entered — by  the  Giant's  Staircase;  and  when  he 
reached  its  foot,  he  looked  back  at  the  pal- 
ace, and  exclaimed,  '  My  services  established  me 
within  your  walls;  it  is  the  malice  of  my  enemies 
which  tears  me  from  them!'  A  few  days  after- 
wards the  bell  of  the  Campanile  announced  to 
Venice  that  there  was  a  new  Doge.  Foscari 
heard  the  sound  with  perfect  calmness,  but  the 
effort  to  do  so  was  too  much  for  him;  he  broke  a 
blood-vessel,  and  died  the  same  day.  The  news 
came  to  the  Council  of  Ten ;  Loredano  opened  his 
account-book,  and  turned  to  the  leaf  where  was 
written,  as  I  told  you,  'Francesco  Foscari,  for  the 
death  of  my  father  and  uncle':  he  wrote  on  the 
other  side,  '  He  has  paid  me ! ' " 

"  What  a  melancholy  story,"  said  Alice.  "  Miss 
Longworth,  I  should  not  like  to  go  to  Venice, 
they  are  such  cruel  people  ." 

"  Well,  there  were  and  there  are  plenty  of  cruel 
people  everywhere,"  observed  Edith. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Longworth;  "but  I 
confess,  there  is  a  sort  of  peculiar  horror  hanging 
over  Venetian  history.  As  we  go  on,  we  shall  see 
its  cause  more  clearly." 

Now  I  will  finish  the  letter: — 'We  went  to  the 
Red  Columns;  they  are  very  tall  granite  ones — 
one  has  the  lion  of  St.  Mark,  the  other  St.  Theo- 
dore standing  on  a  crocodile,  on  the  top.  They 
were  brought  from  Constantinople,  and  for  a  long 
time  no  one  could  be  found  who  could  raise  them 
up;  but  at  last  the  Doge,  who  was  lani,  offered  as 
a  reward  that  whoever  did  it  should  have  any  re- 
quest granted  him  that  he  might  make.  A  Lom- 
bard accomplished  the  work,  and  then  asked 
leave  that  gambling  (which  was  forbidden  by  the 
state)  might  take  place  between  the  Columns.  It 
was  granted,  according  to  promise;  but  the  Ten 
knew  what  they  were  about,  and  so  they  further 
enacted  that  public  executions  should  take  place 
on  the  same  spot  (and  this  is  why  the  Columns 
are  called  Bed),  and  so  it  soon  fell  into  such  dis- 


repute that  the  people  were  afraid  even  to  pass  it. 
Next  we  ascended  the  Campanile — '" 

Edith. — "  Oil,  you  have  often  mentioned  that, 
what  does  it  mean?" 

"It  is  the  bell-tower  of  St.  Mark,  from  whence 
the  bells  announcing  all  public  events  were  rung. 
[Continues  to  read:] — 'Oh,  there  is  such  a  view 
from  here;  I  wish  I  could  describe  it  to  you. 
The  ascent  of  this  tower  is  not  by  steps,  but  an 
inclined  plane,  winding  round  and  round  the  inside. 
It  is  said  that  Napoleon  rode  his  horse  to  the  top. 
We  did  not  stay  long,  because  we  wanted  to  go  to  St. 
Mark's — not,  of  course,  that  we  had  not  been  there 
often  before,  but  this  was  a  visit  to  explore  it  and 
examine  its  beauties:  no  easy  task,  as  you  may 
think;  and  how  to  tell  you  of  them  I  know  not. 
It  is  Byzantine,  and  built  (like  Santa  Sophia)  in 
the  form  of  a  Greek  cross.  Fancy  walls  of  dark- 
red  marble,  gates  of  bronze  and  silver,  every  part 
rich  with  gilding  and  mosaic  work.'  [Miss  Long- 
worth — I  don't  think  Alice  or  Rose  would  know 
what  that  means:  it  is  putting  very  small  pieces 
of  marbles  together,  so  that  they  look  like  painting. 
Letter  continued:] — 'These  figures  were  designed 
by  the  greatest  artists.  We,  of  course,  observed 
the  figure  of  St.  Mark,  drawn  by  Titian.  I  do  not 
complain  of  the  darkness  of  St.  Mark's,  as  many 
do;  one's  eye  soon  grows  accustomed  to  it,  and 
the  gloom,  the  gilding  faded  in  some  places,  and 
the  worn  marble  pavement,  suited  well  with  the 
crumbling,  decaying  Venice  around.  Not  that  St. 
Mark's  is  decayed,  but  it  seems  to  suit  the  place, 
like  a  mother  mourning  over  her  children.  The 
mosaics  in  the  roof  are  magnificent;  but  it  is  tir- 
ing work  to  examine  them.  And  we  saw  also  the 
horses  of  St.  Mark,  and  thought  of  Doria's  men- 
ace.' "  *  Miss  Longworth. — "  Four  horses  of  bronze 
were  brought  from  the  Hippodrome  at  Constanti- 
nople, and  placed  over  the  centre  door  of  the  ves- 
tibule; they  were  gilt  at  one  time,  but  I  believe 
that  is  long  since  worn  away.  They  were  consid- 
ered a  type  of  Venetian  power  and  victor}',  and 
therefore,  during  a  war  between  the  state  and 
Genoa,  in  1379,  the  admiral  of  the  Genoese  (Dor in), 
when  requested  to  sign  a  truce,  replied  that  he 
would  never  rest  till  he  had  '  bridled  the  horses 
of  St.  Mark.'  Well,  he  did  not  accomplish  his 
threat,  for  victory  again  came  to  the  Venetian  side ; 
but,  long  centuries  after,  the  iron  foot  of  Napoleon 
trod  the  streets  of  Venice  as  her  conqueror,  and  car- 
ried away  her  horses  to  Paris.  After  the  general 
peace,  these  horses  were  restored  to  their  original 
place,  but  they  had  indeed  been  bridled." 

Letter. — " '  The  square  of  St.  Mark  is  the  rendez- 
vous of  the  city,  and  in  the  evening  it  is  a  striking 
and  amusing  scene;  every  variety  of  costume  is 
visible,  the  band  plays,  and  people  of  all  ranks 
and  stations  are  there;  but  we  were  always  glad 
to  get  into  our  gondola,  and  glide  with 'its  soft 
pleasant  motion  over  the  still  waters.  Goodie, 
dear  Constance,  I  am  so  tired  I  can  write  no  longer ; 
much  love  to  my  dear  children,  and  thanks  for  all 
their  notes.' " 


*  "Childe  Harold." 


ALL,  good  consists  in  loving  God.  And  loving 
God  consists  in  doing  His  will. — St.  Liguori. 

GOD  is  served  more  by  suffering  than  by  any 
other  works  we  can  do. — St.  Francis  de  Saks. 
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:ENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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An  Ancient  Hymn  to  "  Blessed  Mary  Mother 
of  God." 


WRITTEN  IN  1500  BY  ALEXANDER  BARCLAY,  TRANS- 
LATOR OF  SEBASTIAN  BRANDT'S  "SHIP 

OF  POOLS."* 

We  will  preface  the  old  hymn  in  honor  of 
Mary  Immaculate  by  a  brief  sketch  of  the  re- 
markable poem  that  made  its  author,  Sebastian 
Brandt,  so  famous,  of  which  a  limited  edition 
has  been  issued  in  Edinburgh  from  a  rare  original 
copy  of  the  first  English  translation  by  Alexander 
Barclay, — himself  priest  and  poet, — in  the  posses- 
sion of  David  Laing,  Esq.,  of  the  "  Signet  Library." 

The  first  edition  of  the  "Ship  of  Fools,"  by  Se- 
bastian Brandt,  was  written  in  the  Swabian  dia- 
lect, and  published  in  1494,  at  Basle,  shortly  after 
the  art  of  printing  was  discovered.  It  became  im- 
mediately popular,  not  only  because  it  struck  with 
unerring  aim  at  the  follies  of  the  times,  sparing  no 
class,  but  also  from  the  fact  that  it  was  replete  with 
fine  scholarship  and  keen-edged  satire.  Edition 
after  edition  followed  the  first,  and  it  was  transla- 
ted into  the  leading  languages  of  Europe,  when 
books  were  scarce  and  only  works  of  the  most  sig- 
nal merit  were  deemed  worthy  of  that  honor.  It 
was  translated  into  Latin  by  one  Professor  Locker 
in  1497,  and  imitated  in  the  same  language  and 
under  the  same  title  by  another,  Badius  Ascensius, 
1507, — was  twice  translated  into  English — three 
times  into  French,  German  and  Latin, — imita- 
tions competed  with  the  original  in  French,  Ger- 
man and  Latin, — and  the  greatest  and  most  unpre- 
cedented distinction  of  all,  it  was  preached  in  the 
churches  by  the  most  celebrated  preachers  of  the 
times,  at  least  such  parts  of  it  as  were  applicable 
to  the  good  of  souls.  The  Germans  award  this  re- 
markable poem  the  epithet  of  "  epoch  making  " ; 


*  Published  by  "Wm.  Patterson,  Edinbur< 
pleton,  New  York. 


and  Ap- 


Trithemius  calls  it  "Divina  Satira";  Locker 
compares  Brandt  with  Dante;  Hutton  styles  him 
the  "  new  law-giver  of  German  poetry." 

The  English  metrical  version  of  this  curious 
masterpiece  of  poetry  is — as  we  learn  from  the 
Introduction :  "  Translated  by  one  Alexander  Bar- 
clay out  of  Latin,  Frenche  and  Doche,  in  the 
colege  of  St.  Mary  Otery  and  was  issued  from  the 
presse  of  Pyrson  in  1509."  He  concludes  by  say- 
ing: "Willing  to  redres  the  errours  and  vyces  of 
this  our  royalme  of  Englonde  I  have  taken  upon 
me  the  translacion  of  this  present  boke  only  for 
the  holesome  instrucion,  commodyte  and  doctrine 
of  wysdome,  and  to  cleanse  the  vanyte  and  mad- 
nesse  of  folysshe  people  of  whom  ouer  great  nom- 
bre  is  in  the  Royalme  of  Englonde." 

Barclay's  version  consists  of  vigorous,  resonant 
and  shining  quadrametres.  It  is  divided  into  113 
sections,  each  of  which  treats  of  a  certain  class  of 
fools  who,  for  worldly  gain,  honors,  lust,  pride,  or 
other  motives,  make  of  themselves  aliens  from  the 
only  true  and  eternal  good;  it  strikes  folly  as  it 
flies,  lashes  with  satire  the  immoralities  and  ex- 
cesses of  the  age,  and  the  reader  is  only  reminded 
of  the  fundamental  idea  by  occasional  allusions  to 
the  "Ship."  His  zeal  against  the  faithless  and 
wicked  of  every  class  is  noble  and  unsparing. 
The  wood-cuts  of  this  rare  old  book  are  fac-similes 
from  the  originals  as  they  appear  in  the  Basle 
edition  of  the  Latin,  "  dernto  seduloque  revisa"  is- 
sued under  Brandt's  own  superintendence  in  1497, 
and  are  worthy  in  their  quaint  and  forcible  deli- 
neations the  texts  they  illustrate. 

Of  course  Barclay  adapted  Sebastian  Brandt's 
poem,  in  his  version,  to  the  national  tone  and  aim 
of  the  English  "  Ship  of  Fools,"  and  everywhere 
throughout  the  great  work  his  voice  is  herrd  to 
rise  and  ring  through  the  long  exposure  of  abuse 
and  injustice:  everywhere  he  is  on  the  side  of  the 
people,  and  while  he  stands  up  boldly  in  behalf 
of  the  oppressed,  he  spares  not  the  oppressor,  even 
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if  he  be  of  his  own  class.  He  applies  the  cudgel 
as  vigorously  to  the  faithless  cleric,  as  to  the  her- 
etical Lolarde.  His  work  is  not  only  important 
as  a  picture  of  English  life  and  the  popular  feel- 
ings of  his  time,  but  it  is  both  in  style  and  vocab- 
ulary a  most  valuable  and  remarkable  monument 
of  the  English  language;  written  between  the 
Chaucer  and  Spenser  eras,  it  is  infinitely  easier  to 
read  than  either. 

Barclay,  we  are  told,  "  seems  to  have  been  born 
an  Englishman,  then  an  ecclesiastic."  His  first 
preferment  was  a  chaplaincy  in  the  sanctuary  for 
piety  and  learning  at  St.  Mary  Otery,  in  the  County 
Devon:  we  next  hear  of  him  as  a  monk  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Benedict  in  the  famous  monastery  of 
Ely,  from  whence  he  was  called  to  aid  in  maintain- 
ing the  honor  of  his  country  on  an  occasion  to 
which  the  eyes  of  all  Europe  were  directed.  In  a 
letter  of  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  busied  with  the  prep- 
arations for  the  meeting  of  Henry  VIII  and 
Francis  I,  called  the  "Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold," 
to  Wolsey,  of  date  April  10th,  1520,  he  begs  the 
Cardinal  to  "send  them  Maistre  Barkleye,  the 
black  Monke  and  Poete  to  devise  histories  and 
convenient  raisons  to  flourisshe  the  buildings  and 
banquet-house  withal."  The  true  reason  for  this 
summons  was  probably  to  give  the  Poete  a  fresh 
opportunity  to  eulogise  "  the  defender  of  the  Faith," 
and  sing  in  new  strains  the  praises  of  his  roj^al 
master;  but  as  no  effort  of  his  muse  on  this  subject 
has  come  down  to  us,  he  doubtless  imagined  the 
whole  affair  to  be  a  new  Ship  of  Fools,  about 
which  he  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  write. 

It  is  stated  that  "he  accepted  quitely  the  gra- 
dual progress  of  the  Reformed  Religion."  What 
is  exactly  meant  by  this  vague  statement  it  is  dif- 
ficult to  understand.  His  biographers  tell  us  that 
Barclay,  then  an  old  man,  "  spent  his  time  mostly 
in  pious  matters,  and  in  reading,  and  writing  his- 
tories of  the  Saints."  On  the  30th  of  April,  1552, 
the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Canterbury,  London,  pre- 
sented to  him  the  Rectory  of  All  Hallows,  Lom- 
bard Street,  but  he  died,  before  his  instalment,  at 
Croyden,  where  he  had  spent  his  youth,  at  the  age 
of  seventy- six. 

Of  Sebastian  Brandt,  the  author  of  the  original 
"Ship  of  Fools,"  as  a  faithful  and  devout  son  of 
the  Church,  there  is  no  question.  The  editor  of 
the  late  Edinburg  edition  rather  unwillingly  admits 
the  fact,  that  "although  helping  much  the  cause 
of  the  Reformation  by  the  freedom  of  his  social  and 
clerical  criticisms,  by  his  unsparing  exposure  of 
every  form  of  corruption  and  injustice,  and  not 
least  by  the  use  of  the  vernacular  for  political  and 
religious  purpose.  Sebastian  Brandt  can  scarcely 
be  classed  in  the  great  army  of  the  Protestant  Refor- 
mation. He  was  a  reformer  from  within,  a  biting, 


unsparing  exposer  of  every  priestly  abuse,  but  a 
loyal  son  of  the  Church,  who  rebuked  the  faults 
of  his  brethren,  but  visited  with  the  pains  of  Hell 
those  of  "  fals  hery  tikes,"  and  wept  over  the  "  ruyne, 
inclynacion  and  decay  of  the  holy  Faythe  Cath- 
olyke,  and  dymynucion  of  the  Empyre." 

It  is  a  wonderful  book,  this  "  Ship  of  Fools" ;  its 
satire  is  for  all  time,  because  human  nature  is  the 
same  in  all  ages;  its  contents  are  just  as  appli- 
cable to  the  fools  of  the  19th  century  as  to  those  of 
the  15th,  and  no  well-selected  library  should  be 
without  it.  "It  is  just  such  a  satire  as  ordinary 
people  will  read  with  pleasure.  They  might  feel 
a  slight  twinge  now  and  then,  but  they  would  put 
down  the  book  at  the  end,  and  thank  God  that 
they  were  not  like  other  men.  There's  a  chapter 
on  Misers, — and  who  would  not  give  a  shilling  to 
the  poor  ?  There  is  a  chapter  on  gluttony, — and 
who  was  ever  any  more  than  just  a  little  exhila- 
rated after  dinner?  There's  a  chapter  on  Church- 
goers,— and  who  ever  went  to  church  for  respecta- 
bility's sake,  or  to  show  off  a  fine  dress  ?  There's 
a  chapter  on  dancing, — and  who  ever  danced  ex- 
cept for  exercise  ?  There's  a  chapter  on  Adultery, 
— and  who  ever  did  more  than  flirt  with  his 
neighbor's  wife?  " 

And  so  on  to  the  end ;  the  fools  embark  and 
sail  away,  each  in  his  own  ship,  with  those  of  his 
own  kind. 

The  hymn  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Mother  of 
God  is  a  remarkable  evidence  of  the  devout  belief 
of  the  Church  in  the  Immaculate  Conception  in 
those  early  times,  and  of  the  piety  of  the  faithful, 
who  sang  sweet  strains  in  her  honor  that  are  re- 
echoed before  her  shrines  in  this  our  day,  and  will 
never  cease  upon  earth  until  time  shall  be  no  more, 
and  we  give  it  to  our  readers  in  the  quaint,  simple 
English  of  the  15th  century,  for  in  this  guise  it  re- 
minds us  of  the  miraculous  pictures  and  statues  of 
the  "  Virgin  without  stain,"  carven  and  painted  by 
hands  that  were  inspired  by  such  faith  and  love 
as  have  made  their  works  famous  through  the 
centuries,  although  Art  can  find  nothing  in  them 
to  admire. 


A  BALADE  IN  THE  HONOURE  OP  THE  BLESSED  Vm- 
GIN  MART,  MODEB  OF  GOD. 

O  Moder  Mary  flour  of  all  womankynde 

In  beauty  passynge  eche  erthly  creature, 

In  whom  the  Fende  no  thought  of  synne  coude  fynde, 

O  Blessed  Moder  remaynyn  ft  Mayden  pure, 

O  lemyn^e  *  lamp,  in  light  passynge  nature. 

Moste  clere  Crystall  by  clene  virgynite, 

O  Holy  Moder,  and  Virgyne  moste  demure 

Direct  our  lyfe  in  this  tempestous  Se. 
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O  well  of  mercy  !  O  godly  plant  of  grace, 
Bryght  as  the  raone,  and  porte  of  Paradyse 
In  whom  Christ  Jesu  elect  His  d  \vellynge  place 
Chosen  as  the  son,  O  rose  passynge  all  pryce 
Plautyd  in  Ann  without  consent  of  vyce, 
O  noble  fruyte  spronge  of  a  barayne  tre 
Syns  to  thy  Son  thou  art  our  medyatryc* 
Direct  our  lyfe  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

O  cedar  tre  growinge  in  Lybany, 

O  rod  of  Jesse  and  spouse  of  Salomon, 

O  well  of  water  lastynge  eternally; 

O  gardayne  closed,  O  fleece  of  Gedeon, 

O  cyte  of  God,  and  sempiternall  trone 

Of  God,  elect  for  thy  humylyte 

To  the  I  call:  O  Ladye  here  my  mone 

Direct  our  lyfe  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

O  Mary,  myrrour  clere  and  immaculate 

O  tour  of  Dauyd  with  Pynacles  without  pere, 

O  pleasaunt  olyue  t  with  vertue  decorate 

Pyller  of  fayth  whyle  thou  waste  lyuynge  here 

O  heueuly  starre  of  gardyns,  fountayne  clere 

O  plcsaunt  Lyly  moste  goodly  in  beautye 

Compasyd  rounde  with  the  sharpe  thorne  and  brerej 

Direct  our  lyfe  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

Hayle  Moder  of  Mercy:  hayle  myrrour  of  mekeness: 
Hayle  Quene  of  Blysse:  hayle  sterre  celestyall:  • 
Hayle  hope  of  synners,  eternal  Emperes 
Whiche  by  the  fruyt  of  thy  closet  virgynall 
Mankynde  hast  wasshyd»from  synne  or}'gynall 
Lowse  of  our  bondes,  and  make  us  synners  fre 
From  paynfull  pyt  and  dongeon  infernall 
Gydynge  our  lyfe  in  this  tempestous  Se- 

O  Queue,  vs  red  out  of  captyuyte 

On  the  we  call,  in  the  our  confort  is, 

That  by  thy  prayer  to  the  Hye  Trynite 

All  shall  be  pardonyed  that  we  haue  done  amys 

Syn  thou  art  in  eternall  ioy  and  blys 

Our  Mediatryce  before.the  deyte 

Our  hope  is  sure:  that  thou  wylt  neuer  mys 

Our  lyfe  to  gyde  in  this  tempestous  SE. 

0  glorious  Ladye:  0  Quene  moste  excellent 
Howe  maye  I  synner  thy  lawdes  comprehend? 
My  synfull  mouth  is  nat  suflicyent 
Worthy  nor  able  thy  goodnes  to  commende 
My  wyt  ne  raison  coude  nat  therto  extende 
Though  euery  member  of  myne  were  tunges  thre, 
Yet  is  my  trust  that  thou  wylt  euer  intende 
To  gyde  vs  synners  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

Syns  synners  straye  here  in  this  Se  mundayne 
In  dyurs  synnes  by  errour  and  fraylnes, 
By  thy  bryghtnes  reduce  our  way  agayne 
Shewe  vs  thy  lyght  to  clere  our  thycke  derknes 
And  to  subdue  the  Prynce  of  viciousnes 
With  all  his  pompes,  his  pryde  and  vanyte 
And  come  to  heuen  by  way  rightwysnes 
Thou  gydynge  vs  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

O  Blessyd  Moder,  set  hye  in  Goddes  trone 

In  iojr  and  blysse  surmountynge  manues  mynd 


t  Olive. 


Briar. 


Syns  by  thy  fruyte  we  saued  are  echone 

And  heuen's  yatis  opened  to  mankynde 

Graunt  that  we  dayly  by  the  may  socou  fynde 

Of  soule  and  body  in  cache  adeursyte 

Let  thy  light,  Ladye,  the  Fende  subdue  and  blynde 

And  gyde  vs  wretches  in  tkU  temp«stou*  Se. 

O  blessyd  Virgyn,  O  resplcndaunt  lanterns 

Defende  my  shyp  from  th«  malyciousnes 

Of  fals  enuy,  withsaue  it  to  gouerne 

From  stroke  of  storme:  as  moste  holy  patrones 

My  soule  and  body:  to  the  also  Empres 

And  all  my  workes  I  submyt  besekynge  the 

Whyle  I  here  wander  in  this  tempestous  Se. 

And  after,  whan  my  soule  is  seperate 
Frem  this  mortall  body,  and  clot  of  clay 
With  thy  holy  presence,  O  Moder  immaculate 
From  me  expell  the  ougly  Fende  away. 
O  Moder  of  mercy  syns  thou  well  may 
Thy  Sonnes  presence  purchace  for  me 
By  thy  eyde  and  socour  that  I  may  say 
That  I  have  escapyd  this  Stormy  Se. 


The  Angelas. 

No.  XXX. 

Sub  umbra  alarum  tuarum  protege  me :  "  Protect 
me  under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings."  Such  is  the 
cry  of  alarm  which  at  the  present  day  should  be 
ever  on  the  lips  of  all  Catholics.  Why?  Unhes- 
itatingly we  reply:  because  a  miracle  alone  can 
save  the  world.  The  proof  of  this  is  found  in  the 
dangers  which  surround  the  Church  and  society. 

What  is  the  actual  situation  of  the  Church  ?  There 
was  in  Galilee  a  small  town  called  Bethulia.  Situ- 
ated on  the  summit  of  a  mountain,  this  town  was  sup- 
plied with  water  by  means  of  an  aqueduct  which 
extended  beyond  the  walls.  One  day  Holophernes, 
General  of  the  army  of  Nabuchodonosor,  king  of 
Assyria,  came  to  besiege  Bethulia  at  the  head  of  an 
army  of  two  hundred  thousand  men.  In  recon- 
noitering  the  place,  he  saw  the  aqueduct,  and  or- 
dered it  closed.  Soon  water  failed  the  besieged, 
and  were  it  not  for  the  well-known  miracle,  Be- 
thulia would  have  been  taken,  razed  to  the  ground 
and  its  inhabitants  buried  beneath  its  ruins. 

Bethulia  is  the  Church  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
Like  Holophernes  is  the  revolution.  Concealing 
its  object  under  a  hypocritical  mask,  it  carried  war 
into  Italy,  and  everywhere  met  with  success.  But 
with  all  this  it  was  not  satisfied.  It  was  not  Milan, 
nor  Florence,  nor  Parma,  nor  Modena,  nor  Venice, 
nor  Naples,  nor  Palermo  that  it  wanted;  it  was 
Rome.  Its  rallying  cry,  which  unveiled  the  in- 
most  depths  of  its  thought,  was  the  word  which  it 
caused  to  resound  throughout  all  Europe:  Rome 
or  death,  Romi  o  morte.  Through  cowardice,  trea- 
son and  all  kinds  of  iniquity  the  revolution  seized 
upon  the  city  of  the  Popes.  Eighteen  hundred 
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years  before,  Rome  was  pagan,  and  (lie  capital  of 
Satan.  Taken  by  St.  Peter,  it  became  Christian, 
and  Satan  was  driven  out;  since  that  time  he  has 
hovered  around  its  walls  in  the  hope  of  finding 
some  breach  through  which  to  enter. 

On  the  20th  of  September,  1870,  this  breach  was 
made,  and' Satan  re-entered  triumphantly  his  anci- 
ent capital.  '  To  revenge  himself  for  his  expulsion, 
he  gave  free  vent  to  his  fury.  He  pillaged,  assas- 
sinated, destroyed  every  sign  which  might  recall 
his  defeat  and  the  triumph  of  Christianity.  Be- 
fore the  very  portals  of  the  Vatican  whence  pro- 
ceeded the  oracles  of  truth,  he  establishes  his 
chair  of  ruin,  from  Avhich  he  floods  the  entire 
city  with  false  doctrines,  blasphemies,  impiety 
and  obscenity.  Low  and  sacrilegious  masquer- 
ades are  organized  under  his  inspiration.  In  them, 
priests,  religious,  cardinals  and  even  the  Vicar  of 
Christ  are  all  shamefully  travestied.  Is  not  this 
the  abomination  of  desolation  in  the  holy  place? 
Who  will  deliver  the  Holy  Father?  who  will  re- 
establish him  in. his  rights?  who  will  surround 
him  again  with  the  love  and  filial  veneration  of 
Christian  nations?  The  reply  to  these  questions 
can  be  written  only  with  tears.  Casting  our  eyes 
over  Europe,  we  see  on  all  sides  hatred  or  indif- 
ference. Though  children  of  the  Papacy,  all  the 
nations  of  the  present  day  are  either  openly  hos- 
tile to  it,  or  secret  accomplices  in  the  attempts 
against  it,  or  stupidly  indifferent.  The  bitter 
words  pronounced  by  our  Saviour  in  ascend- 
ing Calvary:  I  have  sought  one  to  console  Me 
and  found  him  not, — Quasici  consolanfem  me  et  non 
•inceni, — may  be  repeated  by  Pius  IX  from  the 
height  of  the  Calvary  to  which  the  Revolution  has 
led  niin:  I  sought  in  all  Europe  a  liberator  and  I 
found  none :  Quasivi  comolantem  me  et  non  invent. 

A  miracle  alone  can  drive  the  revolution  from 
Rome,  free  the  Pope,  save  the  Church  and  restore 
lo  her  her  legitimate  authority  over  the  world. 
This  miracle,  which  must  be  ardently  implored, 
will  be  the  greatest  of  all  miracles.  The  Angelus 
if  recited  with  faith  is  one  of  the  most  powerful 
means  to  obtain  it.  If  three  times  a  clay  the  hun- 
dren  and  fifty  millions  of  Catholics  scattered  all 
over  the  globe  were  to  fall  on  their  knees  and 
at  the  sound  of  the  bell  send  up  to  Heaven  their 
cry  of  alarm,  could  the  Father  of  mercies  remain 
long  unmoved  at  such  a  spectacle  ?  Is  it  not  writ- 
ten :  Prayer  ascends  and  mercies  descend:  Ascendit 
deprecatio  et  descendit  Dei  miseratio. 

What  is  the  state  of  society  at  the  present  time  ? 
Christianity  is  the  life  of  nations.  For  it  alone 
gives  a  sanction  to  power  and  duty;  it  alone  is  the 
guardian  of  truth  and  the  rule  of  justice;  it  alone 
gives,  by  its  rewards  and  punishments,  a  serious 
sanction  to  human  constitutions. 


Of  these  truths  an  iucontestible  proof  is  found  in 
those  people  who  have  never  been  Christians  or 
who  have  ceased  to  be  such.  An  interminable 
tissue  of  unjust  wars,  raging  tyranny,  shameful  and 
cruel  superstitions,  intellectual  and  moral  degrada- 
tion ;  their  history,  bloody  and  shameful  as  it  is, 
is  the  irrefutable  apology  of  Christianity. 

The  actual  world  no  longer  desires  Christ- 
ianity. Let  us. judge,  not  by  the  exceptions  but 
by  the  collection.  Listen  with  the  least  atten- 
tion to  what  it  says ;  follow  the  progress  of  Gov- 
ernments; observe  the  general  tendencies  of  so- 
ciety; study  the  public  morals;  see  what  takes 
place.  In  everything  one  voice  alone  is  heard  in 
every  language  night  and  day :  We  no  longer  de- 
sire Christianity.  Its  yoke  presses  us,  its  words 
importune  us,  its  sight  alone  irritates  us.  We  are 
strong  enough  to  pass  beyond  it,  to  be  happy  with- 
out it,  away  from,  it,  inspite  of  it:  nolumus  Tiunc 
regnare  super  nos! 

This  deicide  cry  which  the  terrified  world  had 
heard  but  once,  on  the  day  of  the  crucifixion  of 
the  Son  of  God,  some  years  before  the  ruin  of  Jeru- 
salem prefiguring  the  end  of  the  world,  we  hear 
again.  It  is  no  time  or  for  dissimulation;  if  Eu- 
rope does  not  return  sincerely  to  God,  the  infernal 
cry  will  have  the  same  consequence  that  it  had 
before.  More  serious  perhaps ;  because  we  know, 
better  than  the  Jews  did,  Him  whose  fall  and 
death  we  seek.  Who  does  not  distinguish  the 
forerunners  of  a  catastrophe  unheard  of  in  history  ! 
Is  not  Europe  undermined  with  false  doctrines  and 
secret  socities  ?  does  not  every  country  count  by 
thousands  those  that  blaspheme  and  deny  all  that 
is  true,  holy  and  necessary  to  save  the  world  from 
falling  into  barbarism?  and  as  the  army  of  the 
sophists  is  always  followed  by  an  army  of  barba- 
rians, we  see  in  every  quarter  of  Europe  savage 
hordes  greedy  of  blood,  pillage  and  destruction. 
Old  Europe  passes  from  revolution  to  revolution 
and  is  always  on  the  brink  of  some  new  catas- 
trophe. Such  being  the  state  of  society,  need  I  add 
that  a  miracle  alone  can  save  us. 

The  situation  of  a  Catholic  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  may  be  compared  to  that  of  the  children 
in  the  fiery  furnace  of  Babylon.  On  all  sides  of 
him  there  is  fire,  danger — danger  to  his  faith  and 
danger  to  his  morals.  The  half  of  Europe  is  heret- 
ical orschismatical ;  the  other  half,  nominally  Cath- 
lic,  is  by  no  means  Catholic  at  heart  or  in  mind  a 
great  Scandal  capable  of  shaking  the  strongest 
faith.  Scandal  in  those  laws  which,  placing  all  reli- 
gions on  the  same  level,  are  a  public,  permanent 
and  practical  profession  of  atheism ;  scandal  in  the 
flood  of  poisoned  writings  which  each  evening 
are  issued  from  all  the  capitals,  and  even  cities  less 
important,  to  fall  on  the  morrow,  like  the  destruc- 


Maria. 


333 


tive  locusts  of  central  Africa,  on  the  countries,  into 
the  most  obscure  hamlets,  and  even  the  most  iso- 
lated farms.  Scandal  in  the  unbridled  luxury, 
monstrous  idolatry  of  the  body,  the  fruit  of  sensu- 
ality and  vanity.  Scandal,  in  fine,  in  the  spirit 
of  pride  and  insubordination  which  exist  every- 
where, both  in  the  family  and  in  society.  From 
the  highest  to  the  lowest,  no  one  is  willing  to  obey ; 
even  children  no  longer  will  bear  with  reprimands 
or  counsel.  In  the  midst  of  these  scandals  and 
in  the  face  of  this  indifference  in  regard  to  reli- 
gion, on  the  part  of  so  great  a  number  of  men, 
how,  without  a  miracle,  can  the  Catholic  of  the 
nineteenth  century  preserve  to  the  end,  intact,  his 
morals  and  his  faith. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  Did  I  understand  you  that  my  sister  and  the 
children  are  to  spend  the  day  with  Sybil?" 

Mrs.  Weston  had  not  yet  risen;  indeed  she  was 
scarcely  awake ;  but,  half-supported  by  her  elbow, 
she  was  sipping  the  cup  of  coffee  her  maid  had 
just  brought  in,  when  Mr.  Weston,  who  was  ready 
for  his  early  breakfast,  came  out  of  his  dressing- 
room,  instead  of  going  downstairs  by  the  other 
door,  as  he  usually  did,  to  ask  her  this, 

"Yes.  It  had  to  be  done;  and  the  sooner  the 
better,  I  thought,"  was  the  ungracious  reply. 

"And  why  so,  may  I  ask?  My  sister  and  her 
children  are  always  welcome,  I  hope,  in  my  house," 
he  said, — in  his  grave,  cold  tones. 

"Oh,  dear  me!  I  am  hardly  awake  yetl  Of 
course  they  are;  and  there's  no  need  to  talk  so  ab- 
surdly. Though,  to  be  frank,  I  am  not  fond  of 
boys'  company, — such  noisy,  boisterous  creatures." 

"-I  am  sorry  that  you  will  be  incommoded,  Anne, 
but  I  stepped  in  to  say  that  the  children  must  have 
the  freedom  of  the  house  to-day.  Let  them  romp 
round  and  enjoy  themselves;  there's  plenty  of 
room  for  them.  If  they  upset  things  and  make  a 
litter,  let  the  servants  see  to  it;  and  if  they  smash 
up  any  of  3'our  bric-a  brae  nonsense,  I  will  repair 
all  damages.  They  do  not  come  often ;  and  when 
they  do,  I  wish  them  to  be  happy,"  This  was  a 
great  deal  for  this  usually  silent  man  to  say  at 
once,  and  it  showed  that  he  had  been  thinking  the 
matter  over,  and  meant  to  have  things  his  own  way. 

"  It  is  not  a  pleasant  thing  in  prospect  to  have 
company  who  can  only  be  happy  under  such  con- 
ditions, in  a  house  like  this;  but  of  course  your 
will  is  law,  Mr.  Weston." 


"Send  the  carriage  for  them.  I  will  call  and 
tell  them  to  be  ready  at  eleven  o'clock,"  was  all 
that  Mr.  Weston  said,  as  he  turned  and  walked  out 
of  the  room. 

Mrs.  Weston  touched  her  call-bell ;  sent  her  cof- 
fee away,  scarcely  tasted,  when  her  maid  ap- 
peared; ordered  the  room  to  be  darkened;  then 
with  a  languid  sigh  leaned  her  head  back  upon 
her  pillows,  to  think  over  the  situation.  Anyone 
would  have  supposed  that  her  highest  interests 
were  at  stake,  to  behold  her,  while  she  was  making 
up  her  mind  as  to  the  best  way  of  meeting  the  ex- 
pected invasion.  It  was  an  exigency  that  would 
require  tact  and  good  grace  on  her  part;  she  de- 
termined, however,  that  while  she  would  not  oniit 
the  necessary  effort  to  put  her  guests  on  the  re- 
quired footing  as  suggested  by  her  husband,  she 
would  escape  the  worst  of  it  by  flight,  under  pre- 
tense of  being  obliged  to  see  the  "  butcher  and  ba- 
ker, and  candlestick-maker,"  on  business,  and  the 
modiste,  to  give  her  some  new  instructions  about 
her  step-daughter's  dresses — which  would  consume 
at  least  three  hours,  and  give  her  something  to 
look  forward  to  amidst  her  coming  vexations. 

Donald  was  sent  to  Mrs.  Waite's  at  the  appointed 
time :  everyone  was  ready,  and  there  was  no  delay 
in  filling  the  carriage,  which  was  a  little  crowded, 
but  that  only  added  to  the  fun;  the  door  was 
banged  to  by  the  footman,  the  horses  pranced  off 
with  a  grand  air;  and  the  children,  their  bright 
ruddy  faces  filling  each  window,  did  not  fail  in  the 
exuberance  of  their  delight  to  give  a  smile  and 
nod  to  every  living  soul  they  knew  and  happened 
to  meet  on  the  way.  A  whole  holiday,  with  un- 
limited prospects  of  enjoyment  ahead,  was  not  an 
everyday  affair,  and  they  had  a  vague  idea  that 
everybody  else  was  as  glad  of  it  as  themselves. 

Sybil  and  Edyth  were  in  the  hall,  awaiting  their 
arrival;  and  there  were  embraces,  hand-shaking, 
outbursts  of  glee  and  merry  shouts  of  laughter  that 
filled  the  stately,  silent  house  with  unwonted, 
echoes.  Mrs.  Weston,  who  was  just  finishing  her 
breakfast,  came  forward  to  meet  and  welcome  them 
just  as  the  youngsters  made  a  rush  across  the  hall 
towards  the  drawing-room,  propelling  John's 
wheeled-chair  with  such  velocity  that  they  could 
scarcely  stop  it  in  time  to  avoid  running  their 
aunt  down. 

"We  were  just  fetching  John  to  see  you,  Aunt 
Weston,"  said  Baste,  a  little  dismayed.  "  Mamma 
sent  the  chair  before  we  started,  and  it  was  all 
ready,  waiting  in  the  hall,  when  we  got  here ;  so 
we  fixed  the  old  fellow  on  his  cushions,  and  he 
was  coming  to  make  his  bow,  you  know." 

"  I  know,  and  thank  you,  John ;  how  do  you  do  ? 
How  do  you  all  do?  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you 
all ;  but  you  must  be  careful  over  these  slippery 
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floors.  My  dear  Louise,  how  kind  of  you  to  come! " 
said  Mrs.  Weston,  embracing  her  sister-in-law; 
''attd  Mademoiselle  Natalie," — she  added,  as  she 
offered  her  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  which  Natalie 
barely  touched,  as  in  courtesy  bound — and,  as  Mrs. 
Weston  thought,  with  a  very  proper  absence  of 
familiarity,  which  proved  that  she  knew  her  place ; 
so  little  can  people  understand  the  motif  by  what 
appears  on  the  surface.  She  told  the  boys  that 
they  "were  to  enjoy  themselves,  and  that  John 
was  to  be  rolled  wherever  he  wished  to  go, — that 
Edyth  and  Clara  were  to  have  a  free  holiday  to 
amuse  themselves  as  they  pleased, — and  that  Sybil 
could  remain  with  her  aunt  and  herself,  or  with 
them,  whichever  way  they  might  settle  it ; "  and 
they  elected  by  acclamation  their  claim  to  her, 
and  their  will  to  have  her  with  them. 

"I'll  make  a  bargain  with  you,"  said  Mrs.  "Wes- 
ton, smiling — although  nearly  deafened, — "yon 
shall  have  Sybil  until  after  luncheon ;  then,  as  I 
am  obliged  to  run  away  for  a  little  while  to  attend 
to  some  business  affairs,  she  will  do  the  honors  in 
my  absence,  and  take  care  of  you,  dear  Louise, 
until  I  return.  You  can  have  a  nice  long  talk 
together  in  Sybil's  own  room,  where  you  can  shut 
out  'all  the  world  beside,'  especially  the  little 
pitchers  with  big  ears." 

"  Give  yourself  no  concern  about  us,  Anne ;  I 
know  you  are  a  woman  of  many  cares,  and  it  is 
rather  late  in  the  day  to  begin  making  a  stranger 
of  me,"  said  Mrs.  Waite ;  "  but  indeed  I  must  re- 
monstrate against  your  giving  my  boys  such  un- 
limited freedom  to  do  as  they  please;  they  are 
not  accustomed  to  playing  round  where  any  par- 
ticular  care  is  necessary,  and  they'll  be  sure  to 
forget,  and  do  some  accidental  mischief. 

"Never  mind  if  they  do.  I  suppose  Mademoi- 
selle Natalie  will  stay  with  them ;  and  so  they  don't 
upset  my  marble  Phryne  there,  and  break  my  mir- 
rors, I  don't  care.  Come,  let  us  run  off  from  these 
young  Berserkers ;  I  want  to  shew  you  some  of 
the  pretty  things  I  have  purchased  for  Sybil,"  said 
Mrs.  Weston,  taking  Mrs.  Waite's  arm,  and  leading 
her  away,  wishing  in  her  inmost  heart  that  she 
had  a  prairie  at  hand  into  which  she  might  turn 
the  healthy,  riotous  invaders  of  the  quiet  of  her 
elegant  home,  where  the}'  might  shout,  prance, 
tumble  and  gallop  to  their  hearts'  content,  with- 
out doing  mischief.  The  young  Waites,  who  had 
never  had  the  least  experience  of  the  shallowness 
and  insincerity  of  worldlings,  accepted  their  aunt's 
expressions  in  simple,  good  faith,  as  the  imme- 
diate scamper  and  uproar  they  forthwith  plunged 
into  testified;  their  unrestrained  shouts  of  laugh- 
ter, and  the  rapid  rumbling  sound  of  John's 
wheeled  chair  over  the  polished  floors  where  they 
were  not  covered  by  soft  Persian  mats,  rising  in 


a  confused  din   that  set   her  teeth  on  edge  and 
made  her  wish  the  day  was  over. 

But  once  in  her  own  apartment,  with  the  doors 
closed  to  deaden  the  noise  from  below,  she  re- 
covered  her  almost  lost  composure;  and  in  the 
truly  feminine  delight  she  enjoyed  in  spreading 
out  and  expatiating  on  some  of  her  purchases  of 
the  day  before,  she  forgot  for  the  time  being  the 
cause  of  irritation. 

Mrs.  "VVaite  admired  the  rare  filmy  laces,  and 
other  costly  articles  that  are  considered  indispen- 
sible  in  the  make-up  of  a  fashionable  toilette; 
they  were  beautiful,  and  as  the  results  of  ingenious 
industries  and  patient  toil  that  gave  bread  to  the 
children  of  poverty,  they  were  extremely  interest- 
ing to  her;  but  the  thought  of  the  vanity  fos- 
tered by  their  possession,  the  immense  sums  swal- 
lowed up  to  obtain  them,  and  the  sin  and  shame 
that  the  desire  to  have  them  too  often  originates, 
passed  through  her  mind,  the  pleasure  kindled 
by  the  sight  of  them  faded  out  of  her  face, — and 
Mrs.  Weston,  who  was  quick  to  notice  the  change, 
imagined  that  her  sister-in-law  was  either  without 
taste,  or  that  she  was  blaming  her  in  her  heart 
for  wasting  money  on  such  trifles. 

"  I  know  exactly  what  you  are  thinking  about, 
Louise,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  with  a  good-natured 
laugh ;  "  but  you  must  recollect  that  but  for  the 
extravagance  of  the  wealthy,  the  people  who  make 
these  beautiful  things  would  starve." 

"Those  who  make  them  manage  just  not  to 
starve  on  the  prices  they  receive  for  producing 
such  marvellous  fabrics  by  the  patient  labor  of 
their  hands.  "A  few  sous  a  day  for  such  work  as 
this!"  said  Mrs.  Waite,  holding  up  against  the 
light  a  poinie-aplique  overskirt,  "the  sum  total, 
when  completed,  from  fifty  to  an  hundred  francs, 
for  the  labor  of  many  months;  the  employers  sell 
it  for  eight  hundred,  and  by  the  time  it  reaches  our 
market  it  is  valued  at  hundreds  of  dollars  in  our 
currency,  each  dollar  representing  five  francs  of 
theirs.  If  the  wealthy  purchased  from  the  toilers 
themselves,  their  extravagance  would  assume  the 
dignity  of  a  virtue;  but  as  it  is  now,  it  simply 
enlarges  the  power  of  monopolies,  and  the  oppor- 
tunities for  employers  to  oppress  and  grind  the 
faces  of  the  poor ;  they  grow  rich  on  the  necessities 
and  the  hard-wrung  labor  of  their  employees." 

"  My  dear  Louise,  I  know  nothing  on  earth  about 
the  value  of  labor,  and  couldn't  set  the  world  right 
if  I  did.  I  buy  things  that  Hike,  without  going 
into  all  sorts  of  disagreeable  analysis  about  the 
how,  and  the  why,  and  the  wherefore  of  their  pro- 
duction. I  take  things  as  I  find  them,  and  put  senti- 
mentality out  of  the  question.  I  confess  I  would 
rather  pay  the  paysan  who  fabricates  these  won- 
derful laces,  than  buy  them  here  where  I  know 
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that  I  pay  a  fictitious  value  for  them ;  but  wliafCan 
I  do  ?  Simply  nothing." 

"Do  not  buy  them;  give  their  price  to  the  suf- 
fering and  destitute,  who  are  willing  to  work  if 
they  have  the  opportunity  to  do  so,"  said  Mrs. 
Waite,  with  a  sweet,  grave  smile. 

"  And  go  without  laces  !  I  declare,  Louise,  you 
must  be  moon-struck  !  Why,  your  own  brother 
says — and  I  don't  suppose  you'll  question  his  judg- 
ment— that  the  revenues  of  the  Government  would 
fall  off  millions,  and  it  would  end  in  a  general 
bankruptcy,  if  it  were  not  for  the  importation  of 
luxuries,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Weston,  opening  her 
eyes  and  emphasizing  her  words  as  if  her  argument 
was  unanswerable. 

"  That's  business-logic  at  any  rate ;  but  I  wonder 
if  my  brother  ever  considered  that  poverty  with- 
out honest  toil,  and  the  neglect  to  provide  work 
suitable  to  their  age  and  condition — for  the  chil- 
dren of  the  poorer  classes,  turn  loose  in  every 
community  a  class  who,  in  the  aggregate  results, 
cost  the  country  ten  times  as  much  as  some  wise 
provision  to  secure  them  the  means  of  living  by 
their  own  labor  would  do  ?  It  is  this  neglect  and 
indifference  that  provides  and  fosters  the  material 
for  public  disturbances,  bloody  revolutions,  and 
even  pestilence  itself,1'  said  Mrs.  Waite,  who  had 
often  discussed  these  grave  subjects  with  her  hus- 
band— who  used  to  call  all  public  evils  that  grew 
out  of  imperfect  legislation  combined  with  indif- 
ference on  the  part  of  those  whose  duty  it  is  to 
agitate  causes  and  correct  evils,  "  Frankenstien's 
Man",  a  monster  created  by  the  audacious  experi- 
ments of  a  student,  who,  by  unholy  spells,  occult 
sciences,  and  the  application  of  secrets  torn  from 
the  very  grave,  succeeded  in  fashioning  and  endow- 
ing with  life  a  creature  who  was  a  curse  wherever 
he  appeared,  who  stalked  the  earth,  carrying  dis- 
may, horror,  and  crime  with  him.  Mrs.  Waite 
had  not  the  slightest  purpose,  when  she  came  up- 
stairs with  her  sister-in-law,  of  getting  into  so  seri- 
ous a  discussion  as  the  present,  but  they  were  both 
so  antagonistic,  in  every  respect,  to  each  other, — 
one  devoted  to  worldliness,  and  of  the  *  earth 
earthy,'  so  that  her  very  blood  was  tinctured  with 
the  venom  of  its  precepts — the  other,  placing  God 
above  all,  and  living  on  a  more  elevated  plane,  with 
a  supernatural  motif  to  guide  and  govern  her  in  all 
her  acts, — that  it  is  not  strange,  having  really  noth- 
ing in  common,  that  they  should  disagree  when- 
ever a  principle  was  at  issue. 

"  How  very  uncomfortable  you  must  be  all  the 
time,  Louise,  bothering  your  brain  over  things  that 
you  can  no  more  help  than  I  can !  I'm  very  thank- 
ful I  don't  take  things  to  heart  as  you  do." 

"  No :  we  can't  remove  the  evils  referred  to," 
replied  Mrs.  Waite,  with  a  quick,  suppressed  sigh ; 


"but  let  us  in  God's  name  do  the  little  we  can  to 
avert  them.  For  instance,  the  next  time  you  are 
tempted  to  pay  an  hundred  dollars  for  a  lace 
pocket-handkerchief,  consider  how  many  sick  and 
shivering  human  beings  that  money  would  buy  fuel 
for;  how  many  hearts  would  be  gladdened  by  the 
price  of  a  thing  that  scarcely  covers  your  hand  ! 
And  then,  dear  Anne, — pardon  me,  for  I  do  not 
mean  to  be  officious — do  not,  I  beg  of  you,  for  our 
dear  Lord's  sake  !  foster,  by  a  too  indulgent  desire 
to  make  Sybil  happy,  the  pride  and  vanity  that  ia 
latent  in  every  human  heart.  She  is  all  untried  in 
the  world  and  its  ways,  and  will,  I  dread,  be  vul- 
nerable to  the  temptations  that  will  beset  her:  do 
not  urge  her  beyond  her  strength  into  the  glare 
and  dazzle  and  bewilderments  of  fashionable  life." 

"  Louise,  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say  about 
Sybil, — it  might  as  well  be  said  first  as  last,  to 
prevent  all  future  misunderstanding," — said  Mrs. 
Weston,  all  the  pleasant  expression  gone  out  of  her 
face,  and  a  hard,  determined  look  in  every  line  of 
it.  "  YoU  know  I  am  not  answerable  for  Sybil's 
position  as  a  rich  man's  daughter :  that  is  an  ar. 
rangement  of  Providence ;  nor  am  I  responsible  for 
the  very  natural  fact  that  her  father  wishes  her  to 
make  her  debut  into  society  in  a  manner  creditable 
to  his  business  and  social  standing;  but  having 
intrusted  me  with  his  wishes  on  this  point,  I  shall 
perform  the  duty  to  the  very  best  of  my  ability, 
according  to  the  acknowledged  laws  of  society ;  and 
Sybil's  piety  must  undergo  the  test.  I  suppose 
that  worldliness  is  a  disease  more  hurtful  to  some 
than  to  others,  as  most  maladies  are;  but  she'll 
have  to  run  the  risk,  and  I  can't  help  it.  As  to  the 
lace  handkerchief,  I  don't  happen  to  want  one  at 
present;  but  if  you  hear  of  any  poor  person  want- 
ing fuel,  I'll  be  glad  to  send  money  to  buy  it  for 
them.  I  like  to  give;  in  fact  I'm  never  happier 
than  when  I  am  giving  something  or  other  away, 
particularly  old  rubbish  that  I  have  no  use  for." 

Not  a  supernatural  motif  certainly,  but  one  of 
temperament  and  egotism  combined ;  but  as  it 
was  the  means  of  affording  relief  very  often  where 
it  was  much  needed,  and  winning  the  prayers  of 
the  grateful  poor  for  Mrs.  Weston,  it  might,  after 
a  season,  blossom  into  that  animus  which  governs 
every  act  for  the  love  of  God. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  ONE  may  live  a  conqueror,  or  a  king,  or  a  mag- 
istrate," says  Daniel  Webster,  "  but  he  must  die 
a  man.  The  bed  of  death  brings  every  human 
being  to  his  pure  individuality,  to  the  intense  con- 
templation of  that  deepest  and  most  solemn  of  all 
relations,  the  relation  between  the  creature  and 
his  Creator." 
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BY  LADY  GEORGIAKA  FTJLLERTOW. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

When  Eugenie  took  leave  of  her  family,  no  one 
but  herself  supposed  that  separation  to  be  a  final 
parting.  Her  parents  thought  she  was  going  to 
Paris  with  no  other  object  than  to  become  practi- 
cally acquainted  witli  the  details  of  the  work  which 
the  Vicaire  of  St.  Merry  had  brought  under  her  no- 
tice. She  gave,  herself,  to  a  friend,  the  following 
account  of  that  important  moment  of  her  life: 

"I  rose  on  the  morning  of  the  19th  of  January 
with  a  terrible  weight  on  my  heart,  went  to  Mass, 
and  received  Holy  Communion  in  the  Church  of 
Looz,  and  earnestly  prayed  for  help  to  Our  Lady  of 
Grace.  One  of  my  sisters  who  was  going  witli  me 
was  in  the  highest  spirits  at  the  thought  of  the 
journey.  Nothing  could  be  more  different  than 
my  state  of  mind.  I  knew  that  I  was  on  the  road 
to  Calvary.  A  great  number  of  our  friends  met  us 
at  the  station,  to  bid  us  farewell ;  I  told  them  all 
that  I  hoped  soon  to  come  back,  but  at  the  bottom 
of  my  heart  I  felt  that  I  did  not  believe  it.  At 
last  the  whistle  sounded  and  away  we  went.  The 
train  seemed  to  me  to  clear  the  distance  between 
Lille  and  Paris,  with  the  speed  of  lightning.  My 
heart  was  breaking,  but  there  was  no  question 
then  of  turning  back;  indeed  I  should  never  have 
forgiven  myself  if  I  had  been  so  unfaithful  to  grace 
as  to  give  up  my  resolution  of  seeing  with  my  own 
eyes  the  little  establishment  in  the  Rue  de  St.  Mar- 
tin. My  companions  were  all  doing  their  best  to 
raise  my  spirits,  but  my  only  consolation  was  to 
salute  the  spires  of  the  churches  as  we  swiftly  flew 
past  them,  and  to  pray  to  our  Lord  present  in  each 
of  them  for  strength  and  courage,  for  all  my  energy 
seemed  to  be  ebbing  away." 

It  was  in  this  depressed  state  of  mind  that  the 
Foundress  of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  arrived 
at  that  great  city  of  Paris,  the  centre  of  so  much 
good,  the  hotbed  of  so  much  evil,  the  battle-field 
where  some  of  God's  most  faithful  soldiers  have 
been  waging  war  for  nearly  a  century  with  the 
most  desperate  and  powerful  of  Satan's  hosts. 
They  have  maintained  their  ground — these  com- 
batants; they  occupy  even  now  many  a  vantage 
post,  but  the  conflict  is  still  raging;  the  sons  of 
the  Crusaders  under  the  banner  of  Our  Lady  of 
Victories  are  still  keeping  at  bay  the  sons  of  Vol- 
taire, the  evil  genius  of  France.  But  will  the 
Te  Deum  of  their  final  triumph  be  sung  with  ex- 
ulting joy  in  the  walls  of  Notre  Dame,  or  with 


tears  over  the  smoking  ruins  of  Paris?  God  only 
knows!  We  who  love  that  fairest  city  on  earth, — 
not  for  its  matchless  beauty. — not  for  its  old  tra- 
ditionary glories, — but  for  the  holy  and  great  and 
noble  Sanctuaries, — for  its  devout  Religious  Houses, 
its  innumerable  works  of  mercy,  its  recent  martyrs, 
and  its  hidden  Saints ; — wTe  can  but  say  from  our 
hearts  together :  "  May  she  know  in  this  her  day 
the  things  that  belong  to  her  peace." 

Some  such  thoughts  as  these  may  have  been  in 
Eugenie's  mind  twenty  years  ago,  when  she  drove 
through  the  streets  of  Paria  to  the  habitation  of 
the  infant  Community  she  had  come  to  visit  and 
possibly  to  join. 

A  great  disappointment  awaited  her.  When  the 

good  Abbe had  spoken  of  his  foundation  and 

of  a  few  persons  leading  together  a  community  life, 
she  had  pictured  to  herself  a  very  poor  and  simple 
abode,  but  one  with  some  little  resemblance  to  a 
Religious  house;  she  was  dismayed  at  finding  that 
holy  poverty  had  constrained  the  associates  to  ac- 
cept the  offer  of  a  lady  who  had  lent  them  a  few 
rooms  adjoining  her  own  apartment. 

Mdlle.  N was  a  governess,  a  devout  and 

generous  person,  who  had  some  intention  it  seemed 
of  joining  the  Community  at  a  future  period,  but 
in  the  mean  time  she  had  a  great  many  pupils  who 
came  to  her  house  to  take  lessons.  The  noise  of 
the  piano  was  incessant,  and  as  a  door  opened  from 
her  school-room  into  the  rooms  of  the  Community, 

Mdlle.  N wras  continually  going  in  and  out; 

this  must  have  been  most  trying  to  persons  who 
naturally  looked  on  the  religious  life  as  one  of  un- 
interrupted regularity  and  prayer. 

Eugenie  had  been  used  to  the  sacrifices  required 
by  an  active  round  of  works  of  charity,  but  was 
not  yet  inured  to  that  higher  sort  of  abnegation 
practised  in  obscure,  humiliating,  trivial  circum- 
stances, which  have  nothing  romantic  or  striking, 
or  in  any  way  gratifying  to  natural  feeling.  This 
form  of  self-devotion  is  an  acquired  taste,  so  to 
speak,  which  indicates  the  highest  perfection  of 
the  Religious  spirit.  Its  growth  is  slow,  and  it 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  in  the  outset  of  her 
community  life,  Eugenie,  untrained  as  yet  in  the 
peculiar  qualities  requisite  for  her  vocation,  shrank 
with  something  like  disgust  from  the  particular 
form  in  which  it  was  presented  to  her.  The  best 
proof  of  the  reality  of  that  vocation  was  given  by 
the  fact  that  she  courageously  set  herself  to  over- 
come this  distaste,  and  frankly  acknowledging  to 
the  Vicaire  de  St.  Merry  how  much  the  effort  cost 
her.  He  did  his  best  to  reconcile  her  to  what  it 
was  impossible  to  obviate  at  that  moment,  but 
which  of  course  could  only  be  a  temporary  state 
of  things. 

Eugenie  wished  to  do  nothing  until  she  had  ob- 
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tained  for  the  infant  Community  the  approval  and 
blessing  of  the  Archbishop  of  Paris.  Her  coadju- 
tor would  have  liked  to  put  off  a  little  this  deci- 
sive step;  but  after  some  hesitation  he  yielded  the 
point,  and  offered  to  introduce  her  to  the  Abbe  Ga- 
briel, Cure  of  St.  Merry,  who  was  greatly  in  favor 
of  the  work  and  would  willingly  give  her  a  letter 
to  Monseigneur  Sibour. 

As  the  name  of  the  Abbe  Gabriel  is  closely  con- 
nected with  the  first  beginnings  of  the  Helper  of 
the  Holy  Souls,  it  will  not  be  amiss  to  say  a  few 
words  of  the  character,  the  talent,  and  the  life  of 
a  man  who  may  be  reckoned  amongst  the  most 
ardent  and  successful  Apostolic  laborers  of  the 
last  half-century  in  France.  He  had  all  the  qual- 
ities requisite  for  a  missioner  as  well  as  for  a  par- 
ish priest.  His  zeal  and  charity  knew  no  bounds, 
and  had  that  peculiar  French  elan  (we  have  no 
such  word  in  English ;  is  it  that  what  it  expresses 
does  not  exist  in  our  nature?)  that  impulsive  ar- 
dor which  acts  like  magic  on  an  impressionable 
people. 

We  find  him  at  Pezends,  his  first  mission,  forc- 
ing his  way  into  the  room  of  a  man  the  very  per- 
sonification of  the  rabid  revolutionary  spirit  of  '93, 
who  had  never  heard  or  uttered  the  word  priest 
without  blasphemy  and  cursing,  who  when  he  saw 
him  enter  as  he  was  lying  on  his  death-bed,  poured 
forth  every  expression  of  hatred  and  contempt  that 
the  vocabulary  of  the  sans  culottes  could  furnish, 
and  fell  back  exhausted  with  rage  but  still  grind- 
ing his  teeth  at  the  Catholic  who  dared  to  darken 
his  doors.  But  the  young  Abbd  staid  by  his  side, 
and  when  he  was  fainting  raised  him  in  his  arms 
and  kissed  the  livid  brow  contracted  with  wild 
passion,  and  poured  forth  such  a  torrent  of  loving 
words  and  impassioned  desires  to  aid  and  to  save 
the  dying  sinner  that  the  fierce  heart  was  softened, 
and  tears  fell  from  those  eyes  which  had  perhaps 
never  before  been  thus  moistened.  That  man  died 
believing,  hoping,  and  loving.  His  last  request 
was  that  the  doors  of  his  house  might  be  thrown 
open,  so  that  all  his  townsmen  might  see  and  know 
that  he  died  a  Christian  and  a  Catholic.  Again 
we  meet  the  Abbe  Gabriel  preaching  during  Lent 
at  Marseilles  when  the  cholera  was  raging,  falling 
ill  himself  of  that  disease,  remounting  the  pulpit 
the  first  moment  he  recovered,  and,  with  a  bold- 
ness which  took  every  one  by  surprise,  exclaming: 
"Bring  our  Lord  out  of  the  Tabernacle!  Carry 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  triumph  through  your 
streets  and  public  places.  Let  every  knee  bend 
before  Him,  and  every  head  be  bowed  down !".... 
There  was  one  difficulty  which  in  his  enthusiasm 
the  preacher  had  forgotten.  Since  the  Revolution 
of  1830,  processions  outside  the  churches  were  for- 
bidden by  the  Government.  The  Prefat  was  in 


consternation,  and  the  Bishop  alarmed,  for  the 
voice  of  the  preacher  had  reached  the  hearts  of 
the  people,  and  the  population  of  Marseilles  rose 
like  one  man  and  claimed  the  right  to  do  as  their 
ancestors  had  done,  since  the  days  of  the  holy 
Bishop  Belzuine,  a  hundred  years  before,  when  the 
plague  was  stayed  whilst  the  faithful  walked  in 
procession  through  the  decimated  city.  The  vox 
populi  could  not  be  withstood ;  the  authorities 
gave  way;  twenty  thousand  persons  marched  out 
into  the  streets  with  lighted  tapers  in  their  hands. 
Women  exclaimed  in  their  native  patois,  as  the 
image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  seen  once  more 
in  the  light  of  the  broad  sunshine,  "  Viva  bon  chol- 
era! It  has  given  us  back  our  Mother !  " 

Every  year  since  then,  (he  time-honored  proces- 
sion has  been  renewed.  The  demagogues,  for  one 
moment  in  power  during  the  last  war,  tried  to  for- 
bid this  popular  manifestation  of  religious  faith; 
but  in  vain.  The  true  democracy,  whose  instincts 
are  utterly  at  variance  with  that  false  and  spurious 
counterfeit,  modern  Liberalism,  won  the  day,  as 
it  had  done  at  the  voice  of  the  Abbe  Gabriel  forty 
years  ago,  and  asserted  its  highest  right — "  Free- 
dom  to  worship  God." 

During  the  revolution  of  '48,  this  zealous  priest 
formed  one  of  the  devoted  band  who  wen  I  about 
amongst  the  workmen  and  the  mob  speaking  of 
Christ  and  of  religion  in  opposition  to  the  wild 
theories  of  the  street  orators — ventured  into  thr 
clubs  to  plead  the  cause  of  humanity,  and  stood 
on  the  barricades  to  assist  the  dying  on  both  sides. 
His  eloquence  was  sometimes  compared  to  that 
of  Lacordaire — yet  he  never  was  a  popular  preacher. 
His  influence  was  immense,  and  yet  his  name  is 
not  famous;  his  labors  were  incessant,  but  little 
talked  of;  his  simplicity,  his  total  absence  of  van- 
ity or  ambition, — the  boldness  of  his  language, 
his  indifference  to  the  esteem  and  in  some  meas- 
ure to  the  opinions  of  others,  something  perhaps  a 
little  paradoxical  in  his  expressions,  inspired  a 
sort  of  diffidence  in  those  who  were  not  intimately 
acquainted  with  him,  and  militated  against  his 
general  popularity  with  persons  of  the  world. 
But  by  the  poor  and  by  his  friends  he  was  all  but 
worshipped.  His  death  in  1866,  caused  by  an  ac- 
cident at  sea,  was  mourned  with  an  intensity  of 
grief  which  showed  the  devoted  love  felt  for  this 
holy  priest. 

His  character  was  peculiarly  congenial  to  that 
of  Eugenie  Smet.  On  her  first  introduction  to 
him  she  felt  at  once  that  she  was  conversing  with 
a  friend.  The  kindness  of  his  manner,  and  the  in- 
terest  with  which  he  entered  into  her  views,  was 
all  she  could  have  desired.  He  gave  her  a  letter 
to  the  Archbishop. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 
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"  This  is  My  Body." 

BY  T.   M.,   LL.  D. 

Touto  esti  to  somd  mou. — LUKE  xxii,  19. 

"  This"— what?  Tho'  up  to  this  'tis  not  defin'd, 

Yet  its  right  name,  being  in  the  God-Man's  mind, 

Suggests  its  gender  to  the  pronoun ;  and 

Thereby  makes  known  its  substance  beforehand: 

— (Of  Such  construction  instances  are  found 

In  Scripture  and  in  Classics  to  abound) — 

Not  Bread  is,  as  'tis  by  its  gender  known, 

But  what  the  True  Church  hath  at  all  times  shown, 

Christ's  real  Body,  after  He  had  bless'd: 

"This  is  my  Body"  are  the  words  express'd. 

"This  Cup"  not  wine  contains,  but  real  Blood, 
Christ's  own,  for  so  the  text  is  understood 
By  all  the  faithful  ever,  and  must  be, 
While  reigns  on  earth  Christ's  Christianity: 
Altho'  the  species  may  men's  minds  deceive, 
Their  notions  of  God's  nature  to  relieve. 
Just  so  the  garb  of  Human  Flesh  was  made 
The  means  thro'  which  Christ's  Godhead  was  convey'd 
To  human  reason,  weakness  to  supply 
With  flrm-bas'd  Faith  in  Christ's  Divinity; 
But  yet  with  this  view,  that  Real  Man  might  make, 
Thro'  Christ  the  God,  atonement  for  man's  sake; 
And  if  oui-  senses  would  this  Truth  gainsay, 
So  also  would  they,  when  our  Lord  made  way 
Thro'  well-clos'd  doors,  and  midst  the  Apostles  stood 
The  living  Christ,  tho'  dead:  and  so  they  would, 
When  God  with  Moses  oft  held  converse  sweet 
On  Sinai's  Mount,  whenever  'twas  deem'd  meet: 
Or  when  the  Holy  Spirit  as  a  Dove 
Appear'd,  on  Christ  descending  from  above: 
Sense  cannot  Reason  of  this  Truth  defraud, 
That  "  Nothing  is  impossible  with  God." 

At  Cana's  Wedding  Feast,  (in  John  we  read  it), 
Christ,  when  His  Virgin  Mother  interceded, 
By  having  chang'd  Water  into  Wine 
Presignifled  the  Mystic  Feast  Divine, 
At  which  the  substances  of  Wine  and  Bread 
Christ  chang'd,  then  gave  His  Flesh  and  Blood  instead, 
Whereof  all  men  may  really  partake 
And  thus  thereby  their  sinful  course  forsake. 

Then  let  us  not  like  Thomas  disbelieve, 
Because  thro'  sense  he  did  not  Christ  perceive; 
But  be  believing:  Christ  Himself  express'd: 
"  This  is  My  Body— take— This  Cup's  My  New  Be- 
quest." 


See  Rev.,  v,  6  and  8;  Luke,  xxii,  19;  John,  i,  1;  x,  9; 

xvii,  3. 

«i  i 

WE  combat  Satan  by  every  sort  of  virtue,  but  we 
vanquish  him  by  obediencce. — St.  Greyory. 

ST.  DESIS  the  Carthusian  asserts  that  every  year, 
at  Christmas  and  Easter,  the  Blessed  Virgin  de- 
scends to  purgatory,  accompanied  by  a  multitude 
of  angels,  and  delivers  many  sufl'ering  souls. 


Ex-Totos. 


N  OF  ISOTRE  DAME  DE  ForRVIERES 


BY  MISS  ROSE   HOWE. 

In  the  grotto  of  Gethsemani  stands  a  heavy 
cross  of  oak-wood,  about  four  feet  in  height  and  six 
inches  in  thickness,  which  a  German  carried  there 
on  his  shoulders  all  the  way  from  Central  Germany, 
towards  the  end  of  the  last  decade,  in  fulfilment 
of  a  vow  —  ex-volo!  The  very  Franciscans,  in  their 
coarse  brown  gowns,  bare  feet,  and  knotted  gir- 
dles, point  out  that  cross  in  wonder.  Surely  that 
German  obtained  what  he  asked,  or  somthing  bet- 
ter! In  Italy  one  frequently  sees,  as  at  Loreto, 
watches,  ear-rings,  finger-rings,  brooches,  bracelets, 
—  in  fine,  trinkets  of  all  sorts,  —  sacrifices  of  earnest 
suppliants  who  testify  to  the  intensity  of  their 
prayers  by  giving  up,  in  honor  of  Jesus,  Mary,  and 
Joseph,  justl  hose  trifles  around  which  their  heart's 
affections  are  closely  entwined.  With  us,  too  often 
young  people  endeavor  to  keep  their  love  affairs 
profoundly  secret  from  the  Almighty.  The  ostrich 
is  said  to  bury  its  head  in  the  sand  at  the  approach 
of  man,  and,  not  looking  itself,  flatters  itself  to  be 
unseen;  in  like  manner  many  lovers  banish  all 
mention  of  one  another  in  their  prayers,  and  would 
fain  persuade  themselves  that  the  Holy  Virgin 
Family  are  in  complete  ignorance  of  their  ap- 
proaching nuptials.  Then  follow  the  unwilling- 
ness to  submit  to  the  publication  of  the  banns,  and 
that  incomprehensible  aversion  to  the  nuptial 
Mass,  which  certainly  implies  an  inability  to 
grasp  at  the  simple  purity  of  the  holy  couple  of 
Cana  in  Galilee,  who  invited  that  "Jesus  and  His 
disciples"  and  that  Mary  His  Mother  "  whom  they 
apparently  think,  above  all,  desirable  to  exclude. 
There  seems  to  us  a  great  lack  of  Christian  modesty 
in  this  unholy,  giggling,  misplaced  reserve.  A  far 
brighter  chastity  do  those  customs  indicate  which 
we  find  prevailing  where  the  Catholic  Church 
wields  full  power  and  full  influence  over  her  chil- 
dren. She  imbues  them  with  a  feeling  sense  that 
the  marriage  state  is  her  honored  and  most  ancient 
Order.  Antedating  even  the  Carmelites,  it  is 
founded  by  the  Almighty  Himself,  reformed  by 
His  Only  Begotten  Son,  and  "  approved  by  every 
Pontiff  that  ever  sat  upon  the  Papal  Chair."  "  It 
is  God  who  enkindles  the  flame  of  love  in  the 
heart  of  the  young  man  and  of  the  young  woman  : 
He  blesses  it,  and  He  delights  in  it  as  the  image  of 
the  love  the  adorable  Persons  of  His  incompre- 
hensible Trinity  have  for  one  another"  say  their 
brown-habited,  barefooted  preachers  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Holy  of  Holies.  Secure  in  this  sublime 
consciousness,  girls  pray  with  simple  faith  and 
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purity  for  their  lovers  in  danger,  and  sobbingly 
vow:  "  I  promise  to  give  tliee  tlie  ring  my  mother 
bought  for  me  four  years  ago,  and  also  my  beauti- 
ful coral  set;  and  every  Saturday,  a  light  shall 
burn  for  thee,  only  give  me  back  my  Giovanni;"  * 
or,  "  Barefoot,  with  haircloth  on  my  shoulders,  I 
fulfil  my  vow,  carry  this  picture  to  the  Virgin,  and 
offer  her  these  tapers;  my  Giulio  was  dying,  I 
made  this  vow  and  the  Madonna  instantly  accorded 
us  the  favor  we  desired."  "  Look  not  at  me  now, 
I  pray  you,  but  come  hither  again  on  Sunday; 
then,  no  longer  barefoot,  but  fresher  than  the  rose, 
I  will  return  to  be  betrothed  to  Giulio." 

Instead  of  running  oft'  to  hide  from  their  friends, 
and  making  spectacles  of  themselves  to  the  travel- 
ling public,  the  newly-married  Catholics  repair  to 
some  favorite  shrine  of  Mary  to  pray  and  offer  a 
huge  wax-candle  as  ex-wto — emblem  of  their  united 
lives;  for,  as  we  have  already  learned  on  the 
Height  of  Fourvieres,  "  Love  for  Mary  makes  her 
the  veritable  Mother  of  each  family;  she  knows 
all  the  joys  and  all  the  sorrows,  and  her  children 
love  to  implore  her  protection  in  all  their  enter- 
prises as  upon  all  the  great  days  of  their  lives." 

Our  brides  lay  away  their  bridal  costumes  to 
await  silver  weddings  and  golden  weddings,  when 
sons  aud  daughters,  and  grandsons  and  grand- 
daughters, respectively,  shall  arouse  the  mirth  of 
the  merry  guests  by  paradingthe  antiquated  britad 
apparel  in  a  mock  wedding  ceremonial,  and  we 
prate  poetry  about  the  innocent  joys  of  the  home- 
circle.  Innocent  enough  it  certainly  is,  but  is  it 
not  a  more  elevating  joy  for  a  bride  to  consecrate 
her  wedding  apparel  to  the  "  Home-circle "  in 
heaven?  Brides  in  Catholic  countries  give  all 
that  they  wear  for  the  nuptial  ceremony  (or  at  least 
their  wreath)  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Where  rich 
robes  are  made  and  embroidered  for  the  statue  of 
the  Madonna,  silk,  satin,  or  moire  dresses  are  ac- 
ceptable; and  when  the  Madonna's  wardrobe  is 
well  filled,  the  wedding  dress  can  be  converted 
into  chasuble,  maniple,  and  stole.  The  fine  linen 
can  be  changed  into  surpl  ice,  amict,  and  altar-cloths. 
What  cannot  serve  the  altar  forms  a  store  for  the 
Blessed  Virgin  whence  she  may  draw  forth  outfits 
for  poor  brides  whose  rank  justifies  a  prettier  wed- 
ding array  than  their  purses  can  afford.  Whoever 
has  visited  the  great  pilgrimages  of  France  knows 
what  is  done  with  the  bridal  wreath.  It  is  framed 
and  hung  at  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  or  of 
St.  Joseph, — St.  Joseph,  the  Patron,  the  Protector 
of  the  Christian  family;  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who 
in  her  espousals  became  the  model  of  wife,  mother, 
and  widow!  Sometimes  a  date  is  written  within 
the  wreath;  and  at  Notre  Dame  de  ban  Secours, 


Italian  songs  of  the  people  (canti  popolari). 


an  ancient  pilgrimage  near  Rouen,  a  bride  thanks 
Our  Lady  of  Good  Help,  within  the  circlet  of  her 
orange-blossoms,  for  having  removed  insurmount- 
able obstacles  to  the  union  of  herself  and  bride- 
groom, and,  graciously  listening  to  their  petitions, 
united  them  at  last  in  holy  Matrimony ;  she  implores 
her  holy  Mother  to  accept  the  consecration  of  their 
lives  to  her,  to  continue  her  interest  in  them,  and 
to  pray  for  them  at  the  hour  of  their  death.  That 
is  inviting  Jesus  and  His  disciples,  and  Mary  His 
Mother,  not  only  to  the  wedding,  but  as  household 
guests  for  evermore.  And  if  the  bride  dies,  what 
more  pathetic  appeal  to  her  pious  friends  to  pray 
for  her  departed  soul  than  her  bridal  wreath  speak- 
ing to  them  from  the  Sanctuary  ? 

Could  a  Convent  chapel  be  more  beautifully  de- 
corated, or  adorned  in  a  manner  more  encouraging 
to  its  religious  in  their  labors,  than  with  the 
wreaths  of  those  who  make  their  First  Commu- 
nion, are  Confirmed,  or  receive  baptism  within 
their  walls?  What  a  delight  to  those  young  hearts 
thus  to  dedicate  their  lives  through  all  the  mazy 
turnings  of  the  future  at  the  very  altar  where 
God  gave  to  them  His  holiest  gifts,  and  left 
His  deepest  marks  upon  their  souls!  What  a 
consolation  in  the  sorrows  of  life, — what  strength 
in  the  hour  of  temptation,  what  a  call  to  the 
soul  that  has  forgotten  the  days  of  her  inno- 
cence and  fervor  amid  the  dissipations  and  sinful- 
ness  of  an  unchristian  world — the  remembrance 
of  that  pure  white  wreath  upon  which  the  Eye  of 
Jesus  looks  unceasingly  from  His  Tabernacle — 
which  is  pleading  night  and  day  before  the  mercy- 
seat  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  the  Consolatrix  of  the 
afflicted,  the  Refuge  of  sinners!  And  to  the  relig- 
ious these  wreaths  would  be  at  once  an  appeal  to 
pray  fervently  for  those  who  have  gone  out  from 
their  shelter  to  fight  the  fierce  battle  against  "  cor- 
ruption within  and  temptation  without,"  and  a 
many-voiced  assurance  that  "  they  who  instruct 
others  unto  justice  shall  shine  as  stars  to  all  eter- 
nity." 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi. 
FATHER  FABER. 


It  is  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi.  Let  us  put  be- 
fore ourselves  as  on  a  map  the  respect  which  the 
whole  Church  is  presenting  to  the  Eye  of  God  to- 
day. O  the  joy  of  the  immense  glory  the  Church 
is  sending  up  to  God  this  hour:  verily!  as  if  the 
world  was  all  unfallen  still!  We  think,  and  as 
we  think  the  thoughts  are  like  so  many  successive 
tide-waves  filling  our  whole  souls  with  the  fulness 
of  delight,  of  all  the  thousands  of  Masses  which 


340 


Ave   Maria. 


are  being  said  or  sung  the  whole  world  over,  and 
all  rising  with  one  note  of  blissful  acclamation 
from  grateful  creatures  to  the  Majesty  of  our  mer- 
ciful Creator.  How  many  glorious  processions, 
with  the  sun  upon  their  banners,  are  now  winding 
their  way  round  the  squares  of  mighty  cities, 
through  the  flower-strewn  streets  of  Christian  vil- 
lages, through  the  antique  cloisters  of  the  glori- 
ous cathedral,  or  through  the  grounds  of  the  de- 
vout seminary,  where  the  various  colors  of  the 
faces  and  the  different  languages  of  the  people  are 
only  so  many  fresh  tokens  of  the  unity  of  that 
Faith  which  they  are  all  exultingly  professing  in 
the  single  voice  of  the  magnificent  ritual  of  Rome ! 
Upon  how  many  altars  of  various  architecture, 
amid  sweet  flowers  and  starry  lights,  amid  clouds 
of  humble  incense  and  the  tumult  of  thrilling 
song,  before  thousands  of  prostrate  worshippers, 
is  the  Blessed  Sacrament  raised  for  exposition,  or 
taken  down  for  benediction!  And  how  many 
blessed  acts  of  faith  and  love,  of  triumph  and  of 
reparation,  do  not  each  of  these  things  surely  rep- 
resent! The  world  over,  the  summer  air  is  filled 
with  the  voice  of  song.  The  gardens  are  shorn  of 
their  fairest  blossoms  to  be  flung  beneath  the  feet 
of  the  Sacramental  God.  The  steeples  are  reeling 
with  the  clang  of  the  bells:  the  cannon  are  boom- 
ing iu  the  gorges  of  the  Andes  and  the  Apennines; 
the  ships  of  the  harbors  are  painting  the  bays  of 
the  sea  with  their  show  of  gaudy  flags;  the  pomp 
of  royal  or  republican  armies  salutes  the  King  of 
kings.  The  Pope  on  his  throne  and  the  school- 
girl in  her  village,  cloistered  nuns  and  sequestered 
hermits,  bishops  and  dignitaries  and  preachers, 
emperors  and  kings  and  princes,  all  are  engrossed 
to-day  with  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Cities  are 
illuminated;  the  dwellings  of  men  are  alive  with 
exultation.  Joy  so  abounds  that  men  rejoice  they 
know  not  why,  and  their  joy  overflows  on  sad 
hearts,  and  on  the  poor  and  the  imprisoned  and 
the  wandering  and  the  orphaned,  and  the  home- 
sick exiles.  All  the  millions  of  souls  that  belong 
to  the  royal  family  and  spiritual  lineage  of  St. 
Peter  are  to-day  engaged  more  or  less  with  the 
Blessed  Sacrament;  so  that  the  whole  Church 
Militant  is  thrilling  with  glad  emotion  like  the 
tremulous  rocking  of  the  mighty  sea.  Sin  seems 
forgotten;  tears  even  are  of  rapture  rather  than 
of  penance.  It  is  like  the  soul's  first  day  in 
heaven;  or  as  if  earth  itself  were  passing  into 
heaven,  as  it  well  might  do,  for  sheer  joy  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament. 

Crowds  that  were  in  sin  yesterday  now  for  the 
love  of  Jesus  have  made  to-day's  sun  to  rise  upon 
their  penance;  and  over  each  one  all  heaven's  an- 
gels rejoiced,  more  than  over  a  newly-created 
world.  Millions  have  made  their  preparation  for 


Communion,  and  the  least  fervent  of  them  all  did 
something  for  God  he  would  not  else  have  done. 
The  same  millions  Communicated ;  and  think  of 
all  that  Jesus  did  in  them,  and  witli  them,  and  for 
them  while  the  Sacramental  union  lasted!  The 
same  millions  made  their  thanksgiving,  and  what 
a  choir  of  praise  was  there !  How  many  aged  men 
will  the  evening  find  less  worldly  than  the  morning 
saw  them!  In  how  many  souls  of  children  has 
not  faith  started  and  grown,  strong,  supple,  juicy 
shoots,  more  than  a  whole  year's  growth  in  one 
brief  day;  and  what  a  glorious  thing  is  each 
growth  of  faith  in  a  childish  soul,  seeing  there 
conies  along  with  it  such  a  glorious  promise  for 
eternity!  and  what  shall  I  say  of  those  deeper 
depths,  the  souls' of  mortified  men?  I  suppose  that 
the  mere  exercise  of  faith,  to  say  nothing  of  love, 
in  a  saint,  is  something  so  deep  and  high,  so  far- 
reaching  and  full  of  union  with  Christ,  that  we 
common  Christians  can  know  nothing  of  it.  And 
how  man}'  real  saints,  how  many  hereafter  to  be 
raised  on  the  altars  of  the  Church,  have  been  in 
rapture,  in  ecstasy,  in  transcendent  communion 
with  God  this  day,  through  the  stirring  of  the  life- 
giving  mystery  in  their  souls.  The  silent  cloister 
has  sent  up  thousands  of  sweet  perfumes  from 
espoused  souls  throughout  the  day;  acts  of  faith 
enough  to  win  grace  for  unconverted  tribes,  acts 
of  love  sufficient  to  expiate  a  sea  of  blasphemies 
and  a  world  of  sacrilege,  acts  of  union  which  have 
strengthened  and  invigorated  the  whole  Church, 
and  quickened  all  its  pulses  in  places  far  remote 
from  the  cells,  where  the  acts  were  perfected  in 
solitude  and  prayer  and  austere  concealment. 
Who  can  tell  the  vocations  begun  or  achieved  to- 
day,  the  conversions  suggested  or  effected,  the  first 
blows  given  to  a  sinful  habit  or  the  crowning  vir. 
tue  to  a  devout  resolve,  the  sins  remitted  or  the  sin 
ful  purposes  abandoned,  the  death-beds  illuminated 
or  the  souls  liberated  from  purgatory  through  the 
quickened  charity  of  earth?  There  has  been  a 
vast  and  busy  and  populous  empire  of  interior 
acts  open  to  the  Eye  of  God  to-day,  so  beautiful,  so 
glorious,  so  religious,  so  acceptable,  that  the  feast 
of  the  outer  world  has  been  the  poorest  possible 
expression  of  the  inner  feast  of  the  world  of  spirit. 
And  what  is  it  all  but  triumph — the  triumph  of 
our  hidden  Lord  ? 

Corpus  Christi  is  essentially  a  feast  of  triumph. 
It  is  a  day  of  triumph  rather  even  than  of  joy,  a 
day  of  power,  of  fearlessness,  of  public  profession 
of  faith,  of  the  heavenly  insult  (defiance)  of  truth 
over  doubt,  heresy,  falsehood,  sacrilege,  and  blas- 
phemy. Its  position,  immediately  following  upon 
Trinity  Sanday,  is  a  sort  of  type  of  this.  It  does 
not  come  after  the  Ascension  in  unbroken  order,, 
as  one  feast  of  our  Lord  following  another,  nor 
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even  at  once  after  Pentecost,  when  the  descent  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  had  been,  as  it  were,  the  fruit  of 
the  Ascension  and  the  sweet  token  of  the  strange 
truth  that  it  could  ever  be  expedient  for  us  that 
our  Lord  should  go  away.  But  it  waits  until  the 
Church  has  led  up  all  her  mysteries  into  the  secret 
fountain,  the  mother  mystery,  of  the  Most  Holy 
Trinity,  as  if  the  whole  collective  devotion  of 
the  year  rose  up  into  the  unapproachable  light, 
and  fell  back  again  in  showers  of  glory  and  in 
streams  of  celestial  power  and  beauty  upon  men 
in  the  grand  and  consummating  mystery  of  Tran- 
substautiation.  Hence  its  character  of  triumph. 
The  Church  Militant  is  blended  for  a  moment 
with  the  Church  Triumphant,  and  forgets  her 
exile  and  her  militant  condition;  and  the  worship 
of  the  Holy  Trinity,  which  is  a  sort  of  antepast  of 
Heaven,  finds  its  adequate  expression  in  the  joy- 
ous adoration  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  It  is  a 
day  when  we  cannot  be  still,  and  hence  a  day  of 
processions.  It  is  a  feast  of  shout  and  song,  one 
while  against  the  earth,  as  if  the  walls  of  the 
great  city  of  the  world  were  miraculously  falling 
down  before  our  faith,  while  we  encompass  it, 
marching  angels  and  men  to  the  martial  strains  of 
our  Lauda  Sion;  another  while,  in  praise  of  the 
Church,  while  the  whole  world  resounds  with  the 
acclamations  of  the  redeemed  bearing  their  Re- 
deemer round  the  ramparts  of  His  own  impregnable 
Sion. 

Look  now  with  the  eye  of  faith  at  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  remember  simply  what  our  cate- 
chism teaches  us  about  it.  Is  it  not  a  magnificent 
thing  to  be  a  Catholic?  Faith  is  such  a  glorious 
gift.  Think  how  it  makes  over  to  us,  as  if  they 
were,  and  they  truly  are,  our  own  hereditary  pos- 
sessions, all  the  grandeurs  of  the  universal  Church, 
the  famous  Church,  the  martyr  Church,  the 
Church  that  is  never  old,  but  ever  has  a  perpetual 
freshness  like  the  Holy  Trinity,  ever  virgin  as 
Mary  herself,  ever  wet  with  blood  as  the  martyrs 
were,  ever  teaching  like  the  apostles  and  doctors, 
ever  witnessing  like  the  confessors,  ever  suffering 
innocently  like  the  Holy  Innocents  themselves, 
and  sending  up  a  perpetual  song  of  victory  even 
out  of  the  fires  of  persecution.  Oh  how  we  ought 
to  bless  God,  now  that  we  know  Jesus,  that  we 
were  not  born  in  the  poor  times  of  the  patriarchs 
and  prophets  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament !  Ah ! 
how  they  desired  to  see  our  day  and  saw  it  not! 
Nay,  we  even  seem  privileged  in  our  days  beyond 
elder  Christian  times :  for  the  longer  the  Church 
battles  with  the  world  the  more  venerable  she 
seems  to  become,  and  her  victories  of  grace  more 
wonderful.  Time  "  writes  no  wrinkles  on  her 
brow,"  but  adds  line  after  line  of  glory  and  of 
freshness.  She  seems,  because  we  know  her  bet- 


ter, to  grow  more  beautiful,  more  powerful,  more 
bright  of  face,  more  sweet  of  voice,  more  strong  in 
arm,  more  mother-like  in  manner.  Dear  Church! 
to-day  is  her  great  clay,  the  Feast  of  Holy  Faith! 


Catholic  Notes. 

Pittsburg,  Pa.,  boasts  of  a  Catholic  who  on  the 

4th  inst.  celebrated  her  centenary. 

The  formation  of  a  total  abstinence  society  is 

contemplated  among  the  Catholic  colored  men  iu  Philr 
adclphia. 

The  Association  of  Our  Lady  of   the  Sacred 

Heart  counts  more  than  111,000  members  in  this 
country  alone. 

Cardinal  Manning  contributes  a  paper  on  a  mis- 
understood portion  of  English  History  to  the  May 
number  of  the  Contemporary  Review. 

The  Sisters  of  Charity  have  bought  a  very  desi- 
rable property  in  the  outskirts  of  Paterson,  N.  J.,  on 
which  they  intend  building  a  convent  and  young  ladies' 
academy. 

Jersey  City  is  to  have  another   new  church. 

There  are  nine  Catholic  churches  now  in  that  city. 
Twenty-five  years  ago  there  were  only  two  within  the 
same  area. 

As  the  Feast  of  Corpus  Christi  will  occur  before 

another  number  of  the"AvE  MARIA"  can  reach  pur 
readers,  we  present  this  week  Father  Faber's  beauti- 
ful thoughts  on  the  festival. 

Cardinal  Regnier,  Archbishop  of  Camoral,  has 

recently  announced  the  despatch  of  200,000fr.,  collected 
in  Ins  diocese  for  Peter's  Pence  during  the  mouths  of 
January,  February,  and  a  portion  of  March. 

In  a  few  weeks  the  grand  opening  of  the  organ 

in  St.  Patrick's  Church,  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  will  occur. 
It  was  built  in  Germany,  and  is  the  largest  ever  im- 
ported into  that  State,  costing  over  $10,000. 

The  Times  announces  that  the  Hon.  and  Rev. 

Lord  Francis  G.  Godolphin  Osborue,  M.  A.,  Rector  of 
Great  Elm,  near  Frome,  son  of  the  late  Duke  of  Leeds, 
and  nephew  of  the  Rev.  Lord  S.  G.  Osborne,  was  re- 
cently received  into  the  Catholic  Church  at  Bristol. 

All  congregations  of  religious  men  or  women 

the  parent  house  of  which  is  in  France,  or  "abroad" 
(i  e.,  outside  the  German  Empire),  have  been  banished 
from  Alsace.  The  Augsburg  Allrjemeine  Zeitung  tells 
us  that  a  similar  measure  of  exclusion  is  impending 
over  all  religious  associations  or  confraternities,  such 
as  that  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  the  Holy 
Infancy,  etc. 

In    relation  to  the  increase    of   the    Catholic 

Church  in  New  England,  the  Rev.  A.  Sherwood  Healy, 
of  Boston,  recently  concluded  a  lecture  in  the  follow- 
ing manner: 

"In  the  year  1800  there  were  hardly  more  than  a 
thousand  Catholics  in  Boston  and  its  vicinity,  perhaps 
not  many  more  in  all  New  England,  and  in  all  this 
region  about  four  priests.  To-day  we  have  an  eccle- 
siastical province  with  an  Archbishop,  five  suffragan 
Bishops,  nearly  500  priests,  about  430  churches,  nu- 
merous institutions  of  religion  and  education,  and 
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probabhT  not  far  from  a  million,  certainly  not  less 
than  nine  hundred  thousand,  Catholics.  Let  us  thank 
God  for  the  increase,  and  show  ourselves  the  most 
loyal  and  most  devoted  citizens  of  Boston,  of  this  com- 
monwealth, of  the  country." 

A  Pilgrimage  to  the  shrines  of  Ireland  is  in 

contemplation  for  this  summer.  His  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto  has  granted  permission  to  Rev.  P. 
Con  way,  pastor  of  St.  Paul's  Church  in  that  city,  to 
accompany  the  pilgrimage  in  the  capacity  of  chaplain. 
The  expenses  attending  the  pilgrimage  need  not 
exceed  $300  for  each  person.  Among  the  hallowed 
spots  of  the  "Isle  of  Saints"  may  be  mentioned  the 
tomb  of  St.  Patrick,  the  shrine  of  St.  Bridget,  the 
seven  Churches  of  Glendalough,  the  cell  of  St.  Kevin, 
the  ruins  of  Clonmacnoise,  the  celebrated  Lough 
Derg,  each  of  which  places  is  circled  with  memories 
and  traditions  sweet  to  every  one  who  treasures  the 
virtues  of  the  Irish  Saints.  Those  taking  part  in  the 
pilgrimage  will  have  also  the  additional  satisfaction 
of  being  able  to  be  present  at  the  fiftieth  anniversary 
of  the  consecration  of  the  great  Archbishop  of  Tuam, 
Dr.  MacHale,  and  the  centenary  of  the  immortal  O'Con- 
nell.  The  pilgrimage  will  sail  from  the  port  of  Quebec, 
in  the  beginning  of  June. — Catholic  Telegraph. 

TJie  Arcadian,  a  Protestant  paper  published  in 

New  York,  speaking  against  the  shameless  bigotry  of 
Harper's  Weekly  and  the  Nation  says:  "Harper's  Weekly 
and  the  Nation  have  vied  with  each  other  during  the 
past  two  weeks  in  reviving  that  bitter  feud,  which  for- 
tunately, amid  all  its  evils,  this  country  has  not  known 
since  Know-Nothingism  was  strangled  by  an  intelli- 
gent people.  The  time  has  passed  by  for  the  masses 
to  be  frightened  by  any  such  bugaboos  as  Harper's 
attempted  to  convey  in  its  last  week's  illustration,  but 
the  time  has  arrived  that  the  spirit  which  dictates  the 
fanning  of  such  a  flame  should  be  held  up  to  the  scorn 
of  a  people  far  more  intelligent  than  it  was  twenty- 
five  years  ago.  It  is  the  spirit  of  a  bigoted,  miserable 
sect,  which,  with  its  narrow-mindedness,  ought  to 
receive  no  quarter  in  the  America  of  to-day.  The 
men  who  start  all  the  '  scares '  are  the  real  enemies 
of  our  country.  They  themselves  well  know  the  hol- 
lowness  of  their  arguments,  and  only  cling  to  them  in 
order  to  save  the  cause  with  which  they  are  identified. 

Mgr.  Graves,  Bishop  of  Namur,  has  issued  a  very 

important  pastoral.  A  Liberal  Association  has  been 
founded  in  Luxemburg.  The  people  there  are  mostly 
good  Catholics.  To  avoid  wounding  their  Catholic 
sentiments,  the  Association  assumes  a  mask  of  friend- 
liness towards  religion  in  general.  This  mask  the 
Bishop  ruthlessly  tears  off.  "  If  they  are  sincere,"  he 
says,  "  in  their  respect  for  religion,  their  respect  should 
extend  to  all  that  essentially  belongs  to  it — to  the 
Holy  Church,  to  the  Pope,  Bishops,  priests,  whom  the 
Holy  Ghost  has  set  over  it,  to  rule  it,  and  whose  au- 
thority is  from  God,  and,  lastly,  to  its  laws  and  insti- 
tutions." Then  the  Bishop  goes  on  to  ask:  Who 
revile  the  Church,  the  Pope,  Bishops,  and  priests,  in 
their  newspapers  ?  "Who  disobey  most  the  laws  of  the 
Church  ?  Who  violate  the  sacredness  of  cemeteries  V 
Who  neglect  their  Easter  duties  ?  Who  read,  write, 
and  buy  bad  books  and  bad  papers  ?  Who  keep  out 


religion  of  any  kind  from  educational  establishments  ? 
These  things,  adds  the  Bishop,  the  Liberals  do  here  as 
in  other  lands.  Their  respect  for  religion  only  places 
them  on  a  level  with  the  pagan  persecutors  of  yore. 
In  conclusion,  the  Bishop  warns  his  flock  that  whoso- 
ever joins  this  Liberal  Association  "sins  grievously 
before  God,  and  is  unworthy  to  partake  of  the  Holy 
Sacraments." — Corretpondence  of  the  London  Register. 


Obituary. 


Died,  at  the  Sacred  Heart  Convent,  St.  Louis, 

Mo.,  on  the  6th  of  April,  SISTER  DALY,  in  the  4M  year 
of  her  age  and  the  18th  of  her  convent  life.  She  was 
a  native  of  Barnaguish,  Co.  Clare,  Ireland. 

REV.  FATHER  GAUVREAU,  a  devoted  priest,  died 

at  St.  Favien,  near  Quebec,  on  Sunday,  the  2d  inst. 
He  had  been  for  some  time  settled  at  Memramcook, 
from  which  he  was  removed  to  Fracadie. 

Died  at  Norwich,  Conn.,  on  the  23rd  day  of 

April,  after  a  lingering  illness  of  five  months,  SISTER 
M.  CECILIA,  of  the  Order  of  Mercy,  (Miss  Bridget  Ap- 
polonia  Clare  Plunket),  aged  19  years.  Her  health  fail- 
ing, she  came  home  to  endeavor  to  recruit  it.  She 
bore  her  long  sufferings,  with  truly  Christian  patience. 

We  were  pained  to  hear  of  the  demise  of  Mr.  JER- 
EMIAH FOLET,  of  Elmira,  N.  Y.,  who  departed  this  life 
on  the  8th  inst.,  after  a  few  days'  illness.  We  regret 
that  no  particulars  were  given  in  the  letter  announ- 
cing his  death,  as  the  deceased  was  known  to  us  only 
through  his  many  acts  of  generosity  and  devotedness 
to  the  cause  of  our  holy  religion. 

Mr.  Foley  during  his  lifetime  was  a  most  devoted 
client  of  our  Blessed  Mother— was  ever  foremost  in 
encouraging  in  a  practical  but  unpretentious  manner 
whatever  conduced  to  her  honor  and  the  glory  of  God 
— and  for  years  past  had  been  a  warm  friend  to  her 
little  Journal,  to  which  he  was  a  life-subscriber,  spar- 
ing neither  trouble  nor  expense  in  circulating  it 
among  his  friends  and  acquaintances.  May  we  not 
have  good  reason  to  hope  that  the  prayers  of  this 
good  Mother — to  whom  the  Church  applies  the  words 
of  Holy  Writ,  "  Qui  elucidant  me,  vitam  ceternam  habe- 
bunt"  has  been  to  him  an  intercessor  at  the  throne 
of  her  Divine  Son?  And  may  it  not  have  been  a  spe- 
cial favor  accorded  to  him  who  during  life  labored  so 
zealously  to  make  her  known  and  honored,  to  depart 
this  life  in  the  month  which  Catholic  piety  through- 
out the  world  specially  consecrates  to  her — and  on 
a  day  too — Saturday — set  apart  to  honor  her  in  an 
especial  manner?  We  commend  his  soul  to  the  pray- 
ers of  the  readers  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA." 

Hequiescant  in  pace. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  28rn  DAT  OF  APRIL  TO  THE  STH  DAT  OF  MAT. 
One  hundred  and  thirty-seven  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  five  new 
members  have  been  admitted  to  the  Association  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart;  prayers  for  recovery 
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of  health  have  been  asked  by  eighty-two  individuals, 
and  one  family;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  thirty 
individuals  and  twelve  families;  special  favors  have 
been  solicited  for  twenty-four  individuals,  two  fami- 
lies, six  communities,  two  schools  and  one  hospital. 
Several  of  these  intentions  relate  to  the  Jubilee.  One 
hundred  and  fifty-six  new  members  have  been  admitted 
into  the  Archconfraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes, 
We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letter  re- 
ceived: "Having  received  some  water  of  Lourdes 
from  you  a  year  ago,  it  reached  me  all  in  good  order. 
At  the  time  I  received  it,  I  had  been  suffering  for  over 
two  years  with  rheumatism,  and,  thanks  to  our  dear 
Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  after  saying  some  pray- 
ers and  receiving  the  Holy  Eucharist  I  have  experi- 
enced a  complete  cure."  ....  "  Rev.  Father,  the  blessed 
water  I  got  for  my  eyes  entirely  cured  them  in  a 
short  time.  A  woman  who  had  a  cancer  on  her  fore- 
head was  also  cured."  ....  A  saintly  religious  writes 
as  follows:  "Will  you  please  have  a  Mass,  said  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  in  thanksgiving  for  a 
cure  miraculously  obtained  through  her  intercession? 
One  of  our  boarders,  aged  five  years,  was  taken  seri- 
ously ill  of  diphtheria.  A  novena  was  immediately 
commenced  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  for  the  child's 
recovery,  and  she  swallowed  some  drops  of  the  water 
daily.  On  the  last  day  of  the  novena  the  doctor 
pronounced  the  little  patient  entirely  cured."  .... 
"My  child  is  getting  better  every  hour  since  she  took 
some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes;  this  is  the  second  favor 
which  I  have  received  from  the  Immaculate  Mother 
of  God.  My  youngest  child  was  blind  of  one  of  her 
eyes;  about  a  year  ago  I  got  a  vial  of  the  water  from 
Rev.  Father  A.  As  soon  as  the  water  was  put  under 
her  eye,  she  got  her  eye-sight  as  good  as  ever,  and 
has  been  ever  since  as  hearty  a  child  as  there  is  in 
this  section  of  the  country."  ....  "I  wrote  to  you,  about 
last  winter,  that  my  sister  was  suffering  very  much  from 
a  sore  leg.  Now  ever  since  she  used  the  blessed  water, 
she  is  perfectly  well."  ....  "My  father  applied  to 
you  and  received  two  vials,  which  healed  an  old  and 
painful  sore  on  his  leg."  "I  requested  the  pray- 
ers of  the  Association  for  the  reprieve  of  a  young  man 

who  was  in  jail.    He  has  been  pardoned." "I  used 

some  of  the  water  you  sent,  on  a  little  child,  dying  with 
fever,  and  she  recovered."  ....  "My  brother  has  not 
touched  drink  of  an  intoxicating  nature  for  several 
weeks  past  thanks  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  persons:  MRS. 
MART  WAGNER,  of  Providence,  R.  I.,  who  departed  on 
the  21st  of  April  after  a  short  illness,  aged  57  years; 
MRS.  CATHERINE  FOYLE,  of  Toledo,  Ohio;  MRS.  MARY 
JANE  PARISH,  of  Gallitzin,  Pa. ;  MR.  JAMES  McGuiRE, 
of  Taunton,  Mass;  MR.  RICHARD  McCLAix,  who  de- 
parted this  life  on  the  25th  of  March,  at  Altoona,  Pa.; 
MR.  MICHAEL  A.  KELLY,  of  Parkersburg,  W.  Va.,  who 
died  on  the  8th  of  April,  after  a  short  but  painful  ill- 
ness fortified  by  all  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church  ; 
Miss  BRIDGET  KELLY,  of  Parkersburg,  W.  Va,,  who 
died  on  the  9ih  of  April,  after  a  lingering  illness  of 


more  than  one  year,  which  she  bore  with  Christian 
patience;  MRS.  MARY  HOPKINS,  also  of  Parkersburg. 
W.  Va.;  MRS.  HOY,  of  Jersey,  Ohio;  MRS.  TURNER,  of 
Oskosh,  Wis.,  who  died  April  23rd;  MR.  JAMES  CAHTY 
who,  died  Friday,  May  7th,  1875,  at  Portland,  Wis.;  We 
earnestly  recommend  to  the  prayers  of  the  associates 
the  repose  of  the  soul  of  JEREMIAH  FOLEY,  of  Elmira, 
N.  Y.,  a  devout  member  of  the  Association,  who  de- 
parted this  life  on  the  8th  of  May;  SISTER  M.  CECILIA, 
of  the  Order  of  Mercy,  who  died  on  the  23d  of  April. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


A  Story  of  Venice. 

[CONCLUSION.] 

Miss  Longworth. — "  It  would  be  impossible  for 
me  to  lead  you  through  the  long  line  of  Venetian 
history,  for  almost  every  year  brought  incidents 
of  interest,  and  it  is  so  mixed  up  also  with  general 
European  history.  I  have  told  you  enough  to 
give  you  some  knowledge  of  the  interest  with 
which  this  singular  place  is  regarded.  It  remained 
a  republic  till  it  was,  like  the  rest  of  Italy,  con- 
quered by  Napoleon.  They  made  a  weak  resist- 
ance ;  the  Doge  Manini  was  unfitted  to  govern  in 
such  an  emergency;  they  wanted  a  Dandolo  or 
laui.  When  Manini  received  the  despatches  an- 
nouncing that  the  French  were  constructing  their 
first  batteries  on  the  Lagune,  he  turned  pale  and 
faltered  out:  'This  very  night  we  are  by  no  means 
safe  of  sleeping  securely  in  our  beds!'1  and  this 
when  Venice  was  well  garrisoned  and  provisioned. 
But  Bonaparte  had  said  he  would  prove  a  second 
Attila  to  Venice,  and  he  was  right:  hardly  had  a 
shot  been  fired  when  the  senate  capitulated.  Af- 
ter the  overthrow  of  Bonaparte,  the  states  of  Venice 
were  divided :  a  part  of  them,  with  the  city  itself, 
were  given  to  the  Austrians,  under  whom  they  now 
remain.  But  before  I  leave  Venice,  dear  children, 
I  must  tell  you  one  thing  that  I  believe  to  be  the 
cause  of  the  downfall  of  this  remarkable  European 
power,  and  which  will  be  of  use  for  you  to  remem- 
ber when  you  are  reading  Protestant  history.  It 
is,  you  know,  a  common  thing  for  these  writers  to 
lay  the  blame  of  cruelty  and  treachery  practised 
by  Catholic  princes  and  Governments  to  the  charge 
of  the  Church  herself;  and  people  will  bring  facts, 
such  as  I  have  told  you,  from  Venetian  history, 
and  say, 'Behold  the  cruel  spirit  of  the  Roman 
Church ! '  Now,  of  all  Catholic  states,  Venice  was 
the  most  rebellious  to  the  Holy  See.  After  her 
noble  defence  of  Alexander  III,  she  was  far  from 
continuing  her  devotion  to  the  Vicur  of  Christ:  if 
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she  kept  on  good  terras  with  Rome,  and  showed 
an  outward  submission  to  the  Holy  See,  it  was  only 
to  serve  her  own  interests,  and  support  herself 
against  the  power  of  France  or  Spain,  or  some  other 
enemy  who  threatened  her.  Self-interest,  love  of 
gain,  love  of  money,  ate  up  the  nobility  which,  as 
we  have  seen,  could  exist  among  them.  Their 
usury  became  proverbial :  you  remember,  most  of 
you,  Shakspeare's  play  of  the  'Merchant  of  Ven- 
ice.' which  papa  read  to  us  last  winter?" 

E  tilth. — "Oh,  yes;  but  then,  Shylock  was  a 
Jew." 

.  Miss  Longicortli. — "  lie  was ;  but  remember  how 
far  the  laws  sanctioned  the  practice  of  usury. 
What  a  picture  it  gives  of  the  money-getting  city! 
In  1606,  the  Venetians  openly  rebelled  against  the 
Pope.  They  disobeyed  certain  laws  made  by  him 
for  the  protection  of  the  clergy,  and  the  Pope  laid 
the  city  under  an  interdict,  and  excommunicated 
the  Doge  and  Senate.  They  met  the  decree  with 
all  the  obstinate  determination  of  which  they  were 
capable;  and,  to  show  their  contemptuous  rebel- 
lion more  clearly,  they  took  especial  care  that 
there  should  be  additional  services  in  the  churches, 
and  attended  with  great  splendor;  and  they  gave 
the  clergy  notice  that  if  they  obeyed  the  Pope,  and 
disobeyed  the  State,  their  choice  must  be  exile  or 
death.  The  large  body  of  the  clergy  were  terrified 
by  the  threat,  and  obeyed  man  rather  than  God : 
man}' religious  orders,  alas!  followed  the  bad  ex- 
ample ;  but  two  alone  came  bravely  forward  to 
confess  the  power  of  their  Master's  words  to  St. 
Peter,  and  they  were  the  sons  of  St.  Ignatius  and 
the  children  of  St.  Francis.  They  closed  their 
churches,  and  refused  to  celebrate  the  Holy  Mass. 
Banishment  and  confiscation  of  goods  was  their 
sentence;  and  as  they  marched  to  embarkation, 
leaving  a  land  doubtless  the  home  of  many,  and 
dear  to  all,  they  each  hung  round  their  necks  the 
Blessed  Sacrament;  and  so,  with  their  Lord  and 
for  His  sake,  they  went  forth  to  suffer.  A  great 
storm  was  endeavored  to  be  raised  against  the  Jes- 
uits, after  their  departure,  by  the  assertion  of  the 
discovery  of  crucibles  used  by  alchemists  among 
their  possessions;  but  it  turned  out  that  these  were 
but  earthen  moulds,  employed  to  keep  their  hats 
or  berettas  in  shape!  " 

Richard. — "That  was  a  good  joke!  But  did  the 
Venetians  soon  submit  to  the  Pope?" 

"  Not  for  more  than  a  year,  and  then  in  an  un- 
gracious, haughty  spirit.  Protestants  will  tell  you 
that  they  never  submitted  at  all,  and  they  call 
it 'the  triumph  of  St.  Mark  over  St.  Peter';  but 
their  grounds  for  the  assertion  are  curious,  since 
the  Venetians  gave  up  the  two  priests  whom  they 
had  imprisoned,  and  who  were  accused  of  ecclesi- 
astical, not  civil  offences,  and  whom  the  Pope 


claimed  the  power  to  try,  and  to  punish  if  found 
guilty:  and  this  was  the  whole  point  in  dispute. 
They  refused  a  public  absolution;  and  the  Pope, 
only  too  glad  to  release  the  poor  suffering  people 
from  the  terrible  punishment  their  wicked  rulers 
had  brought  on  them,  waived  this  point.  Now, 
for  the  present,  ends  my  history  of  Venice." 

"Thank  you  very  much,"  said  the  children  in 
one  voice. 

"You  have  made  us  enjoy  mamma's  letters  so 
much  more,"  said  Walter. 

"I  tell  you  what!"  exclaimed  Richard;  "I 
think  those  Venetians  a  set  of  downright  horrid 
rascals;  and  I  don't  care  a  bit  for  them;  and  I 
don't  want  to  go  and  see  their  old  watery  city  a 
bit,  either.  And  what's  more,  I  think  the  sea  had 
a  very  good  riddance  of  that  old  Doge  for  a  hus- 
band ! "  And  off  he  ran,  leaving  the  rest  of  the 
party  laughing  heartily. 


Anecdote  of  St.  Pius  V. 

As  St.  Pius  was  once  crossing  the  Vatican 
piazza,  which  is  on  the  site  of  the  ancient  Circus 
of  Nero,  he  was  overcome  with  a  sentiment  of  en- 
thusiasm for  the  glory  and  courage  of  the  martyrs, 
who  had  suffered  on  that  very  spot,  in  the  first 
persecution.  Stooping  down,  he  took  up  a  hand- 
ful of  dust  from  the  hallowed  ground,  which 
had  been  trodden  by  so  many  generations  of  Chirs- 
tian  people  since  the  peace  of  Constantino.  He 
put  the  dust  into  a  cloth,  which  the  Ambassador 
of  Poland,  who  happened  to  be  with  him,  held  out 
to  receive.  When  the  Ambassador  opened  the 
cloth,  after  returning  to  his  house,  he  found  it  all 
saturated  with  blood,  as  fresh  as  though  it  had 
been  shed  that  moment:  the  dust  had  disappeared. 
The  faith  of  the  holy  Pope  had  evoked  the  blood 
of  the  martyrs,  which  thus  gave  testimony,  against 
the  heretics,  that  the  Roman  Church  in  the  six- 
teenth century  (in  which  St.  Pius  lived)  was  the 
same  as  that  for  which  those  brave  martyrs  laid 
down  their  lives  in  the  days  of  Xero. 


A  farmer  went  with  his  son  into  a  wheat-field,  to 
see  if  it  was  ready  for  the  harvest.  "  See,  father !" 
exclaimed  the  boy,  "  how  straight  those  steins  hold 
up  their  heads!  They  must  be  the  best  ones. 
Those  that  hang  their  heads  down,  I  am  sure,  are 
not  good  for  much."  The  father  plucked  a  stalk 
of  each  kind,  and  said  :  "  See  here,  foolish  child ! 
This  stalk,  that  stood  so  straight  and  high,  is  light- 
headed, and  almost  good  for  nothing;  while  this, 
that  hung  its  head  so  modestly,  is  full  of  excel- 
lent grain. 


THE 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Month  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARR. 

The  last  May-carol  has  scarcely  ceased,  when 
we  find  it  to  be  the  melodious  prelude  to  the  still 
more  solemn  harmonies  which  belong  to  the 
month  of  June;  to  that  month  which  encloses,  in 
its  frame  of  thirty  days  so  rich  in  summer  bloom 
and  summer  beauty,  not  only  the  Feast  of  Corpus 
Christi,  or  the  Feast  of  the  Body  of  Christ,  but  a 
whole  series  of  devotions  to  the  Sacred  Humanity 
of  Jesus  Christ  as  symbolized  in  His  Sacred  Heart. 

So  widely  has  this  devotion  spread,  with  such 
ardor  is  it  practised,  not  only  in  Religious  Orders, 
but  in  almost  every  Catholic  family  and  by  almost 
everyone  calling  himself  a  Catholic,  that  we  need 
enter  on  no  explanation  of  the  devotion  itself,  nor 
need  we  specify,  m  any  but  very  general  terms, 
the  manner  of  practising  it.  We  may  almost  call 
it  the  devotion  of  our  day,  and  the  May  hymns  do. 
not  melt  more  harmoniously  into  the  canticles  of 
June,  than  the  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God  har- 
monizes with,  and  prepares  the  heart  for,  the  sub- 
lime theological  truths  embodied  in  the  devotion 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  Indeed,  the  last 
feast  of  May,  on  the  last  of  its  thirty-one  days, 
gives  the  key-note  to  the  chants  on  the  thirty  suc- 
ceeding days.  The  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  is  the  summing  up  of  her  celestial 
perfections,  the  crowning  of  her  unapproachable 
glories.  She  was  crowned,  virtually,  at  the  very 
instant  of  the  Incarnation  of  the  Word  in  her  vir- 
ginal womb;  now  she  is  crowned  by  the  acclama- 
tions of  the  faithful,  the  world  over,  by  her  title  as 
Mother  of  God :  and  as  the  Sacred  Heart  of  her 
Divine  Son  is  the  object  of  adoration  to  the  faith- 
ful, so  Mary,  as  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  is 
the  Mother  and  nurse  of  the  most  intimate  of  all 
the  devotions  to  Jesus  in  His  Sacred  Humanity. 

The  little  lamp,  with  its  floating  wick,  which  was 


lighted  on  the  eve  of  May,  is  trimmed  anew 
on  the  eve  of  June;  not  alone  on  the  public  altars 
specially  dedicated  to  the  honor  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  but  on  those  private  shrines,  throughout 
Christendom,  where  the  light  of  faith  is  really  the 
light  of  home.  The  small  disks  of  the  hepaticas 
and  anemones,  the  meadow  violet,  and  the  frail 
flower  of  the  Precious  Blood,  set  in  their  moist  beds 
of  moss  on  the  May  shrine  before  an  image  of  Our 
Lady,  are  succeeded  in  June  by  the  columbines, 
cornets,  and,  last  of  all,  by  the  lily  of  the  Holy 
Trinity,  before  some  picture  of  the  ever-flaming 
Heart  of  Jesus.  Of  the  influence  of  these  domestic 
shrines,  of  the  sacredness  of  their  twofold  inspi- 
rations in  the  human  order  and  the  divine,  who  can 
form  even  an  approximate  idea  ?  How  often  have 
they  proved  to  be  the  first  glimmer  of  a  supernat- 
ural life  in  a  household?  Some  child  may  have 
been  humored  in  a  fancy  of  this  sort ;  and  parental 
affection  has  accepted  the  slight  inconveniences 
attending  it,  to  find  the  whole  mind  of  the  the  fam- 
ily turned  from  earth  to  heaven.  The  little  shrine, 
with  its  floating  light  and  saucers  of  moss  ena- 
melled with  spring  blooms  and  succeeded  by  the 
graceful  vases  of  summer,  may  have  been  the  first 
pebble  that  turned  that  rill  of  worldliness  from  the 
household  which  is  so  apt  to  swell  into  a  torrent 
of  reckless  extravagance  from  some  unsuspected 
source.  Perhaps  these  parents  owe  to  that  little 
shrine  with  its  floating  light,  the  devotion  of  the 
maiden  to  her  duties  as  a  daughter,  as  a  sister. 
Perhaps  to  that  little  shrine  they  also  owe  the  love 
of  the  stripling  for  his  innocent  home,  or  the  exal- 
tation of  a  mere  earthly  ambition  into  a  holy  voca- 
tion for  a  proud  youth.  How  beautiful  are  the 
homes  of  the  humble  in  the  light  of  these  shrines, 
and  how  the  homes  of  the  opulent  are  raised  above 
all  ostentatious  display  by  its  serene  presence! 
What  a  gentle  check  is  put  upon  the  levity  of  youth 
by  this  floating  flame ;  and  how  every  coarse  word, 
above  all  every  profane  word,  must  die  on  the 
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tongue,  with  this  light  as  a  perpetual  remindal 
of  Jesus  and  of  His  Sacred  Humanity !  It  is  a  con- 
tinual figure  of  the  nearness  of  Jesus  to  us  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  and  of  the  Brotherhood  of  Jesus 
in  His  Sacred  Heart.  Both  of  these  ideas  take  us 
while  off  our  guard,  as  it  were,  against  grace. 
They  come  to  us  on  the  same  side  as  those  human- 
ities so  continually  drawing  us  away  from  God, 
away  from  the  true  end  of  our  existence.  All  at 
once,  we  find  the  Sacred  Humanity  has  taken  the 
place  of  fallen  humanity,  and  the  Sacred  Heart 
has  so  entwined  itself  with  ours  that  we  can  no 
longer  live  apart  from  it ;  and  God,  and  heaven, 
and  grace  have  triumphed,  before  we  are  aware. 
Let  the  tender  ejaculation  of  the  month  of  June, 
"O  sweetest  Heart  of  Jesus,  I  implore, 
That  I  may  love  Thee  ever  more  and  more! " 
become  familiar  to  our  tongues,  and  "  the  world, 
and  the  flesh,  and  the  devil,"  have  lost  a  votary; 
while  heaven  has  gained  one  more  immortal  soul 
to  the  shining  ranks  of  the  redeemed. 


The  Martyrs  of  Sandomir.— A  Legend   of 
the  Salve  Kegiiia. 

FOR  THE  "AVE  MARIA." 

Salve  Regina!  Sweetest  words  that  Christian  lips  can 
sing! 

For,  clearer  than  the  soaring  bird's,  thy  tender  echoes 
ring 

Through  all  the  Past's  pure  atmosphere,  to  later  ages 
down, 

Recording  in  each  accent  clear,  a  martyr's  blest  re- 
nown. 

They  tell  of  Sadoc's  holy  band,  who  came  with  foot- 
steps fleet, 

To  bring  unto  the  Polish  land,  salvation's  tidings 
sweet; 

Who  dwelt  within  their  cloister  calm,  and  craved  no 
gift  beside, 

Save  this,  the  martyr's  mystic  palm,  and  vesture  crim- 
son-dyed. . 

The  first  sweet  day  of  smiling  June  was  gliding  to  the 

West, 
The  warbling  bird  had  ceased  his  tune,  and  sought 

his  leafy  nest; 
And,  gathered  in  their  Eden  home,  the  monks  gave 

•willing  ear 
To  one  who  read  from  holy  tome,  the  list  of  martyrs 

dear. 
Why  changed  that  clear  and  quiet  voice  to  awesome 

murmur  soon? 
It  read — (O  eager  band,  rejoice!)  "The  second  day  of 

June," 
(At  dawning  of  the  morrow's  sun!  within  that  very 

year!) 

"  A  band  of  forty  martyrs  won  their  crown  at  San- 
domir." 


At  Sandomir!  'twas  their  abode!  and 'twas  theirrecoid 

fair! 
For  never  martyr's  blood  had  flowed,  to  bless  the 

vineyard  there. 
"  'Tis  Heaven's  message,  sent  to  us,"  the  holy  Sadoc 

said, 
"  An  aiiicel's  hand  hath  written  thus,  the  warning 

thou  hast  read" — 

Submissive  to  that  summons  sweet,  for  combat  to  pre- 
pare, 
They  sought  their  Hidden  God's  retreat,  and  knelt  in 

vigil  there  ; 
And  when  the  herald  beams  of  light  unbarred  the 

golden  East, 
They  decked  the  shrine  for  holy  rite,  and  shared  the 

Nuptial  Feast. 
And  while  the  soft  auroral  sun  stole  through  the 

arches  dim, 
The  soldiers  of  the  Cross  begun  their  ne'er  omitted 

hymn. 
"Salve  Regina!''1  thus  they  sang, — but  at  its  op'ning 

strain, 

What  wild  discordant  tumult  rang,  in  mock'ry  of  re- 
frain? 
Rejoice!  ye  soldiers  of  the  Lamb!  the  glad  release  is 

nigh! 
And  yours  is  now  the  martyr's  palm,  the  robe  of  royal 

dye. 

In  rushed  the  ruthless  Tartar  horde,  with  wild,  demo- 
niac yell, 
And  calmly,  'neath  the  savage  sword,  those  Christian 

heroes  fell ; 
Nor  ceased  their  holy  Salve  strain ;  for  as  each  voice 

grew  still, 
Another  rang   the  blest  refrain,  with  glad  ecstatic 

thrill; 
And  with  the  swiftly  flowing  blood,  the  Heavenward 

floating  breath, 
That  music  poured  its  pulsing  flood,  upon  the  place 

of  death. 
And  when,  save  one,  that  martyr-throng  had  passed 

the  crimson  sea, 
One  voice  completed,  clear  and  strong,  the  wondrous 

melody; 

It  was  the  dauntless  leader's  tone  that  last  and  long- 
est rose. 
That  bore  the  sacred  prayer  alone,  unto  its  tender 

close 
"  0  dulcis  Virgo!"  thus  he  sang,  and  with  that  latest 

breath, 
His  freed,  exultant  spirit  sprang  beyond  the  gates  of 

death. 

Salve  Regina!  sweetest  hymn  that  Christian  lips  can 
sing! 

How  grandly  through  the  ages  dim  thy  tender  echoes 
ring! 

How  sweetly,  gladly,  waft  they  down  in  tuneful  num- 
bers clear, 

This  golden  legend  of  the  crown  bestowed  at  Sando- 
mir! 

MARIE. 
SAX  FRAXCISCO,  CAL. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XXXI. 

The  re-establishment  of  order  in  the  world,  the 
deliverance  of  the  Church,  the  preservation  of  so- 
ciety, the  perseverance  of  Catholics  in  general,  de- 
pends evidently  on  the  defeat  of  the  Revolution. 
The  Revolution  has  penetrated  the  heart  of  Europe. 
In  all  truth  its  defeat  should  be  universal;  defeat 
in  its  political  schemes,  in  its  constitutions, 
and  in  its  laws ;  defeat  in  its  ideas  and  customs ; 
defeat  in  the  arts,  in  the  sciences,  in  philosophy,  in 
education ;  defeat  in  the  spirit  which  the  Revolu- 
tion breathes  throughout,  and  which  makes  Europe 
its  image.  Who  will  work  this  change — I  had 
almost  said,  this  recasting  of  humanity? 

The  Governments  ?  They  are  all  more  or  less 
revolutionary. 

The  nations?  There  is  not  one  which  is  Catho- 
lic as  a  nation ;  on  the  contrary,  all  are  revolution- 
ized, and  like  their  Governments  are  more  or  less 
revolutionary. 

The  savants,  philosophers,  academicians,  jour- 
nalists? With  rare  exceptions  they  are  the  high- 
priests  of  the  Revolution. 

The  Catholics?  There  are  Catholics,  and  Cath- 
olics. There  are  Catholics  by  name,  among  whom 
the  Revolution  secures  the  most  of  its  coryphees; 
there  are  Catholics,  egotistical,  lukewarm,  deceiv- 
ers and  deceived.  To  believe  that  men  like  these 
are  of  the  race  of  people  to  save  Israel  would  be 
puerile. 

There  are  Catholics,  true  and  of  the  old  stock, 
who  are  ready  for  martyrdom.  What  is  their 
number?  I  know  not;  but  that  which  I  can  af- 
firm is  that  their  number  is  not  great;  that  these 
true  Catholics  are  not  a  power  in  any  nation;  that 
their  voices  are  lost  amid  the  clamor  of  the  revo- 
lutionaries; and  that  in  their  most  just  demands 
we  see  them  insolently  refused. 

Must  we  then  despa'ir?  Yes,  of  all  human  sav- 
iors. There  never  was  but  one  Saviour  of  the 
world,  there  will  never  be  but  one:  it  is  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.* 

What  is  the  conduct  of  the  world  with  regard  to 
its  only  Saviour?  Does  it  ask  Him  for  mercy? 
does  it  appeal  to  Him  for  aid  ?  We  know  that  it 
does  the  contrary;  it  insults  Him,  it  blasphemes 
Him,  it,  denies  Him,  it  drives  Him  away  from  its 
thoughts  and  affections.  It  persecutes  those  who 
love  Him  and  who  serve  Him. 

Chastisements  and  not  favors,  then,  should  the 
world  expect  from  this  Saviour  so  justly  irritated. 


*  Unus  est  mediator  Dei  et  homimim,  homo  Christus 
Jesus  (1  Tim.,  ii,  5.) — non  est  in  alio  aliquo  salus. 
(Acts,  iv,  12.) 


Who  will  appease  Him?  who  will  change  His 
anger  into  mercy?  who  will  save  us? 

Let  us  reassure  ourselves ;  one  hope  remains  for 
us.  The  all-powerful  God  of  vengeance,  Deus 
ultionum  Dominus,  has  a  Mother  who  is  every- 
thing to  His  Heart;  a  Mother  who  loves  U3  with 
tenderness ;  a  Mother  to  whom  He  has  given  the 
key  to  all  His  treasures;  a  Mother  invested  with 
the  special  mission  of  crushing  the  head  of  the 
old  serpent,  the  always  old  and  the  always  new 
cause  of  all  the  crimes  and  all  the  evils  of  the 
world. 

Such  is  the  faith  of  the  age ;  such  is  the  unin- 
terrupted teachings  of  all  the  Doctors  of  the  East 
and  West.  In  the  name  of  all,  let  us  hear  St.  Ber- 
nard, who  though  one  of  the  last  of  the  Doctors, 
was  by  no  means  the  least  illustrious.  "  On  as- 
cending into  heaven,"  he  tells  us, "  the  most  Blessed 
Virgin,  like  her  Divine  Son,  distributes  her  bless- 
ings upon  the  world.  Why  not?  Neither  the 
power  nor  the  will  are  wanting  to  her.  She  is  the 
Queen  of  heaven:  she  is  merciful;  she  is  the 
Mother  of  the  only  Son  of  God.  More  than  all 
the  rest,  this  quality  shows  the  extent  of  her  power 
and  her  goodness.  Raise  then  your  spirits  and 
understand  with  what  devotion  God  wishes  us  to 
honor  Mary,  in  whom  He  has  placed  the  plenitude 
of  all  good.  Know  then  that  all  that  which  we  have 
for  hope,  grace  and  salvation,  comes  to  us  from 
Mary.  With  all  the  tenderness  of  our  hearts,  with 
all  the  power  of  our  affections,  with  all  our  wishes, 
let  us  honor  Mary :  for  such  Is  the  will  of  Him  who 
wishes  that  we  too  have  all  through  Mary.* 

Faithful  echo  of  the  infallible  word,  issuing 
from  the  mouth  of  the  All-Powerful  from  the  com- 
mencement of  the  world  and  addressed  to  the  vic- 
torious serpent :  a  woman  shall  crush  thy  head,  the 
Church,  from  age  to  age  refers  it  to  Mary:  Rejoice, 

0  Virgin  Mary:  it  is  thou  who  hast  exterminated 
all  the  heresies  in  the  entire  universe:   Gaude, 
Virgo  Maria:  cunctas  hcsreses  sola  interemisti  in 
universo  mundo.    By  heresies  we  are  to  understand 
the  most  powerful  enemies  of  Christianity,  of  whom 
Satan  is  the  inspirer  and  support.    To  conquer 
them,  is  to  crush  his  head :  to  Mary  be  this  power 
and  glory. 

What  then  have  we  to  do  if  we  would  be  saved  ? 

1  will  tell  you. 

About  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century,  the 
formidable  empire  of  the  Turks,  elated  by  its  suc- 
cess in  the  East,  threatened  to  precipitate  itself 
upon  Europe  and  lead  it  back  again  to  barbarism. 
At  the  sight  of  such  peril,  what  did  the  father  of 


*  Ser.  1  De  Assumpt.  B.  M.  n.  2.  Qu5a  sic  est  volun- 
tas  cjus,  qui  totum  nos  habere  voluit  per  Mariam. 
(De  aquceductu,  n.  6  et  7.) 
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Maria. 


Christian  nations  do?  The  great  Pope,  St,  Pius 
V,  lifted  his  eyes  to  Heaven  and  called  upon  Mary 
to  aid  Christendom.  His  prayer  was  heard:  a 
great  battle  was  fought,  and  the  waters  of  Le- 
panto  became  the  tomb  of  the  Ottoman  power. 

Mary  is  always  the  same,  and  her  mission  is  not 
changed.  Every  time  the  infernal  serpent  raises 
his  head,  Mary,  piously  invoked,  will  tread  upon 
him  with  her  virginal  foot,  and  victory  will  rest 
with  us.  All  this  is  to  say  that  the  knot  of  the  so- 
cial problem,  whence  depends  the  death  or  life  of 
the  world,  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  VII.— (Continued.) 

"  Yes,  Sybil  must  pass  through  the  ordeal.  I  see 
there's  no  help  for  it,"  said  Mrs.  Waite  sadly; 
"  only  you  can  prevent  her  being  urged  beyond 
her  strength,  Anne;  and  I  shall  trust  to  you  to  do 
it.  Thanks  for  your  promise  about  the  fuel,  and  I 
pray  God  that  you  may  at  last  be  generous  to  your- 
self." 

"  You  need  never  expect  to  see  me  a  crusader 
against  established  customs;  or  a  saint.  Saintli- 
ness  is  not  in  my  bones.  I  am  satisfied  to  enjoy 
the  good  things  of  this  life,  and  be  like  other  peo- 
ple,— no  better,  no  worse.  Some  people's  ideas  of 
goodness  are  to  stuff  up  their  nostrils  to  avoid  the 
perfume  of  flowers;  others  shut  their  eyes  for 
mortification  when  the  sun  shines;  some  who 
are  blessed  with  good  health  must  needs  put  on 
hair-shirts  to  torment  their  bodies!  I  could  no 
more  pray  while  my  flesh  was  being  scratched 
in  such  a  way  than  I  could  fly." 

"  All  are  not  called  to  the  practice  of  such  aus- 
terities; but  blessed  are  they  who,  having  the 
grace,  are  courageous  enough  to  deny  themselves 
all  things  for  the  love  of  God,  and  make  war 
against  every  human  passion  that  sets  their  flesh 
in  revolt  against  Him.  '  It  is  but  few  who  are 
willing  to  become  abject  for  the  love  of  God, 
but  it  is  glorious  to  think  of  the  final  triumph 
that  crowns  them  when  the  dust  that  perishes 
crumbles  away  and  sets  free  the  spirit  for  whose 
eternal  gain  it  was  made  to  suffer." 

"  My  dearest  Louise,  I  fear  that  I  am  not  spirit- 
ual-minded," said  Mrs.  Weston,  laughing.  I  re- 
ally do  not  understand  such  matters,  and  shudder 
at  the  very  thought  of  things  that  could  not  fail  to 
make  me  miserable.  Some  of  these  days,  age  will 
cripple  me  up,  make  me  toothless,  wrinkled  and 
blind,  then  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  except  to 


be  devot.  What's  the  use,  then,  of  anticipating? 
In  fact,  I  think  it's  a  sort  of  suicide  to  live  upon 
pillars,  and  in  caves, — and  starve  and  flagellate 
oneself  to  the  last  extremity." 

We  see  how  far  Mrs.  Weston,  although  a  Catho- 
lic, was  astray  from  the  true  meaning  of  a  spiritual 
life ;  one  of  those  Catholics  who  profess  the  faith, 
yet  obey  the  world  and  its  maxims  in  preference 
to  its  divine  precepts.  But  she  was  tired  of  the 
grave  themes  that  had  somehow  kept  recurring  in 
the  conversation  between  her  sister-in-law  and  her- 
self this  morning,  and  determined  if  she  could  to 
put  an  end  to  it.  Turning  over  some  fineries  that 
were  heaped  up  on  a  lounge,  she  drew  out  a  ceil- 
blue  silk  and  lace  pannier,  then  a  superb  sash  em- 
broidered in  the  daintiest  patterns  of  wild  roses 
and  morning-glories  on  a  ground  of  delicate  blue, 
and  held  them  up  for  Mrs.  Waite's  inspection. 

"  I  quite  forgot  to  show  you  these,"  she  said. 
"  Aren't  they  beautiful  ?  And  oh !  don't  fail  to  re- 
mind  Sybil  to  show  you  the  magnificent  parure  of 
pearls  her  father  has  given  her.  And  I  tell  you, 
my  dear  Louise,  once  for  all,  that  her  father  and  I 
will  be  seriously  displeased  and  hurt  if  you  go  to 
preaching  to  Sybil  about  the  sinfulness  of  the 
world, and  all  that;  for  it  will  make  her  miserable, 
and  make  it  very  unpleasant,  up-hill  work  for 
me." 

"  I  shall  not  interfere,  Anne.  But  of  one  thing 
be  sure :  if  Sybil  ever  comes  to  me  for  counsel  and 
advice,  whatever  the  consequences  may  be  to  my- 
self I  shall  not  fail  to  give  it." 

"  I  hope  I  may  be  considered  equal  to  the  care 
devolved  upon  me.  Sybil  shall  suffer  nothing  from 
any  neglect  of  mine,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  stiffly. 

"  I  do  not  for  a  moment  doubt  the  kindness  of 
your  intentions  towards  Sybil,  my  dear  Anne;  but 
she  may  find  herself  occasionally  in  straits  in 
which  I  may  be  able  to  help  her,  without  in  the 
least  interfering  with  yourself  or  your  plans.  She 
will  be  exposed  to  great  temptations,  you  know!" 

There  it  was  again,  the  cezT-blue  silk  and  em- 
broidered sash  notwithstanding! 

"Well!  I  hope  her  piety  is  of  that  wholesome 
sort  that  will  be  able  to  resist  them,  as  I  said  be- 
fore; for  she  has  to  make  her  plunge  into  the 
world,  sink  or  swim,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  with  a 
sharp  little  laugh  that  had  a  meaning  in  it  entirely 
obscure  to  Mrs.  Waite's  frank,  pure  mind.  "  But 
do  for  mercy's  sake  let  us  talk  about  something 
else ;  you  know  we  don't  agree  in  our  views,  and 
I  hate  to  be  reminded  of  what  a  dreadful  sinner  I 
am." 

"  I  should  be  pained  to  think  I  ever  left  that  im- 
pression." 

"  Yes,  you  do — always — and  it  makes  me  very 
uncomfortable,  knowing  that  you  are  so  very  pious 


Ave  Maria. 


and  I  not," — replied  Mrs.  Weston,  again  laughing, 
this  time  to  sheathe  the  sarcasm  of  her  words. 

Mrs.  Waite  felt  stung;  she  had  been  purposely 
misunderstood,  and  set  in  a  self-righteous  light,  a 
thing  which  her  humility  shrunk  from  most  sen- 
sitively; her  sister-in-law  either  did  not  or  would 
not  understand  her.  But  she  made  no  reply :  it  was 
time  for  silence,  lest  anger  should  usurp  the  place 
of  forbearance ;  then,  in  a  moment  or  so,  feeling 
that  she  "  possessed  her  soul  in  patience,"  she 
made  some  inquiries  about  her  brothei  j  health, — 
having  noticed,  when  he  had  called,  that  he  looked 
pale, — which  at  once  led  to  other  subjects,  of  which 
he  was  the  theme  and  complaint;  "he  was  killing 
himself," — "  he  was  slaving  himself  to  death," — 
"he  thought  of  nothing  but  making  money,  until 
he  could  talk  of  nothing  except  all  the  stupid  topics 
that  are  connected  with  it," — were  the  expres- 
sions that  dropped  glibly  from  the  tongue  of  this 
woman  who  had  failed  to  consecrate  her  husband's 
home  by  the  exercise  of  those  virtues  which  would 
have  made  it  the  one  centre  of  attraction  and  rest 
to  him,  and  the  stepping-stone  to  a  better  life. 

Natalie's  first  thought  on  awaking  that  morn- 
ing was  of  the  holiday  they  were  all  to  have  that 
day;  and  the  anticipation  of  seeing  Edyth,  and 
again  meeting  Sybil,  rippled  her  heart  with  a  sen- 
sation  that  she  thought  was  long  ago  dead ;  for, 
contrary  to  her  usual  habit,  led  by  some  impulse 
she  could  not  herself  define,  she  was  going  to  Mrs. 
Weston's  with  them:  and  to  know  that  Mrs.  Waite 
and  her  pupils  were  so  really  pleased  to  have  her 
go,  gave  added  zest  to  her  enjoyment. 

"  After  all,"  she  said — communing  with  herself 
in  the  solitude  of  her  own  room — "is  it  so  that 
peace  will  come  ?  But  only  like  glimpses  of  blue, 
sunlit  sky  between  the  black  storm-clouds.  No! 
no !  It  is  impossible !  Memory  must  first  be  de- 
stroyed. Oh  life,  whence  art  thou,  with  all  thy 
strange,  mysterious  agonies !  and  only  annihilation 
in  the  end  I  Hold  firm,  Natalie,  and  wait,  for 
there  is  at  least  a  destiny." 

It  was  the  cry  of  a  soul  that  endured  the  pas- 
sion of  life  without  a  hope  beyond  its  prison- 
house  ! 

But  soon  the  merry  voices  of  the  children  filled 
the  house ;  there  was  running  up  and  down,  and 
finally  a  tap  on  her  door,  which  she  opened,  and 
found  Baste,  Clara,  and  Con  waiting  for  her,  im- 
patient for  her  to  come  with  them,  that  they 
might  all  be  ready  to  start  the  moment  the  car- 
riage came  for  them  at  eleven,  and  it  was  now 
just  a  few  minutes  past  eight;  so  unreasonable 
are  children  as  to  time ! 

After  the  first  welcome  and  excitement  on  their 
arrival  at  their  Uncle  Weston's, — when  the  chil. 
dren  had  made  wide  circling  explorations,  John's 
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leaning  against  a  pillar,  her  eyes   looking  far 

away  beyond  the  present,  when  a  soft  touch  upon 

her  hand  aroused  her.    It  was  Sybil. 

"  I  have  left  them  all  with  my  old  black  maumy, 
playing  circus  in  the  ball-room,  and  want  you  to 
come  and  pay  a  visit  with  me  to  Miss  Arnold,  if 
you  will,  "Natalie,"  said  the  girl,  shyly. 

"  With  pleasure.  I  have  met  Miss  Arnold  some- 
times." 

"Thank  you  for  coming.  I  have  some  violets 
for  her — quite  a  handful ;  and  a  double-hyacinth 
for  you;  see,  it  is  the  exact  color  of  an  ocean 
shell." 

"  My  favorite  flower, — one  of  the  few  that  has 
sentiment  and  life  in  it,"  said  Natalie,  as  she  held 
the  beautiful,  rose-tinted,  pendent  flowers  a  mo- 
ment against  her  cheek. 

"What  is  the  sentiment?  I  want  to  know,  be- 
cause I  have  strange  thoughts  about  flowers." 

"  Oh,  I  cannot  exactly  define ;  perhaps  some  day 
when  you  know  better  what  life  is,  I  will  tell  you; 

it  would  to  your  ears  sound,  now,  like what 

do  you  call  Baste's  word?  hi — hi — aye,  now  I 
have  it— hifalutin ! " 

"But  I'm  sure  that  you  love  flowers;  and  if 
you  will  allow  me,  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  bring  you 
some,  whenever  I  come  to  my  aunt's."  // 

"  Flowers  make  me  not  happy ;  they  mean  too 
much ;  but  if  it  pleases  you,  I  will  accept  them, 
with  thanks,"  was  the  quiet  reply. 

Sybil  tapped  at  Miss  Arnold's  door;  a  sharp 
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,vas  dusting  papa's  and  mamma's  portraits 
»vhen  you  rapped,"  she  went  on  to  say,  after  she 
had  set  the  violets  on  the  mantel-piece,  "  and  I'm 
afraid  the  dust  is  flying  yet.  It  is  so  strange  that 
you  should  have  brought  me  violets  just  at  the 
very  minute  I  was  looking  at  papa,  for  it  is  the 
anniversary  of  his  death,  and  they  were  his  favor- 
ite flowers.  I  remember  he  always  had  a  few  on 
his  study-table  when  they  were  in  season ; "  and 
Miss  Arnold  wiped  a  thWi,  pathetic  little  tear  from 
!>.,..  *°s,  with  the  corner  of  a  clean  handkerchief. 
"I"  am  glad  I  thought  of  them;  the  gardener 
will  send  them  from  Westover  every  day  now,  and 
you  shall  have  some  whenever  you  want  them. 
Whose  picture  is  that  above  the  mantel,  Miss  Ar- 
nold?" asked  Sybil,  anxious  to  talk  about  what 
she  imagined  would  most  interest  the  forlorn 
woman. 

"That!  that — at  least — well!  no  matter  about 
the  name;  he  was  papa's  curate  when  I  was  just 
grown  up ;  he  was  very  good,  and  papa  thought 
highly  of  him." 
"Did  he  die?" 

"  Oh,  no ;  he  is  living  yet.  He  succeeded  papa 
in  the  living,  and  married  a  very  rich  Manchester 
shopkeeper's  widow,"  was  the  reply,  while  a 
crimson  spot  flamed  on  each  of  her  prominent 
cheekbones.  "I  only — well — I  keep  the  picture, 
not  because  I  care  for  it  myself,  but  he  was  a 
friend  of  papa's,  and  it  reminds  me  of  old  times. 
No!  he's  a  dean  now," — she  added,  with  a  little 
nervous  laugh. 
"Another  broken  life,"  thought  Natalie,  who 


had  been  regarding  Miss  Arnold  with  strange 
interest. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  his  picture,  Miss  Arnold. 
Won't  you  let  me  come  some  evenings,  after  Edyth 
goes  to  bed,  and  hear  about  your  'old  times'?" 

"You!  oh  no!  you  will  have  no  time  to  spare, 
Miss  Weston;  you  don't  know;  and  then  if  you 
had,  and  I  should  tell  you  about  my  old  times, 
you'd  only  laugh  at  them ;  and  I  could  not  bear 
that  they  should  be  ridiculed,  for  they  are  all  I 
have,  you  know ! " 

"We  will  know  each  other  better  by-aad-by, 
Miss  Arnold,"  said  Sybil,  feeling  a  little  uncom- 
fortable. 

But  Natalie,  with  her  keen  perceptions,  felt  in 
her  heart  that  this  quaint,  plain,  fidgety  little 
woman  had  a  touching  idyl  somewhere  back  in 
her  life,  that  she  had  curtained  from  observation 
like  some  sacred  thing  in  a  niche.  Then  she 
asked  her  a  question  or  two  about  the  compara- 
tive excellence  of  the  two  new  methods  of  teach- 
ing French  just  introduced,  and  so  led  the  way 
back  to  the  beaten  path  of  her  daily  life,  knowing 
but  too  well  how  sharp  the  hurt  when  old  wounds, 
probed  at  random,  are  touched  by  accident  in  the 
sorest  spot.  But  it  was  not  long  before  Nt.  '•> 
and  Sybil  heard  their  names  "'  Juted  from  ever} 
quarter  of  the  house,  now  h:  _,n,  now  low,  now  far, 
now  near.  It  was  luncheon  time,  and  the  children 
were  in  quest  of  them. 

"Won't  you  come,  Miss  Arnold?"  said  Sybil, 
pausing  a  moment  at  the  door. 

"  Me !  I  am  not  expected  to  lunch  downstairs. 
I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Weston,  I  should  not  like 
it;  but  you  are  very  good  all  the  same,"  said  Miss 
Arnold,  when  Sybil's  glowing  countenance  and 
half  open  lips  showed  an  evident  intention  of  in- 
sisting upon  her  going  down  with  them. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  won't  come,"  she  replied — too 
delicate  to  urge  a  thing  which  was  apparently  dis- 
tasteful ;  and  gently  closing  the  door,  she  put  her 
arm  in  Natalie's  and  for  a  moment  or  so  did  not 
speak;  then:  "I  wonder  why?  Do  you  know, 
Natalie?" 

"Why  Miss  Arnold  do  not  come  to  lunch?  I 
suppose  she  is  used  to  take  it  in  the  schoolroom," 
replied  Natalie,  evasively. 

"I  should  think  it  would  be  nicer  for  her  than 
up  there,  all  alone." 

"Yes — perhaps !  See !  they  are  waiting  you,  the 
new  sister,"  said  Natalie,  glad  to  have  the  subject 
interrupted  by  a  glimpse  she  caught  of  Edyth  and 
Clara  in  the  hall  below,  who  conducted  them  in  tri- 
umph to  the  breakfast-room,  where  lunch  was 
spread,  and  where  by  acclamation  Sybil  was  forced 
to  preside,  for  Mrs.  Weston  had  excused  herself, 
and  gone,  and  Mrs.  Waite  wished  her  to  do  so, 
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saying :  "  I  wish  to  be  entirely  your  guest  to-day, 
my  dear." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THB    LIFE 
OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  OfcORGUANA  FXJLLEKTOK. 

CHAPTER  VL— (Continued.") 
We  transcribe  her  own  account  of  her  visit  to 
Monseigneur  SiboUr : 

"  On  Tuesday,  the  22nd  of  January,"  she  writes,  "  I 
went  to  Mass  at  the  church  at  St.  Merry,  and  received 
Holy  Communion.  I  felt  very  anxious  about  my  visit  to 
the  Archbishop,  and  prayed  that  he  might  receive  me 
in  a  fatherly  manner  and  with  a  gracious  smile,  he- 
cause  otherwise  I  knew  I  should  not  be  able  to  utter 
a  word.  When  I  arrived  at  his  palace,  the  porter  at 
the  lodge  stopped  me  and  said  he  was  engaged  and 
could  not  see  anyone.  I  answered  that  1  had  brought 
a  letter  for  him,  and  persisted  in  crossing  the  court  to 
the  front  door.  I  rang  the  bell;  no  answer.  I  rang 
again  ;  no  one  came.  A  third  time  I  pulled  the  bell, 
and  made  a  great  noise;  a  servant  appeared.  'Have 
you  been  waiting,  Madame?  I  did  not  hear  the  bell. 
Monseigneur  is  busy;  he  is  saying  his  Office.'  '  Will 
you  give  him  this  letter.'  In  a  few  minutes  he  re- 
turned and  said  Monseigneur  would  see  me  as  soon 
as  he  had  finished  his  Office>  It  was  time  indeed  to 
ejaculate  my  life-long  prayer:  'Providence  of  God, 
directed  by  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  watch  over  me.' 
I  felt  that  my  future  destiny  turned  on  the  result  of 
this  interview.  If  the  Archbishop  sanctioned  my  un- 
dertaking, then  my  course  would  be  plain.  If  he  con- 
sidered it  impracticable,  nothing  would  remain  but  to 
return  to  Looz  and  live  at  home  as  before;  there  was 
no  other  alternative.  There  I  sat  in  that  large  draw- 
ing-room, my  heart  beating  and  my  mind  absorbed 
by  that  one  thought :  Was  the  Order  of  the  Holy 
Souls  to  be,  or  not  to  be?  That  question  was  about  to 
be  decided.  At  last  I  was  informed  that  the  Arch- 
bishop was  ready  to  see  me.  I  could  not  help  saying 
to  God:  'Do  make  him  smile.'  I  went  in,  and  there 
was  Monseigneur  standing  before  me,  looking  very 
benignant,  and  smiling  upon  me  as  kindly  as  possi- 
ble. I  knelt  down  to  get  his  blessing,  and  he  gave 
me  his  ring  to  kiss.  '  To  what  diocese  do  you  belong, 
Mademoiselle?'  he  asked.  'To  the  diocese  of  Cam- 
bray,  Monseigneur.'  '  What  has  brought  you  to  Paris  ? ' 
'  The  wish  to  establish  a  Community,  Monseigneur, 
for  the  relief  of  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  one  whose 
good  works  would  be  all  offered  up  for  that  intention.' 
I  then  gave  his  Grace  the  history  of  my  Association 
of  Prayers,  of  the  way  in  which  the  thought  of  the 
new  Order  had  entered  my  mind,  and  of  the  providen- 
tial circumstances  which  had  brought  about  my  jour- 
ney to  Paris.  Monseigneur  listened  with  great  inter- 
est. '  Yee,'  he  said,  when  I  ceased  speaking, '  it  is  ex- 
actly what  the  AbbS  Gabriel  has  told  me.  Well,  but 


Mademoiselle,  what  means  have  you  to  begin  with  ? ' 
'Monseigneur,  they  are  exceedingly  small  at  present, 
but  later  on  they  will  improve.'  '  Have  you  a  house?' 
'No,  Monseigneur.'  'Then  what  will  you  do?'  'Why, 
Monseigneur,  would  it  be  more  extraordinary  if  Al- 
mighty God,  to  whom  all  the  houses  in  Paris  belong, 
helped  me  to  find  one,  than  that  two  persons  who  did 
not  know  of  each  other's  existence — the  Abbe  and  my- 
self— should  have  formed  the  same  project?'  'Very 
well,  my  child,' —  his  Grace  exclaimed,—'  faith,  which 
transplants  mountains  can  build  houses.  I  give  you 
leave  to  say  openly  in  Paris  that  the  Archbishop  is 
heart  and  soul  with  you  in  this  work;  and  if  you  want 
advice  and  help,  come  to  me.'  I  could  hardly  believe 
I  had  really  heard  those  words  from  his  Grace.  I  tried 
to  express  what  I  felt,  and  to  tell  him  all  the  happi- 
ness they  gave  me." 

Eugenie  came  away  from  the  archiepiscopal 
palace  with  that  sort  of  joyful  surprise  at  an  unex- 
pected blessing  which  is  one  of  the  sweetest  emo- 
tions we  can  experience.  Her  heart  was  overflow- 
ing with  gratitude.  So  complete  an  approval  and 
so  warm  a  sympathy  from  Monseigneur  Sibour 
exceeded  all  her  hopes.  She  left,  saying  to  herself 
on  her  way  home :  "  God  has  done  it  all !  God  has 
done  it  all ! "  She  did  not  let  the  grass  grow  un- 
der her  feet.  The  next  thing  was  to  get  the  Arch- 
bishop's approval  in  writing.  She  begged  the 
Abbe  Gabriel  to  forward  to  him  at  once  the  plan 
which  his  Vicaire  had  drawn  up  of  the  proposed 
Institute.  This  document  was  returned  to  her 
with  the  following  words  affixed  to  it: 

"  We  approve  of  the  establishment  in  our  diocase 
of  the  above-mentioned  work,  reserving  to  ourselves 
a  future  consideration  of  the  rules  which  will  be  sub- v 
mited  to  our  examination. 

"Jf»  M.  E.  AUGUSTS,  Archbishop  of  Paris." 

Now  that  the  spiritual  foundation  of  her  edifice 
was  laid,  it  was  time  for  Eugenie  to  look  out  for 
the  means  of  providing  a  house  for  the  new  Insti- 
tute. The  fourth  story  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  St. 
Martin,  shared  with  good  Mdlle.  N ,  was  insuf- 
ficient even  for  a  first  attempt  at  a  Community  life. 
She  had  been  hoping  and  waiting  for  a  letter  of  in- 
troduction, which  a  friend  at  Lille  had  promised  to 
send  her,  to  a  lady  in  Paris,  well  known  for  her 
zeal  and  piety,  and  whose  ample  means  were  de- 
voted to  good  works.  Every  day  she  had  been  dis- 
appointed. At  last,  one  morning,  whilst  hearing 
Mass  at  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  she  begged  our 
Blessed  Lady  very  earnestly  to  obtain  for  her  that 
very  day  this  much  desired  letter,  and  the  urst 
thing  she  saw  on  her  return  home  was  a  note  on 
the  table  which  turned  out  to  be  the  answer  she  had 
been  so  anxiously  expecting.  The  few  words  it 

contained  were  satisfactory.    "Madame had 

been  informed  of  her  arrival  in  Paris,  and  would 
be  happy  to  see  her  between  10  and  12  the  follow- 
ing day." 
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Maria. 


Eugenie  was  not  surprised;  she  would  have 
been  much  more  astonished  if  her  prayer  had  nol 
been  heard;  but-  falling  on  her  knees,  she  poured 
out  her  thanks  to  her  dear  Mother  in  heaven,  and 
looked  forward  with  hope  to  the  result  of  this  in- 
teresting interview.  Her  own  pen  has  described 
it.  We  copy  from  her  letter: 
"On  Saturday,  the  26th  of  January,  I  went  to  make 

Madame 'a  acquaintance.    When  I  asked  if  she  was 

at  home,  her  maid,  who  had  opened  the  door,  answered 
shortly:  'Madame  is  out.'  'Indeed!'  I  said;  'lam  sur- 
prised at  that;  for  this  is  the  time  Madame  had  named, 
and  I  think  she  must  have  expected  me.'  'Oh  then 
you  must  he  the  person  with  whom  Madame  had  made 
an  appointment!  she  told  me  to  remind  her  of  it. 
Dear  me!  she  will  be  very  much  vexed!  It  is  only  a 
minute  ago  she  went  out! '  'lean  wait  for  her,'  I  said. 
'  It  would  be  wasting  your  time,  I  am  afraid.  I  never 
can  tell  when  Madame  will  come  home.  She  heard 
this  morning  that  one  of  her  uncles  is  very  ill,  and  she 
is  going  into  the  country  this  evening  to  see  him.' 
'*!  felt  thoroughly  disappointed,  and  said  how  sorry 

I  was  not  to  have  found  Madame at  home.    As  I 

was  getting  into  the  cab,  the  coachman  asked  where 
he  was  to  drive.  '  Wherever  the  Blessd  Sacrament  is,' 
I  said.  The  poor  man,  not  understanding  this  direction, 
stared  at  me.  'I  want  to  go  to  a  church,'  I  explained. 
'What  church?'  he  asked.  'Any  church,'  I  said. 
'  Find  out  a  church  the  nearest  you  can.'  I  was  not  bet- 
ter  acquainted  than  he  was  with  the  churches  of  Paris. 
He  got  upon  his  box  and  drove  down  the  Rue  de  Sev- 
res. When  we  passed  the  Church  of  the  Lazarists,  he 
stopped.  Tenez,'  he  said,  pointing  to  the  steps,  'that 
looks  as  if  it  might  be  a  church.'  I  went  in  and  knelt 
down  before  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  pray- 
j.lng  with  all  my  heart,  and  repeating  the  same  words: 
4  My  God,  what  must  I  do?'  I  felt  strangely  depressed, 
unreasonably  discouraged,  but  continued  to  beg  for 
light  and  guidance. 

"Suddenly  I  heard  as  it  were  a  voice  in  my  heart, 
which  said : '  Go  back  to  that  lady's  house.'  '  Nonsense,' 
I  said  to  myself;  '  it  would  be  of  no  use.'  But  as  I 
went  on  feeling-the  inward  prompting,  I  could  not  re- 
sist it,  and  desired  the  coachman  to  drive  me  back  to 
the  house  we  had  juat  left.  When  the  servant  opened 
the  door, she  exclaimed:  'Oh,  there  you  are!  How  very 
lucky!  Madame  has  come  home.  I  will  let  her  know 
you  are  here.' 
"I  was  shown  into  the  drawing-room,  and  found 

Madame ,with    a   child  in  her    arms  whom    she 

seemed  as  fond  of  as  if  it  had  been  her  own.  This 
was  a  little  orphan  girl  she  had  adopted.  All  her 
means  were  devoted  to  works  of  charity,  and  her  life 
was  so  pious  and  edifying  that  people  looked  upon 
her  as  a  kind  of  nun.  She  received  me  in  a  very 
plain  sort  of  fashion.  'Good  morning,  Madame;  sit 
down  by  me  on  this  couch,  and  tell  me  all  about  your- 
self.' I  own  that  I  felt  rather  dismayed  at  having  to 
tell  my  story  before  the  lady's  maid,  who  did  not  of- 
fer to  leave  the  room;  but  there  was  no  help  for  it, 
and  I  was  obliged  to  go  through  this  ordeal.  Ma- 
dame listened  very  attentively,  but  all  the  time  we  were 


talking  the  baby  was  screaming,  and  she  was  rocking 
it  and  singing  to  it.  In  the  midst  of  this  hubbub,  I 
had  to  explain  my  plans,  and  all  their  important  bear- 
ings. I  felt  almost  as  if  I  was  dreaming,  and  kept 
thinking:  'Will  anything  result  from  this?'  'I  have 
been  advised,  Madame,  to  hare  recourse  to  you.' 
'  My  child,  you  can  rely  upon  me.'  '  But  what  can  I  do, 
Madame?'  'Have  you  not  heard  what  I  said,  my 
child?  It  is  our  Lord  who  makes  me  tell  you  to  rely 
upon  me.'  She  spoke  so  positively  that  I  was  puz- 
zled what  next  to  say;  she  thought  a  moment,  and 
then  went  on:  '  I  may  as  well  explain  this  to  you.  On 
New  Year's  day  I  was  walking  along  the  Rue  de  Se- 
vres ;  just  as  I  was  coming  to  the  end  of  it,  all  at  once  I 
thought  of  the  Souls  in  Purgatory,  and  I  said  to  my- 
self: '  Every  one  to-day  is  receiving  New-Year's  gifts 
except  the  souls  in  Purgatory';  upon  which  I  stopped 
at  the  house  of  the  Lazarist  Fathers  and  asked 
for  two  hundred  Masses  for  those  poor  souls.  Then 
as  I  was  sitting  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  the 
chapel,  I  heard  a  voice  in  my  heart  which  said:  'The 
Souls  in  Pugatory  are  a  work  of  charity;  you  will  soon 
know  it.'  (Tjes  dmes  du  Purgatoire  c'e.it  une  oeuvre.  Tu 
le  sauras  bientot.)  I  remember  that  I  said  to  myself: 
"What!  the  Souls  in  Purgatory  are  a  work  of  charity! 
— what  does  that  mean?  It  is  not  even  good  French." 
....  I  had  quite  forgotten  this;  but  since  you  have 
been  talking  to  me,  my  child,  it  has  come  back  to  my 
recollection,  and  I  felt  what  I  mentioned  to  you  just 
now:  our  Lord  saying  to  me:  "That  is  the  work  I 
told  thee  of  on  the  first  of  January."  Do  not  therefore 
be  surprised  at  my  saying  that  it  is  our  Lord's  will 
that  you  should  count  on  my  assistance.'  She  then 
asked  me  where  I  lived,  and  promised  to  come  and 
see  me." 


Hymn  to  the  Sacred  Heart. 

From  "  Domus  Dei,"  by  Eleanor  C.  Donnelly. 


Sacred  Heart!  in  accents  burning, 

Pour  we  forth  our  love  of  thee; 
Here  our  hopes,  and  here  our  yearnings, 

Meet  and  mingle  tenderly. 
Heart  of  mercy!  ever  eager 

All  our  woes  and  wounds  to  heal; 
Heart  most  potent,  Heart  most  pure, 

To  our  souls  thy  depths  reveal! 
Sacred  Heart  of  our  Redeemer! 

Pierced  with  love  on  Calvary, 
Heart  of  Jesus!  ever  loving, 

Make  us  burn  with  love  of  thee! 
Praise  to  thee,  Sacred  Heart! 

ir. 
Heart  of  bounty!  thou  art  bringing 

All  thy  thirsting  children  here, 
Where  the  living  waters  springing, 

Tell  of  hope  and  comfort  near. 
O,  thou  source  of  every  blessing! 

Sweetest,  strongest,  holiest,  best, 
Be  our  treasure  here  on  earth, 
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And  in  heaven  be  thou  our  rest! 
Sacred  Heart  of  our  Redeemer! 

Pierced  with  love  on  Calvary, 
Heart  of  Jesus!  ever  loving, 

Make  us  burn  with  love  of  Thee! 
Praise  to  thee,  Sacred  Heart ! 


Ex-Votos. 


CONTINUATION  OF  NOTRE  DAME  DE  FOTJBVIERES. 
BY  MISS  ROSE  HOWE. 

[Concluded.] 

The  crutches  and  sick  chairs  of  the  cripples 
who  have  been  loosed  from  their  infirmities  make 
an  impression  too  profound,  alike  on  travellers 
and  readers  of  travels,  to  need  description  or  com- 
ment  here.  We  would  like  to  suggest  that  here- 
after American  suppliants  would  add  to  their  pray- 
ers a  vow — a  vow  that  when  their  requests  are 
granted  they  will  send  here  in  the  United  States, 
an  ex-voto  to  publish  the  goodness  of  God  in  their 
behalf.  "  So  will  I  sing  a  psalm  to  Thy  name  for- 
ever and  ever :  that  I  may  pay  my  vows  to  Thee 
from  day  to  day."  There  are  candid,  exuberant 
temperaments  to  whom  it  is  a  necessity  to  recount 
in  pious  exultation  all  that  God  has  done  for  them.; 
whose  sense  of  justice  is  not  satisfied  unless  they 
can  give  a  complete  testimony ;  such  will  affix  to 
their  circumstantial,  though  concise,  narratives, 
both  name  and  date,  thus  holding  themselves  per- 
sonally responsible  to  the  scoffer  for  the  truth  of 
what  they  testify.  Others  feel  an  unconquerable 
shy  reserve  about  proclaiming  to  the  public  that 
they  are  the  recipients  of  those  favors ;  these  can 
glorify  God  in  the  sanctuary  and  call  upon  His 
faithful  to  magnify  His  name  for  having  shown 
His  mercy  to  His  children,  without  giving  their 
names ;  it  is  enough  that  a  Christian  testifies  that 
"His  mercy  is  indeed  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion unto  those  who  fear  Him."  Again  there  are 
some  heart-bruises  that  are  re-opened  if  the  wrap- 
ping of  silence  is  torn  off.  For  these,  pious  ejac- 
ulations can  give  thanks;  as:  "Mary  has  heard 
my  prayer ; "  or,  "  I  fled  for  comfort  to  the  Mother 
of  Dolors,  and  she  soothed  my  sorrowing  heart." 
or  any  other  that  circumstances  and  piety  may 
dictate.  We  have  endeavored  to  suggest  forms  of 
ex-voto  suitable  to  persons  of  moderate  means,  and 
such  as  need  not  interfere  with  the  supplies  for  the 
necessities  of  the  parish.  The  rich  have  always 
too  many  who  are  anxious  to  suggest  to  them  the 
generous  deeds  that  perhaps  the  advisers  them- 
selves would  be  the  last  to  perform  had  Divine 
Providence  entrusted  to  their  hands  the  coveted 
affluence.  What  wealthy  Catholic  does  not  know 


that  a  truly  artistic  Via  Cruets,  or  a  gorgeous 
stained-window,  (the  simple  word,  "ex-voto"  tell- 
ing its  wherefore)  or  an  altar,  stamped  "ex-voto" 
or  a  beautiful  statue  of  Our  Lord,  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  or  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  or  of  St.  Joseph, 
with  "ex-voto"  on  the  pedestal,  would  be  accepta- 
ble in  any  church?  Queens  and  nobles  have 
given  them  the  example,  who  have  built  churches 
and  endowed  convents  ex-voto.  The  church  of  the 
Theatines  in  Munich  is  an  ex-voto  to  St.  Cajetan, 
built  by  the  Electress,  Adelheid,  between  1661  and 
1675,  in  thanksgiving  for  an  heir  to  the  throne 
born  after  eight  years  of  childless  wedlock.  The 
altar-piece  represents  the  royal  family  with  their 
subjects  praying  to  St.  Cajetan. 

St.  Oren's  priory  has  stood  nine  centuries  in  the 
south  of  France,  ex-voto  of  the  first  Count  of  Armag- 
nac. — Bernard  le  Louche,  and  the  Lady  Ernerina 
his  wife. 

When  we  were  in  Vienna,  three  years  ago,w& 
passed  more  than  once  a  beautiful,  fairy-like,  Gothic 
Church  in  process  of  erection,  familiarly  called 
by  the  inhabitants  the  Franz-Joseph-Kirche  (Fran- 
cis Joseph  Church) — ex-voto  of  the  present  Emperor 
in  gratitude  for  an  escape  from  assassination  in  1858> 
and  to  be  dedicated  the  Heilandskirche  (Church 
of  the  Saviour.)  Who  has  so  much  at  heart  the 
recovery  of  some  crippled  or  dying  dear  one,  or  the 
conversion  of  some  beloved  relative  or  friend,  that 
he  will  promise  in  exchange  for  the  miracle  he 
supplicates,  a  church,  a  monastery  or  a  nunnery  ? 
We  know  of  three  ex-votos  in  the  Catholic  Church 
of  the  Anglo-Americans ;  there  may  be  many  others, 
but  neither  the  Ave  Maria  nor  we  ever  heard  0? 
them.  To  the  first  we  have  already  alluded  in  the 
beginning  of  this  article,  and  the  pupils  ox  gj 
Mary's  of  the  Woods  near  Terre-Haute,  Indiav^ 
all  remember  St.  Ann's  chapel,  often  the  pleasanV 
terminus  of  Sunday  strolls  and  summer-evening 
rambles;  it  is  associated  in  the  minds  of  all  the 
Cotholics  educated  there,  with  retreats,  and  first 
communion  days,  confirmations  and  baptisms. 

And  the  older  pupils  have  stood  in  its  shadow 
watching  the  earth  thrown  over  the  mortal  remains 
of  some  beloved  teacher — earth  to  earth  and  dust  to 
dust  expecting  the  resurrection.  All  our  compan- 
ions know  the  history  of  St.  Ann's  chapel.  How 
Mother  Theodore  a  few  years  after  she  first  came 
over  to  found  her  house  was  obliged  to  return  to 
France  on  business ;  how  coming  back  Co  America 
the  little  sailing  packet  (it  was  before  the  days  of 
ocean  steamers)  in  which  she  took  passage,  was 
tossed  about  in  a  frightful  storm  and  given  up  for 
lost:  how,  in  her  terror,  she  vowed,  if  she  should 
return  in  safety;  a  chapel  to  St.  Anne,  the  patroness 
of  her  baptism.  And  so  she  built  at  one  extremity 
of  a  beautiful  garden,  on  a  slope  behind  a  tiny 
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lakelet,  a  rustic  chapel  of  unhewn  logs,  with  pointed 
roof.  Without,  it  was  overgrown  with  luxuriant 
vines;  within,  the  walls  were  wrought  in  pious 
devices, — hearts,  Maltese-crosses,  and  of  rainbow, 
tinted  shells  gathered  from  the  banks  of  the  wabash. 
The  door  was  neatly  made  of  slender  twigs  and 
showed  a  cross,  and  over  the  altar  hung  the— shall 
I  call  it  "  Conventional "  ? — ex-wto  painting  of  a 
ship  in  a  storm  at  sea.  The  second  was  that  of  a 
lady,  a  former  pupil  of  St.  Mary's  of  the  Woods, 
and  several  years  a  sojourner  in  Catholic  countries. 
She  was  run  away  with  by  a  frightened  horse,  and, 
in  the  moment  of  peril,  she  vowed  a  lamp  to  burn 
night  and  day  before  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin throughout  the  month  of  May,  then  at  hand, 
should  she  escape.  She  passed  through  the  danger 
unhurt,  bought  the  votive  lamp  and  oil,  sent  them 
to  the  chapel  of  her.  Alma  Mater,  and  one  of  the 
young  ladies  of  the  Institute  gladly  took  upon 
"herself  the  pious  task  of  seeing  that  the  votive 
light  should  not  be  extinguished  until  the  May 
blossoms  had  given  place  to  June  flowers. 

The  third  ?  no :  it  was  not  an  ex-voto,  but  it  ought 
to  have  been;  it  was,  we  believe,  a  yearning  for 
the  unknown  ex-voto.  A  schoolmate  of  ours,  the 
daughter  of  a  convert,  was  baptized  and  made  her 
first  Communion  years  ago  at  St.  Mary's  of  the 
Woods,  and  the  year  following  did  not  return  to 
school.  In  her  native  place  there  was  no  resident 
priest,  she  was  gay  and  a  mere  child,  and,  accord- 
ing to  her  own  account,  became  neglectful  of  her 
religion.  But  her  exuberant  spirits  received  a 
check  from  a  long  and  painful  malady.  For  years 
she  was  an  invalid  with  a  disease  of  the  spine.  At 
last  sll  hopes  of  her  life  were  given  up  and  one 
g^nmer  vacation  she  returned  to  the  Institute 
,vhere  she  had  received  the  waters  of  regeneration, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  partaken  of  the  Bread  of 
Life,  to  prepare  for  death.  She  made  a  solemn  re- 
treat to  dispose  herself  to  meet  her  Creator  and  be- 
fore it  was  over  her  disease  took  a  sudden  and  un- 
looked-for turn.  She  convalesced  so  rapidly  that 
in  a  few  months  she  was  able  to  pick  up  the  broken 
threadof  her  school-days,  and,  although  past  twenty, 
she  had  the  courage  to  return  to  graduate.  After 
she  had  finished  her  studies  she  sent  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  in  the  oratory  of  the  Institute  a  pair  of 
costly  vases. 

Where  shall  we  send  our  ex-votos  f  The  church 
doors  may  all  open  wide  to  welcome  them  when 
they  come :  that  we  know  not,  but  this  we  do  know, 
Father  General  hopes  to  see  the  walls  of  his 
churches,  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 
and  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  "full  of 
them,"  and  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross  bespeak 
some  for  their  Loreto,  and  when  their  dreams  are 
accomplished  then  every  Christian  who  enters 


therein  will  exclaim  in  joyous  exultation:  "Who 
is  as  the  Lord  our  God  who  dvvelleth  on  high  and 
looketh  down  on  the  low  things  in  heaven  and  on 
earth ! " 


"  Help  of  Christians." 

BY  ELIZA  K.  FAKKEB. 

Auxilium  Christianorum! — "  Help  of  Chris- 
tians!"— This  beautiful  title  of  our  Holy  Virgin 
Mother  is  daily  repeated,  nightly  sung,  by  her 
children ;  but  few  perhaps  are  aware  of  the  origin 
of  the  insertion  of  the  invocation  in  the  Litany. 

It  was  during  the  sixteenth  century,  when  the 
infidel  Turks  were  engaged  in  the  conquest  of 
southern  Europe.  They  took  the  Island  of  Cy- 
prus, and  were  menacing  Venice.  Thus  flushed 
with  the  success  of  victory,  they  continued  their 
encroachments  on  Christianity.  At  this  period  a 
holy  man  was  found  courageous  enough  to  oppose 
the  enemy, — confiding  in  God,  with  the  assurance 
that  He  alone  could  save  distracted  Europe,  now 
torn  asunder  by  the  pretended  Reformation.  This 
eminently  pious  man  was  Pope  Pius  the  V. 

This  great  Pontiff— certainly  one  of  the  best 
and  most  learned  men  of  the  Church  in  any  age — 
called  upon  the  Christian  world,  in  1570,  to  form 
a  league  against  the  infidel  enemies  of  God  and 
the  people. 

Selim  II  was  about  to  invade  Venice,  and  attack 
the  entire  West.  Although  the  danger  was  so  im- 
minent, the  Venetians  and  Philip  II  of  Spain 
alone  responded  to  the  Roman  Pontiff's  call.  The 
other  nations  were  so  engaged  with  internal  dis- 
turbances that  they  refused  any  aid. 

Pius  V,  placing  his  confidence  in  God  alone, 
did  not  lose  courage,  but  persevered  in  his  great 
undertaking,  giving  orders  to  the  forces  not  to 
wait  for  the  enemy's  fleet,  but  to  advance  and 
meet  them. 

Archduke  John  of  Austria,  brother  of  Philip  II, 
was  nominated  general-in-chief  of  the  Christian 
forces.  The  Christian  army  was  not  numerous 
enough  to  attack  the  most  redoubtable  forces  op- 
posed to  them,  but  the  Pope,  notwithstanding,  or- 
dered the  commander  to  dismiss  all  men  of  bad 
character,  believing  that  true  Christian  troops 
would  invoke  the  blessing  of  God  and  crown 
their  efforts  with  success. 

The  Christian  army  set  sail  in  search  of  the  hos- 
tile fleet,  which  they  found  at  anchor  in  the  Gulf 
of  Lepanto.  The  banner  under  which  the  Roman 
Pontiff's  forces  arrayed  themselves  bore  upon  its 
silken  folds  a  representation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
presenting  to  us  her  Divine  Son,  whose  invinci- 
ble cross  surmounted  it.  When  the  royal  com- 
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raander  unfurled  it  to  the  breeze,  a  general  shout 
from  the  Christian  forces  saluted  the  blessed 
standard,  which  at  the  same  moment  received  a 
heavy  charge  of  the  Turkish  artillery.  But  no 
shot,  either  then  or  during  the  entire  day — that 
stormy  battle  day,  the  long-remembered  7th  of 
October— 'touched  a  thread  of  the  sacred  banner  of 
Mary. 

During  the  time  of  the  battle,  the  holy  Pontiff, 
•who  did  not  know  his  forces  had  as  yet  met  the 
enemy,  was  engaged  in  council  with  his  Cardinals. 
Suddenly  he  ceased  speaking;  rising  from  his 
seat,  he  approached  the  window  and  looked  for 
an  instant  upon  the  brightened  sky.  What  was 
it  the  saintly  man  beheld?  Turning  to  those 
along  with  him,  he  exclaimed — "Away  with  the 
business  of  this  hour !  Let  our  only  thought  now 
be  to  return  thanks  to  the  Almighty  for  the  victory 
He  has  granted  to  the  Christian  forces." 

The  Pope  then  repaired  to  the  Basilica  of  St. 
Peter,  whither  he  was  followed  by  the  Cardinals, 
who  as  yet  knew  not  what  the  strange  words  of 
the  Holy  Father  meant.  Soon  the  glorious  news 
reached  them,  and  it  was  announced  to  the  world 
that  the  banner  of  Mary,  the  Immaculate  Queen 
of  Heaven,  hed  been  crowned  with  victory.  Her 
Litany  was  immediately  sung  everywhere  through- 
out the  city  of  Rome — in  the  churhes,  in  the 
streets,  and  in  the  quiet  homes  of  the  Christians. 
Upon  this  great  occasion  Pius  V  introduced  a 
new  invocation  into  the  Litany — that  of  "Auxi- 
lium  Christianorum."  At  the  same  time  he  also 
instituted  a  new  festival  for  the  7th  of  October, 
dedicated  to  the  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, — 
to  whom  the  Pontiff  gave  the  new  title  of  Our 
Lady  of  Victory,  for  all  well  knew  to  whom  the 
laurels  and  crown  were  due — Mary,  the  Help  of 
Christians. 
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Catholic  Notes. 

The  report  of  Cardinal  Capalti's  death  was  with- 
out foundation. 

The  Paulist  Fathers  will  give  a  mission  in  Salt 

Lake  City  when  on  their  way  East. 

The  Pallium  will  be  conferred  on  Right  Rev. 

Rupert  Seidenbush  on  the  30th  inst. 

The  suffragan  Bishop  Cybichowski  of  Posen  has 

been  forbidden  to  reside  in  his  diocese. 

— -A  Catholic  Protectory  will  be  founded  at  Den- 
ville,  New  Jersey,  soon,  under  the  direction  of  the  Bro- 
thers of  St.  Francis. 

The  journal  La.  Voce  delta  Verita  of  Rome  has 

been  suspended  for  publishing  the  Pope's  address  to 
the  German  Pilgrims. 

Mgr.  J.  Lopez  Cresto,  Bishop  of  Santander, 

Spain,  is  dead.  He  was  in  his  76th  year,  and  had  oc- 
cupied his  see  since  1859. 

A  magnificent  bell  is  soon  to  be  placed  in  the 

tower  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Cataract,  Niagara  Falls 
(Father  Moynihan  pastor). 

The  Westfalische  Merkur  announces  that  Mgr. 

Brinkmann,  Bishop  of  Miinster,  has  been  discharged 
from  prison  at  Warendorf. 

The  Pope  has  sent  his  blessing  to  the  Rev.  John 

Curry,  of  St.  Patrick's,  Bradford,  England,  on  account 
of  his  able  essay  in  reply  to  Mr.  Gladstone. 

Rev.  Canon  Dillon,  chaplain  of  the  Irish  settled 

on  the  Rio  de  la  Plata,  Buenos  Ayres,  has  established 
a  weekly  paper  called  the  Southern  Cross. 

The  birthday  of  his  Holiness  Pope  Pius  IX,  who 

has  completed  the  eighty-third  year  of  his  age,  was 
celebrated  with  extraordinary  rejoicings  in  Rome. 

His  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam  administered 

Confirmation  to  about  1400  persons  in  Castlebar,  April 
23,  assisted  by  the  local  clergy  and  Redemptorist 
Fathers. 

Fathers  O'Regan,  Shaw  and  O'Donoghue,  of  the 

Lazarist  Congregation,  lately  concluded  a  very  suc- 
cessful mission  at  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows, 
Philadelphia. 
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into  the  interior  of  Russia  will  be  allowed  to  return 
to  their  dioceses. 

The  London  correspondent  of  the  Irish  Times 

that  Lord  Francis  Gordon,  brother  of  the  Duke  of 
Leeds,  has  become  a  member  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  and  that  two  peers  are  preparing  to  be  re- 
ceived by  Cardinal  Manning. 

The  Bishop-elect  of  Portland  diocese,  Rt.  Rev. 

Dr.  Healy,  announced  Sunday,  May  9,  that  his  conse- 
cration would  take  place  on  the  10th  of  June,  St.  Bar- 
nabas' day.  Arrangements  for  the  event  have  already 
been  commenced. — Boston  Pilot. 

A  Berlin  telegram  says  Cardinal  Manning  has 

informed  the  German  Bishops  of  his  entire  concur- 
rence in  their  declaration  respecting  the  next  Papal 
election,  and  that  the  declaration  is  ordered  to  be  read 
at  Mass  in  all  the  churches  in  England. 

On  the  13th  a  large  number  of  pilgrims  from 

Mayence  were  granted  an  audience  with  the  Pope  to 
congratulate  him  on  the  occasion  of  the  83rd  anniver- 
sary of  his  birth.  The  address  which  they  presented 
is  said  to  have  had  one  million  signatures. 

Rev.  Fr.  Ciampi,  S.  J.,  has  been  transferred  from 

the  pastorate  of  St.  John's  Church,  Frederick,  Md.,  to 
that  of  St.  Aloysius'  Church,  Washington,  D.  C.  Rev. 
Fr.  Maguire,  late  pastor  of  St.  Aloysius',  has  been  ap- 
pointed to  the  Jubilee  Mission  in  New  England,  his  ad- 
dress being  Boston. 

Don  Carlos  has  addressed  a  letter  to  Louis 

Veuillot,  thanking  him  for  his  support,  and  declaring 
that  he  does  not  simply  aim  at  recovering  the  throne, 
but  is  waging  a  war  of  regeneration.  He  says  he  will 
adhere  to  this  course,  and  hopes  God  will  grant  that 
he  may  triumph  in  the  interest  of  the  Church,  social 
instruction,  and  monarchy. 

The  Pope  has  issued  a  brief  condemning  Mason  ic 

societies,  and  commending  the  "  Association  of  Rep- 
aration to  the  Most  Holy  Trinity."  This  society  is 
instituted  for  the  purpose  of  appeasing  the  divine 
wrath  excited  by  the  doings  of  the  Masonic  societies, 
by  offering  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  under  certain 
spcified  conditions. 

A  Roman  paper,  speaking  of  the  enormous 

sums  of  money  spent  by  the  English  and  American 
Protestants  in  the  perversion  of  Romans,  bitterly  ob- 
serves that  if  they  had  distributed  the  £100,000  they 
have  spent  upon  church  building  amongst  their  con- 
verts, as  they  are  very  few  in  number,  each  of  them 
would  be  in  possession  of  a  handsome  fortune. 

The  Holy  Father,  in  answer  to  a  petition  from 

millions  of  Catholics,  lay  and  clerical,  decrees  a  univer- 
sal prayer  for  the  16th  of  June,  the  two-hundredth  an- 
niversary of  the  apparition  of  the  Sacred  Heart  to  Saint 
Margaret  Alacoque.  We  give  elsewhere  a  translation 
of  this  beautiful  prayer,  with  the  decree  of  the  Sacred 
Congregation  of  Rites.  Copies  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress on  application. 

The  Governor  of  Missouri  has  issued  a  procla- 
mation stating  that  information  comes  to  him  from 
all  sources  that  the  State  is  threatened  with  the  grass- 
hopper-pestilence, to  be  followed  by  a  failure  of  the 
crops,  great  distress,  and  possibly  famine.  "  The  in- 
terposition of  Providence,"  he  says,  "  can  save  us  from 


the  pest,"  and  he  has  accordingly  appointed  Thursday, 
June  2d,  as  a  day  of  "humiliation,  fasting,  and  prayer." 

On  Monday  morning  10th  inst.,  the  children,  of 

St.  Paul's  Cathedral  schools,  to  the  number  of  nearly 
two  thousand  five  hundred,  marched  in  procession, 
headed  by  the  St.  Caecilia  Baud,  to  St.  Philomena's,  St. 
Patrick's,  and  Holy  Trinity  Churches,  by  way  of  per- 
forming the  visits  requisite  to  gain  the  Jubilee  Indul- 
gences. Their  march  was  a  gratifying  spectacle,  and 
attracted  marked  interest  and  admiration  along  the 
route.  The  little  ones  kept  good  order,  and  evidently 
appeared  to  take  delight  in  the  good  work  in  which 
they  were  engaged.  The  decorum  was  the  theme  of 
general  comment. — Hibernian,  Pittsburg  Pa. 

The  Journal  de  Florence  informs  us  that  the  in- 
dividual who  presumed  to  insult  the  venerable  Pon- 
tiff by  remaining  seated  during  the  Benediction,  was 
the  Preceptor  of  the  children  of  Sir  Agustus  Paget, 
English  Minister  at  the  Court  of  King  Victor  Em- 
manuel. Sir  Agustus,  immediately  on  learning  what 
had  taken  place,  dismissed  the  offender  from  his  serv- 
ice upon  the  instant,  refusing  even  to  hear  him. 
The  English  Minister  also  wrote  at  once  to  Cardinal 
Antonelli  expressing  his  extreme  pain  and  re.gret  at 
the  occurrence,  and  sent  a  special  messenger  to  his 
Holiness  to  declare  by  word  of  mouth  the  same  assur- 
ance. 

On  Ascension  Day,  six  hundred  children  made 

their  First  Communion  in  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Family,  Chicago.  The  altar  was  all  aglow  with  lights. 
In  the  sanctuary  were  two  semicircular  stands  orna- 
mented with  flowers;  on  them  were  hundreds  of  can- 
dles burning — the  votive  offering  of  the  communi- 
cants. The  church  was  filled  with  the  parents  and 
friends  of  the  happy  communicants.  In  the  afternoon, 
at  3  o'clock,  they  reassembled,  renewed  their  baptis- 
mal vows,  and  made  acts  of  consecration  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus,  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph. 
Whilst  one  selected  read  the  act  from  the  sanctuary, 
the  children  in  church  repeated  the  formula,  each 
one  having  a  printed  copy  of  it  in  hand.  The  effect 
was  grand,  impressive,  and  exceedingly  edifying. 

The  Sacrament  of  Confirmation  was  administered 
by  Bishop  Foley,  May  9th,  in  St.  Mary's  Church,  to  two 
hundred  girls,  eighty  boys  and  about  thirty  adults, 
among  them  six  colored  men. — Chicago  Pilot. 


Obituary. 

Brother  Agilbcrt,  of  the  Christian  Brothers,  Pro- 
fessor in  La  Salle  College,  Philadelphia,  was  taken  sud- 
denly ill  during  celebration  of  early  Mass,  on  the  6th 
inst.,  and  died  in  a  very  short  time.  He  was  about 
thirty  years  of  age. 

Robert  A.  Kelly,  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  in  religion 
Brother  Cassian,  died  at  the  Christian  Brothers'  No- 
vitiate, Westchester,  N.  Y.,  on  the  21st  ult.,  and  was 
buried  on  the  23rd. 

Sister  Mary  Alphonse,  for  sixteen  years  Mother 

Superior  of  the  Academy  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, Davenport,  Iowa,  died  May  6,  of  cancer  of  the 
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heart.  She  was  a  most  talented  and  devout  Christian 
woman.  ^^^^^^^^^^ 

Religious  News. 

PROFESSIONS. 

At  St.  Joseph's  Novitiate,  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  on 

the  Feast  of  Pentecost,  Mr.  Valentine  Stanislaw 
Czyzewski  made  his  religious  profession  in  the  Con- 
gregation of  the  Holy  Cross. 

The  impressive  ceremony  of  pronouncing  the 

first  vows  was  witnessed  on  the  morning  of  May  6  at 
the  beautiful  Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  at  Elm- 
hurst,  Providence,  R.  I.  Surrounded  by  loving  friends, 
and  by  the  pupils  of  the  establishment,  who  sang  some 
of  the  sweetest  music  during  the  service,  Madame 
Maria  Gilmartin,  of  New  York,  consecrated  herself  for- 
ever to  the  service  of  God  by  voluntarily  leaving  all 
that  was  nearest  and  dearest  in  this  world,  to  follow 
Him.  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Hendricken  officiated. — Boston 
Pilot. 

On  Saturday,  May  1,  the  following  young  ladies 

made  their  vows,  and  were  received  amongst  the 
professed  Sisters  of  the  Order  of  Mercy,  in  Provi- 
dence, R.  I.,  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Hendricken :  Miss  Mary 
O'Brien  (Sister  M.  Agnes  Aloysius),  Miss  Ellen  Mc- 
Hugh  (Sister  M.  de  Sales  Joseph),  Miss  Mary  Moyna- 
nan  (Sister  M.  Martina  Joseph),  Miss  Catherine  Glynn 
(Sister  M.  Ambrose  Joseph),  Miss  Mary  Brannegan 
(Sister  M.  Rose  Vincent),  Miss  Mary  Norton  (Sister  M. 
Andrea  Joseph),  Miss  Katie  Gaitley  (Sister  M.  Josephine 
Bernard).  A  large  number  of  friends  and  relatives  of 
the  young  ladies  witnessed  the  solemn  ceremony. 
The  Order  of  Mercy  is  flourishing  in  the  diocese  of 
Providence,  and  the  good  Sisters  are  accomplishing  a 
great  work  in  the  schools  and  amongst  the  sick  poor. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM  THE  4TH  TO  THE  12TH  DAT  OF  MAT. 

One  hundred  and  forty-nine  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  two  hundred  and  fifty  new 
members  have  been  enrolled;  prayers  for  recovery  of 
health  have  been  asked  by  one  hundred  and  five  indi- 
viduals; conversion  has  been  asked  for  one  family  and 
one  hundred  and  forty-two  individuals;  special  favors 
have  been  solicited  for  one  hundred  and  three  indivi- 
duals, four  families,  two  congregations,  two  commu- 
nities, one  hospital;  also  for  other  favors  not  specified. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "I  intended  writing  to  you  last  fall  of  a  cure 
worked  by  means  of  the  Lourdes  water.  I  believe  it 
was  that  of  an  old  man,  who  had  been  suffering  for 
some  time  with  kidney  affections;  he  was  at  last 
confined  to  his  bed  for  two  months.  No  medical  aid 
was  of  any  avail.  Finally  I  thought  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes.  I  went  that  very  night,  and  his  wife  said 
that  he  was  decidedly  worse — that  he  could  not  keep 
anything  in  his  stomach,  and  was  vomiting  all  the 
time, — that  his  sufferings  were  excessive.  I  gave 


some  water  of  Lourdes  to  the  patient,  and  he  drank  it. 
He  fell  asleep  at  once  and  had  a  good  night's  rest,  and 
never  vomited  but  once  after.  The  Novena  I  had 
commenced  closed  on  the  8th  of  December  and  I  gave 
some  more  of  the  water  to  the  patient,  who  continued 
to  improve  and  has  been  well  for  some  time,  and  no 
one  thought  that  he  would  ever  get  well.  The  conva- 
lescent and  his  friends  are  all  Protestants,  and  do  not 
know  yet  what  it  was  that  cured  him."  ....  "I  re- 
ceived a  vial  from  you  some  time  since,  and  my  baby 
taking  dangerously  sick  of  congestion  of  the  lungs,  I 
gave  the  water  of  Lourdes  to  him  every  few  minutes,  and 
thanks  to  our  Blessed  Mother  he  recovered,  which  I  at- 
tribute wholly  to  her  intercession,  as  the  physician  had 
very  little,  if  any,  hope  of  his  recovery,  and  was  really 
surprised  at  seeing  him  so  well  the  following  morn- 
ing, since  which  time  he  has  been  perfectly  well." 

We  have  been  requested  to  publish  the  following 
letter: 

SALEM,  MASS.,  Jan.  15, 1875. 

I  was  seized  with  a  violent  headache  which  contin- 
ued for  seven  weeks,  during  which  time  I  had  not  one 
day's  ease.  I  was  attended  by  two  physicians:  they 
did  all  in  their  power  by  applying  all  sorts  of  remedies. 
They  applied  blisters  to  my  head  until  I  became  so 
weak  I  was  confined  to  my  bed;  my  physicians  de- 
clared I  was  too  weak  to  apply  a  mustard  plaster;  so 
I  lay  prostrate  on  my  bed,  suffering  most  violent  pain- 
I  was  anointed,  and  received  the  Holy  Viaticum,  and 
only  longed  for  the  hour  when  Almighty  God  in  His 
mercy  would  deliver  me  from  my  sufferings  by  with- 
drawing me  from  a  world  which  to  me  was  a  scene  of 
misery.  I  could  not  get  out  of  my  bed  without  assist- 
ance, and  up  to  the  day  of  my  cure  my  sister  had  to 
dress  me.  I  was  suffering  most  violent  pain,  when  a 
young  girl  came  to  see  me  and  spoke  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes.  I  asked  her  to  procure  some  for  me,  as  I 
was  sure  it  would  give  me  relief.  She  brought  me  the 
blessed  water  the  next  day.  I  used  it,  and  commenced 
a  novena  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  with  nine  others, 
and  said  I  never  would  lose  confidence  in  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  for  I  felt  she  would  cure  me.  The  first 
and  second  day  the  pain  seemed  to  increase;  the  third 
it  continued  all  day  and  night,  more  violent  than  be- 
fore, but  after  that  it  seemed  to  diminish,  although  it 
lasted  up  to  the  last  day  of  the  novena;  the  tenth 
morning,  on  awakening,  I  felt  completely  changed, 
and  perfectly  cured.  I  dressed  myself,  and  surprised 
all  in  the  house  by  eating  a  hearty  breakfast;  and  as 
if  to  test  the  sincerity  of  my  cure,  I  was  able  to  remain 
day  and  night  with  my  sister,  who  was  confined  to  her 
bed  with  erysipelas;  and  I  am  able  also  to  perform 
any  kind  of  hard  labor,  thanks  be  to  God  and  my 
holy  Mother,  whom  I  wish  to  glorify  by  this  relation 
of  her  power,  exerted  in  behalf  of  one  whose  delight 
shall  ever  be  to  be  her  most  grateful  and  loving 
child.  MARGARET  RING. 

OBITUART. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  persons:  Mrs. 
MART  A.  WAGXEK,  a  native  of  Baltimore,  aged  57  3-ears, 
who  died,  on  the  2lst  of  April,  a  most  happy  death; 
she  was  a  devout  client  of  our  Blessed  Mother,  and 
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did  all  in  her  power  to  propagate  devotion  to  her. 
FBAXCIS  GRIBLIX,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who  departed 
this  life  in  April,  after  a  short  illness;  Mrs.  CECILIA 
MORGAN,  of  New  Beaver,  Pa. ,  who  departed  this  life 
on  the  25th  of  March,  after  a  long  illness  which  she 
bore  with  most  touching  patience  and  resignation; 
her  long  life  was  an  example  of  simple  faith  and  piety. 
Mrs.  MAKY  AHEARN,  who  departed  this  life  some  time 
in  March,  1875.  She  was  a  good  and  devout  Catholic, 
and  was  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church 
the  day  before  her  death.  MBS.  LANE  Fox,  who  died 
recently  in  London. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Dtr  ector. 


LITTLE  MARY  CARLTON'S  MEDAL. 
A  Story  for  the  Month  of  May. 

BY   ELIZA  K.  PARKER. 

CHAPTER  I. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning  in  May.  Little  Mary 
Carlton,  as  she  looked  forth  from  the  open  win- 
dow, thought  she  had  never  seen  so  fair  a  day,  so 
charming  a  scene — for  nature  had  been  very 
lavish  of  her  charms  on  this  sunny  Southern  home. 
Nowhere  in  the  old  domain  was  there  a  lovelier 
spot, — with  its  wide-spreading  dell,  whose  gentle 
slopes  were  covered  with  trees,  grand  and  gaunt, 
while  deeper  down  grew  the  fragrant  magnolia, 
with  branches  interwoven  with  flowery  jessamine 
and  woodbine,  making  bowers  innumerable,  car- 
peted with  velvet  green  moss  and  tiny  wild  flowers, 
vocal  with  the  music  of  finest  songsters.  Then,  in 
the  midst  of  this  enchanting  scene  stood  the  old 
stone  mansion,  with  its  massive  grey  walls,  its 
many-peaked  gables  pointing  to  the  blue  sky,  and 
old-fashioned  diamond-pained  windows  reflecting 
back  the  yellow  morning  light. 

This  beautiful  estate  was  the  home  of  Miss  Agnes 
Glenn,  the  aunt  of  little  Mary,  •whom  she  had 
reared ;  and  on  the  morning  we  are  going  to  tell 
our  readers  of,  while  the  little  girl  sat  gazing  from 
the  window,  inhaling  the  fragrant  perfumes  wafted 
by  the  summer  zephyrs,  the  good  lady  approached, 
saying  : 

"  Come,  dear  child,  and  assist  me  in  gathering 
flowers  to  decorate  our  May  Altar — the  shrine  of 
our  Blessed  Mother." 

"  Yes,  yes,  dear  auntie.  I  am  so  glad  you  will 
let  me  go  !  I  was  afraid  I  had  been  so  naughty 
yesterday,  when  I  would  not  let  little  Jane  walk 
with  me  because  her  dress  was  ragged  and  ugly, 
that  you  would  punish  me  to-day  by  not  letting 
me  gather  flowers  for  the  May  Altar,"  replied  the 
child,  in  confused  tones,  while  she  tied  on  her 
pretty  garden  hat. 

The  good  lady  smiled,  and  taking  her  niece's 
fair  little  hand,  said  :  "  I  believe  my  little  Mary  has 
fully  repented  of  her  pride  and  folly  in  wounding 
a  poor  child's  feelings,  and  will  never  be  so 
naughty  again — so  I  forgive  her." 

"  Yes  indeed,  auntie,  I  am  ever  so  sorry !  and  I  am 
going  to  give  Jane  my  pretty  new  book,  and  will 
play  with  her  every  time  she  comes.  And  now, 


Aunt  Agnes,  won't  you  please  tell  me  the  little 
story  you  promised  yesterday — about  the  medal 
of  our  Holy  Mother  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  child,  while  we  sit  here  and  arrange 
the  bouquets  for  the  altar  I  will  tell  you  the  story 
of  the  wonderful  medal.  I  had  always  intended 
waiting  to  relate  this  to  you  until  you  were  older, 
thinking  it  would  more  fully  impress  you  with  a 
feeling  of  gratitude  for  the  great  care  and  protec- 
tion given  you  by  our  holy  Virgin  Mother.  But  I 
deem  it  best  now  to  give  you  the  little  history. 

"  I  was  the  only  child  of  my  father's  first  mar- 
riage. My  mother  was  very  wealthy;  from  her 
I  inherited  these  broad  lands,  and  much  other 
property.  When  I  was  about  fifteen  years  old  my 
father  married  a  fair,  beautiful  young  creature, 
who  lived  but  a  brief  year,  leaving  to  our  care  a 
wailing  infant  of  a  week  old.  Having  no  other 
relations,  I  soon  became  deeply  attached  to  my 
motherless  half-sister;  and  as  the  child  grew  in 
years  her  remarkable  beauty,  and  sweet,  yielding 
disposition  so  entirely  won  my  heart  that  I  devoted 
my  life  to  her  happiness.  In  a  certain  degree,  I 
spoiled  the  little  Alice;  and  my  life  became  a 
dreary  desert  when  at  sixteen  she  fled  from  home 
and  wedded  a  handsome  stranger.  The  night 
before  her  departure,  my  young  sister  came  to  my 
room, — it  was  much  such  an  evening  as  this;  and 
very  beautiful  in  the  light  of  the  young  May  moon 
looked  '  Forest  Glen,' — beautiful  with  its  roses 
steeped  in  dew — with  the  musical  murmur  of  the 
waving  branches,  and  the  rippling  sound  of  the 
silvery  little  stream  in  yonder  fountain  dancing  in 
the  moonlight. 

"'  Sister,'  —spoke  the  low,  musical  tones  of 
the  little  Alice,  as  she  sat  by  the  open  window  at 
my  feet, — '  won't  you  please  sing  '  Ace  Maria '  for 
me  to-night — I  am  weary  and  heart-sick?' 

"  Certainly,  my  darling;  you  know  I  will  gladly 
sing  the  evening  hymn  to  our  Holy  Mother  for 
you.  But  why  should  you  be  sad  ? ' 

" '  Because,  dear  sister,  I  am  not  worthy  of  your 
love,  nor  of  the  care  and  protection  of  our  Virgin 
Mother.' 

" '  Do  not  speak  so,  my  child ;  my  love  for  you 
is  well  repaid — and  your  life  must  be  worthy  of 
our  Holy  Mother's  care.  I  gave  you  to  her,  dedi- 
cating your  little  life  to  her  service,  when  I  re- 
ceived you  from  your  dying  mother's  arms.  Beg 
her  protection ;  seek  her  aid  in  all  of  your  troubles ; 
never  do  aught  without  first  earnestly  praying  that 
she  will  direct  you  aright.' 

"  '  Don't — oh,  sister !  don't  say  any  more ! ' 
sobbed  the  poor  girl.' 

"  I  was  moved  by  her  emotion,  although  I  did 
not  then  understand  the  cause  of  it.  Alice  had 
never  been  as  piously  inclined  as  I  desired.  Her 
mother  and  her  relatives  were  Protestants,  and  we 
lived  remote  from  church  and  Catholic  society, 
hence  I  excused  much  of  her  disinclination  to 
practise  her  religion. 

"For  a  while  sne  wept  bitterly;  then  wiping 
the  tears  from  her  eyes,  she  said :  '  Sister,  won't 
you  promise  to  always  pray  for  me,  and  ask  our 
Holy  Mother  to  make  me  more  worthy  to  be  called 
her  child?' 

"'Yes,  Alice  dear!'  and  unclasping  a  small 
chain  from  my  neck  to  which  was  suspended  a 
gold  medal  beautifully  set  in  pearls,  I  fastened  it 
around  her  slender  white  throat,  saying :  '  My  dear 
little  sister,  this  medal  was  blessed  by  our  Holy 
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Father  the  Pope,  for  me,  and  was  placed  upon  my 
neck  the  morning  I  made  my  First  Communion, 
where  it  has  ever  since  been  worn.  I  give  it  to 
you  to-aight,  because  it  is  the  most  precious  relic 
I  possess.  Always  wear  it.  And  now,  dear  girl, 
let  us  say  our  May-devotion  prayers.  You  know 
it  is  the  first  of  May,  and  the  beautiful  prayers  set 
apart  by  the  Church  are  to-night,  and  every  night 
of  this  month,  said  by  thousands  and  thousands  of 
her  children,  who  desire  to  honor  Heaven's  May- 
Queen.' 

"So  we  knelt  in  the  soft  light  of  the  waning 
moon,  with  bowed  heads  and  prayerful  hearts,  of- 
fering our  humble  petitions  before  the  altar  of  our 
holy  Patroness.  The  evening  hymn  was  sung, 
and  my  young  sister  rose  from  her  knees,  threw 
her  arms  around  my  neck,  kissing  me  fondly,  and 
was  gone.  I  never  saw  her  sweet  young  face 
again,  nor  heard  her  low-toned  voice  in  prayer; 
but  the  sound  of  that  night's  pleadings  to  Heaven 
echoed  for  long,  long  years  in  my  heart,  as  I  know 
they  did  in  Paradise,  where  the  angels  surely  must 
have  caught  their  music  and  oftentimes  repeated 
them  to  Mary,  whose  sweet  care  followed  my  poor 
wanderer  through  a  brief,  troubled  life,  and  at 
last  crowned  it  with  the  blessing  of  a  happy  Chris- 
tian death. 

CHAPTER  II. 

"  Soon  after  the  departure  and  marriage  of  my 
fair  young  sister,  my  father  died,  leaving  me  all 
alone  in  the  world.  My  life  came  out  "of  these 
irrrut  trials — as  every  Christian's  will  who  trusts 
in  God — but  it  could  never  take  up  the  glad  song 
of  its  bright  youth  again.  I  never  heard  from 
Alice;  gladly  would  I  have  divided  my  wealth 
with  her,  for  I  possessed  more  than  was  neces- 
sary for  my  few  wants,  but  I  had  no  clue  to  her 
whereabouts.  Every  year,  when  the  sweet  mouth 
of  May  came  round  1  thought  of,  and  fervently 
prayed  for  the  absent  one,  whose  last  act  at  home 
had  been  to  join  my  May  devotions. 

"At  last,  after  years  of  waiting,  a  letter  came; 
it  bore  the  postmark  of  a  small  toiwn  in  Germany, 
and  was  from  Alice.  It  told  a  sad  tale  of  the 
death  of  her  husband,  of  a  long  and  bitter  struggle 
with  poverty;  but  it  spoke,  too,  beautiful  words 
of  comfort  to  my  poor  sorrowing  heart,  for  every 
line  of  it  breathed  a  true  spirit  of  religion  and  re- 
signation to  the  Divine  will.  It  said:  'I  have 
never  forgotten,  clear  sister,  our  last  prayers  to- 
gether, and  have  long  ago  offered  myself  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  as  an  humble  and  devoted  child, 
and  kindly  she  has  cared  for  and  protected  me. 
Her  medal — your  gift — has  never  left  my  heart 
until  to-day  (another  first  of  May) — when  I  have 
placed  it  around  the  neck  of  my  babe — my  prec- 
ious, friendless  little  girl,  for  whose  sake  I  now 
write  to  you.'  Then  the  letter  told  how  the  poor 
young  mother  was  dying,  and  had  resolved  to 
send  her  child  to  me.  The  letter  was  accompanied 
by  one  from  the  good  parish  priest,  who  announced 
my  sister's  death,  and  the  departure  of  the  child 
for  America,  under  the  care  of  her  nurse,  an  aged 
German  woman. 

"  Months  passed,  and  yet  no  nurse  and  child  ar- 
rived. I  grew  anxious,  and  made  inquiry.  In 
New  York  we  discovered  that  they  had  reached 
that  port,  but  now  all  trace  of  them  was  lost.  I 
advertised  in  numerous  papers,  but  all  to  no  pur- 
pose. I  cannot  tell  you,  my  child,  how  I  prayed  : 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  aid  me  in  my  search ;  for  j 


apart  from  the  comfort  the  sweet  child  would  be 
to  me,  I  dreaded  the  rearing  she  might  receive 
among  strangers.  This  ue\v  trial  preyed  upon  my 
mind  until  I  became  ill ;  upon  my  partial  recov- 
ery, my  physician  ordered  rue  to  go  North  to  re- 
gain my  strength.  After  travelling  some  time,  I 
reached  New  York  early  in  the  spring.  Among 
my  acquaintances  in  that  city  was  an  old  friend, 
now  a  Sister  of  Charity  at  St.  Mary's  Orphan 
Asylum.  When  I  visited  her,  she  conducted  me 
through  the  house,  showing  me  her  young  charges. 
As  she  neared  the  cot  of  a  little  sick  child,  the 
good  Sister  told  me  a  sad  tale  of  the  little  orphan 
who  lay  burning  with  fever  in  it.  A  poor  German 
woman  had  died  in  great  distress  shortly  after 
reaching  New  York,  leaving  the  little  child.  The 
dying  woman  was  delirious,  but  in  her  wild  ra- 
vings told  a  story  about  the  child  being  gently 
born,  and  having  rich  relations  somewhere. 

"  I  trembled  as  I  listened  to  my  friend's  words; 
the  little  one's  story  affected  me — it  was  so  like  my 
sister's  lost  babe.  I  approached  the  couch  and  bent 
over.  Certainty  the  broad  fair  forehead,  the  large 
blue  eyes,  and  small  scarlet  mouth,  were  very,  very 
like  poor  dead  Alice  Glenn's  when  she  was  a  wee 
babe ;  but  then  it  might  only  be  an  accident.  Just 
then  the  little  sufferer  tossed  aloft  her  white  arms 
and  in  doing  so  bared  her  breast,  upon  which 
rested  my  own  medal.  Years  had  passed  since  I 
had  seen  it,  but  I  would  have  known  it  any  place; 
besides,  upon  the  golden  clasp  which  held  the 
chain  was  engraved  my  initials.  Hastily  clasp- 
ing the  child  to  my  heart,  I  soon  told  my  story  to 
good  Sister  Augustine,  who  joined  me  in  humble 
thanksgiving  to  Heaven  for  Its  wondrous  ways. 

"  By  the  first  of  May  I  had  returned  home,  and 
on  that  day  made  an  offering  of  my  new-found 
treasure — my  poor  sister's  lost  babe — to  our  Virgin 
Mother. 

"And  now,  my  child,  you  know  the  history  of 
the  medal  you  wear  next  your  heart — and  will,  I 
am  sure,  always  value  it  beyond  all  else  on  earth. 
It  has  certainly  been  the  means  of  giving  you 
great  earthly  advantages, — my  love  and  care,  with 
an  ample  fortune ;  but  for  it  you.  too  would  have 
been  a  little  homeless  orphan  like  little  Jane, 
whose  poverty  you  scorn.  Be  then  grateful,  and 
let  your  devotion  to  the  Holy  Mother  whose  im- 
age the  medal  bears,  aid  you  in  gaining  yet  greater 
advantages — the  happiness  of  a  virtuous  life,  and 
an  eternal  glory  in  the  kingdom  of  her  Son,  where 
you  can  ever  sing  her  praises  as  you  do  on  May- 
days here." 

Gently  little  Mary  Carlton  bowed  her  golden- 
crowned  head,  and  wept;  she  was  a  little  girl,  but 
she  understood  and  appreciated  the  wonderful 
protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  whose  life  was, 
ever  after,  the  model  of  her  conduct,  rendering  her 
so  pure  and  good  that  she  was  the  admiration  of 
all  who  knew  her.  Naturally  she  had  many  faults 
with  which  to  contend,  but  bravely  she  battled 
with  them,  until,  aided  by  her  holy  Protectress, 
she  conquered  and  won,  and  wore  with  credit  to 
herself  and  renewed  honor  to  her  heavenly  Pro- 
tectress the  sweet  title  of  "  Child  of  Mary." 


THE  glorious  Virgin  Mary  is  most  kind  and 
grateful;  she  will  not  suffer  a  salutation  to  pass 
unnoticed.  If  you  say  a  thousand  Hail  Marys  she 
will  reward  you  as  often. — St.  Bcrnardine. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke.,  i.,  48. 
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The  Angelus. 

No.  XXXII. 

Two  voices  call  to  us :  the  voice  of  Heaven  and 
the  voice  of  Hell. 

The  voice  of  Heaven.  The  Holy  Ghost,  who 
directs  the  Church,  who  protects  her,  who  has  not 
quitted  her  for  one  second,  and  who  will  remain 
with  her  unto  the  consummation  of  the  ages,  in- 
spires her  in  each  epoch  as  to  what  she  should  do  to 
assure  the  salvation  of  the  nations  confided  to  her 
maternal  solicitude.  For  the  proof  of  this  we  have 
simply  to  consult  the  pages  of  history.  We  will 
find  that  even  in  our  day  she  has  shown  herself 
with  great  lustre. 

For  the  last  forty  years  a  mysterious,  irresistible 
instinct  draws  the  Catholic  world  towards  the 
august  Virgin.  This  fact  is  as  visible  as  the  sun. 
To  honor  the  powerful  Queen  of  the  universe,  to 
obtain  her  protection,  to  popularize  her,  the  good 
nineteenth  century  has  done  more  during  the  first 
part  of  its  life  than  several  centuries  of  the  past. 
Not  only  has  it  preserved  the  old  devotions  towards 
Mary,  but  has  founded  new  ones  heretofore  un- 
known. Here  are  some  few  examples. 

The  Month  of  Mary,  celebrated  to-day  in  the  five 
parts  of  the  world,  in  cities  and  in  humble  cot- 
tages. 

The  Miraculous  Medal,  suspended  from  millions 
and  millions  of  necks,  in  all  places  which  sun  the 
shines  upon. 

The  Living  Rosary,  the  immense  concert  of  in- 
vocations night  and  day  re-echoing  in  the  heart 
of  Mary,  wherever  there  are  Catholics,  and  there 
are  Catholics  everywhere. 

The  Archc'mfraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  Victories, 
for  the  conversion  of  sinners:  true  tree  of  life,  the 
fruit  of  which  has  resuscitated  many  from  the 
death  of  sin  in  the  Old  World  and  in  the  New. 

The  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
which  honors  Mary  as  having  a  special  influence 


with  the  Heart  of  her  Divine  Son,  and  as  the  ad. 
vocate  in  desperate  cases ;  the  new  manifestation 
of  unlimited  confidence,  yesterday  unknown  and 
to-day  celebrated  throughout  Europe  and  America. 

A  collection  of  works  of  history,  erudition  and 
eloquence,  to  which  might  be  added  more  than 
sixty  Months  of  Mary  consecrated  to  the  exploring 
of  the  inexhaustible  mine  of  beauty,  of  goodness 
and  of  power  which  are  found  in  Mary. 

The  statues  without  number  erected  at  the  foot  of 
mountains,  along  the  roads,  at  the  entrances  of 
villages,  and  before  which  the  Mother  of  Mercy  is 
each  day  invoked  a  million  times. 

The  old  pilgrimages  to  the  most  venerated  sanc- 
tuaries of  Mary:  Einsiedeln,  Boulogne,  Chartres, 
Verdelais,  1'Hosier,  Rocamadour,  and  many  others, 
begun  again  with  an  eclat  heretofore  without  an 
example. 

And  lastly,  to  crown  all  these  astonishing  mani- 
festations, we  have  the  solemn  proclamation  of 
the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  We  say 
Mary  was  conceived  without,  sin,  and  by  breathing 
this,  the  oratorical  display  of  sophisms,  blasphe- 
mies, denials,  so  laboriously  made  up  against 
Christianity  by  ancient  and  modern  credulity 
crumbles  away. 

Mary  was  conceived  without  sin  is  an  algebraical 
formula  which  signifies:  the  fall  of  man;  the 
transmission  of  original  sin;  the  exemption  of 
Mary  in  view  of  her  Divine  Maternity;  the  divin- 
ity of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  the  divinity  of  the 
Church ;  the  infallible  certitude  of  future  reward  s 
and  punishments;  at  the  same  time  it  brings  be- 
fore our  eyes  the  type  of  purity  without  stain,  to- 
wards which  we  constantly  gravitate. 

Mary  conceived  without  sin  is  then  the  providen- 
tial remedy  for  the  two  cancers  which  afflict  the 
world:  naturalism  and  sensualism. 

We  now  speak  of  two  of  the  greatest  wonders  of 
the  nineteenth  century.  In  order  to  excite  and 
extend  the  mysterious  movement  which  carries  us 
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towards  her,  THE  QCEEN  OF   HEAVEN,  WITHIN 

LESS  THAN  THIRTY  YEARS,  HAS  TWICE  DESCENDED 

PERSONALLY  IN  FRANCE.  Twice  has  Mary,  the 
Mother  of  Mercy,  come  to  remind  the  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  the  Church  that  she  has  taken  a  false  step, 
and  that  it  is  time,  if  she  wishes  not  to  perish,  to 
enter  into  herself,  be  converted,  and  take  up  her 
providential  mission. 

Following  the  unchangeable  law  of  Providence, 
the  august  Virgin  has  chosen  the  lowly  and  weak 
of  earth  to  manifest  her  designs;  three  little  chil- 
dren of  not  more  than  twelve  years,  deprived  of 
all  instruction,  and  entirely  ignorant.  The  Alps 
and  the  Pyrenees  have  reproduced  before  the  nine- 
teenth century  the  spectacle  of  Bethlehem. 

The  whole  Catholic  world  has  been  more  than 
ever  before  moved  at  the  voice  of  these  poor  chil- 
dren. Through  these  young  interpreters,  Mary 
has  asked  for  sanctuaries  in  those  places  which 
she  honored  by  her  presence.  One  of  the  highest 
peaks  of  the  Alps  and  one  of  the  steepest  rocks  of 
the  Pyrenees,  where  a  habitation  of  any  kind  has 
never  been  seen,  are  to-day  crowned  with  magnif- 
icent churches:  the  gold  of  the  Old  and  the  New 
World  has  been  gathered  in  abundance  to  adorn 
them. 

Multitudes  have  been  incessantly  visiting  La 
Salette  for  the  past  twenty-five  years — and  Lourdes 
for  twelve  years.  Before  unknown — these  places 
have  now  become  immortal.  We  count  by  mil- 
lions the  pilgrims  of  every  country,  rank  and  age, 
that  have  visited  them  and  still  do  so.  And  all 
this  is  done  at  the  voice  of  little  shepherds ! — yet 
we  ask  for  miracles!  Here  is  one  public  and  bril- 
liant as  the  noonday  sun.  To  put  in  motion  and 
manoeuvre,  for  some  months,  an  army  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  men,  requires  the  sovereign  will  of 
a  monarch,  of  hundreds  of  generals,  colonels,  cap- 
tains and  officers  of  every  degree — and  here  are 
two  little  children,  about  twelve  or  thirteen  years 
old,  without  talent  or  fortune,  who  set  in  motion 
the  Old  and  the  New  World ;  who,  for  the  past 
twenty-five  years  have  caused  the  march  of  mil- 
lions of  men  unknown  to  each  other,  who  have 
excited  people  and  drawn  them  to  the  altars  of 
Mary,  as  the  unrestrained  wind  rouses  up  the 
waves  of  the  ocean  and  drives  them  to  the  shore. 
Find  here,  then,  the  logical  relation  between  cause 
and  effect. 

Here  we  see  the  consecration  of  all  the  manifes- 
tations of  our  age  in  favor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
What  does  this  unheard  of  fact  prove?  this  fact 
inexplicable  to  reason  by  its  nature  and  the  epoch 
in  which  it  is  produced  ? 

We  know  that  Divine  Providence  never  hesi- 
tates: in  the  designs  of  His  infallible  wisdom,  ev- 
erything takes  place  at  its  proper  time.  When  it 


is  asked,  then,  why  the  facts  in  question  have 
taken  place  at  the  present  time  and  not  before  or 
after, — the  reply  is,  evidently,  because  they  have 
now  their  reason  of  being ;  that  is,  that  they  answer 
to  a  want  of  the  present  day. 

If,  on  the  one  hand,  it  is  true,  as  we  know  it  is, 
that  all  the  great  events  of  history  have  been  fore- 
known and  predicted;  and  on  the  other  hand,  if  it 
is  true  that  God  has  given  to  nations  as  to  individ- 
uals, the  instinct  of  self-preservation,  what  are  we 
to  conclude  from  the  providential  movement  of 
the  present  day — urging  all  that  is  good  of  the 
nineteenth  century,  that  is,  the  intelligent  portion 
of  humanity,  to  take  refuge  under  the  wings  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  without  fear  of  error,  we  conclude 
that  we  are  marching  on  to  events  whose  future 
issue  lies  in  the  hands  of  the  powerful  Queen  of 
heaven  and  earth;  and  that  Mary,  publicly  hon- 
ored, loved  and  invoked  with  ardor,  is  the  last  hope 
of  salvation  to  the  actual  world.  Thus  do  the  cir- 
cumstances in  which  we  are  placed  prove,  better 
than  all  discourse,  the  social  importance  of  the 
Angelus. 

Through  Mary,  the  supernatural  has  manifested 
itself  to-day  with  dazzling  splendor;  but  the  nat- 
uralism of  the  Revolution  shows  itself  with  unex- 
ampled rage.  We  have  heard  the  voice  of  Heaven 
— let  us  for  a  time  hear  that  of  Hell. 

Heaven  has  spoken;  the  knot  of  the  social 
problem  is  in  the  hands  of  Mary.  Hell  has  spoken 
too;  it  has  spoken  in  a  language  intelligible  to  all, 
denying  everything.  The  proof  is  in  this  axiom. 
One  hates  but  that  whicli  he  fears,  and  fears  but  that 
which  he  believes.  Mere  nothing  never  causes  fear. 
Let  us  consider  the  conduct  of  the  Revolution  in 
Europe  for  the  last  forty  years  towards  the  Blessed 
Virgin. 

The  man  courageous  enough  to  read  over,  from 
one  end  to  the  other,  the  vocabulary  of  Hell,  will 
not  find  one  blasphemy  which,  in  our  day,  the 
children  of  the  Revolution  have  not  vomited  forth 
against  the  august  Mother  of  God.  Consider  the 
sarcasms,  sacrilegious  mockeries,  and  impudent 
denials  that  it  poured  forth  against  the  apparition 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  the  shepherds  of  La 
Salette.  This  outburst  makes  us  blush  for  human- 
ity, in  showing  to  what  an  excess  hatred  may  lead ; 
but  it  proves,  at  the  same  time,  that  the  Revolution 
knows  fully  the  very  power  capable  of  overcom- 
ing it. 

At  the  proclamation  of  the  dogma  of  the  Immac- 
culate  Conception,  it  was  still  worse.  In  its  pride, 
the  Revolution  had  said:  "I  have  conquered;  I 
rule.  The  nineteenth  century  belongs  to  me  now 
and  forever."  Suddenly  it  learned  that  the  only 
politician  of  our  age,  Pius  IX,  had  solemnly  re- 
newed the  alliance  of  the  Catholic  world  with  the 
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Queen  of  Heaven,  in  adding  the  last  jewel  to  the 
crown  of  the  woman  chosen  to  crush  the  head  of 
the  serpent. 

How  does  the  Revolution  reply  to  the  songs  of 
triumph,  the  expressions  of  hope,  the  splendid  il- 
lumination with  which  Christians  in  all  Europe 
greeted  the  salutary  dogma  ?  Dumbfounded  by  the 
stroke  it  had  received,  it  no  longer  sends  forth  its 
cries — but  it  howls;  the  word  is  not  too  strong.  Boil- 
ing with  rage,  it  attempts  to  sneer ;  but  its  sneers  be- 
tray its  own.  despair.  It  insults  Heaven,  threatens 
earth,  and  in  revenge  it  turns  all  its  fury  against  Pius 
IX.  It  is  written  of  our  Lord:  "Whoever  attacks 
this  rock  will  lie  broken  against  it."  The  same  may 
be  said  of  His  august  Mother,  whose  honor  seems  to 
be  more  dear  to  Him  than  His  own.  In  attacking 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  Revolution  destroys  itself. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


The  Leg-end  of  St.  Christopher. 

BY  MISS  MULOCH. 

"Carry  me  across!" 
The  Syrian  heard,  rose  up  and  braced 
His  huge  limbs  to  the  accustomed  toil: 
"  My  child,  see  how  the  waters  boil! 
The  night- black  heavens  look  angry-faced. 
But  life  is  little  loss. 

I'll  carry  thee  with  joy, 
If  needs  be,  safe  as  a  nestling  dove: 
For  o'er  this  stream  I  pilgrims  bring, 
In  service  to  One  Christ,  a  King, 
Whom  I  have  never  seen,  yet  love." 
"  I  thank  thee,"  said  the  boy. 

Cheerful  Arprobus  took 
The  burden  on  his  shoulders  great, 
And  stepped  into  the  waves  once  more; 
When,  lo!  they  leaping  rise  and  roar, 
And  'neath  the  little  child's  light  weight 

The  tottering  giant  shook. 

"Who  art  thou?"  cried  he,  wild, 
Struggling  in  middle  of  the  ford; 
"  Boy  as  thou  lookest,  it  seems  to  me 

The  whole  world's  load  I  bear  in  thee." 
"Yet,  for  the  sake  of  Christ  thy  Lord, 
Carry  me,"  said  the  child. 

No  more  Arprobus  swerved, 
But  gained  the  farther  bank,  and  then 
A  voice  cried:  "  Hence  Christopheros  be! 
For  carrying  thou  hast  carried  ME, 
The  King  of  angels  and  of  men, 

The  Master  thou  hast  served." 

And  in  the  moonlight  blue 
The  saint  saw— not  the  wandering  boy, 
But  Him  who  walked  upon  the  sea, 
And  o'er  the  plains  of  Galilee, 


Till,  filled  with  mystic,  awful  joy, 
His  dear  Lord  Christ  he  knew. 

Oh!  little  is  all  loss, 

And  brief  the  space  'twixt  shore  and  shore, 
If  Thou,  Lord  Jesus,  on  us  lay, 
Through  the  deep  waters  of  our  way, 
The  burden  that  Christopheros  bore, 

To  carry  Thee  across. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSEY. 

CHAPTER  VII.— [CONTINUED.] 
The  appetites  brought  to  that  lunch-table  were 
whetted  to  a  double  edge,  first  by  the  substantial 
viands,  then  by  the  luxuries  of  fruits,  ices  and 
pastries  interspersed  among  them,  until  it  was  a 
matter  of  deliberation  which  to  seize  upon  first. 
They  were  too  delighted  and  thankful  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  good  things  before  them  to  think  much 
of  the  formula  of  grace  before  meat,  which  was 
said  nevertheless  by  Mrs.  Waite ;  a  flutter  of  red 
dimpled  hands  making  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  ran 
round  the  table,  and  they  fell  to  with  a  zest  which 
ripened  into  jollity  as  their  hunger  lessened,  until 
that  room,  accustomed  to  low  voices,  and  formal 
routine,  and  a  soulless,  thankless  indifference  for 
blessings  received,  rang  again  with  the  sounds  of 
innocent  mirth  that  made  the  Venetian  rarities 
jingle  on  the  beavffet,  and  sent  the  old  butler  to  the 
shelter  of  his  pantry  under  one  excuse  or  another, 
to  hide  the  grin  that  convulsed  his  decorous 
black  face  whenever  the  fun  got  a  little  too  much 
for  his  gravity. 

"  It's  like  live  folks ! "  he  wheezed,  all  to  himself; 
"an' not  like  blocks,  or  them' ar  idols  that  the 
priestesses  used  to  purtend  stuffed  theyselves  with 
all  the  nice  things  the  white  folks  fetch.  I  wish 
Mars'  Weston  had  his  house  full  o'  sich."  The 
old  fellow  meant  children,  though  anyone  to  have 
heard  him  would  have  supposed  it  was  the  pagan 
priestesses  and  the  idols  of  Baal  that  he  wanted 
for  his  master's  consolation,  not  discerning  very 
clearly  that  the  spirit  of  the  world  that  ruled  in 
this  home  of  wealth  and  luxury  approached  very 
near  unto  those  only  half-buried  idolatries. 

After  lunch  Natalie  was  led  away  by  the  chil- 
dren— a  willing  captive — to  be  shown  some  new 
games ;  and  Sybil  invited  her  aunt  to  come  with 
her  to  her  own  room,  the  exquisite  arrangement 
and  coloring  of  which  struck  her  eye  as  being 
most  chaste  and  suitable  to  its  lovely  occupant. 
Sybil  was  pleased  to  have  her  room  admired,  not 
only  that  she  thought  it  all  really  beautiful,  but  to 
praise  it  was  a  tribute  to  the  care  and  kindness 
and  good  taste  of  her  stepmother. 


364 


Ave  Maria. 


"This  consecrates  ami  makes  it  perfect,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite,  standing  before  Sybil's  oratory. 

"It  gives  me  a  home-feeling — I  don't  know  how 
to  express  it — but  it  comforts  me  to  have  it  here." 

"A  secret  sanctuary  is  it,  Sybil,  between  the  tur- 
moil of  life  and  higher  things,  where  the  soul  can 
take  counsel  of  God  in  its  straits  and  perplexities; 
through  the  tender  pity  of  that  elect  human  heart 
who  suffered  the  '  sword  of  grief  for  our  transgres- 
sions?" 

"  Yes;  that  is  what  it  is  to  me,"  she  answered, 
softly. 

"And  it  is  a  scrap  of  your  convent-home;  yon 
can  almost  imagine  yourself  at '  Holy  Cross '  when 
kneeling  here." 

"Yes;  I  fear  I  should  be  homesick  sometimes 
if  it  were  not  here.  Take  this  nice  low  chair, 
Aunt  Waite,  and  let  me  sit  so,  on  this  cushion,  by 
you,  for  I  want  to  ask  your  advice." 

"I  hope  that  I  may  be  able  to  help  you,  my 
dear,"  replied  her  aunt,  remembering  the  conver- 
sation of  a  few  hours  ago  with  her  sister-in-law, 
and  hoping  that  Sybil  would  not  ask  her  counsel 
on  subjects  upon  which  her  opinion  would  savor 
of  interference. 

Mrs.  Waite  smoothed  back  the  fair  ripples  of 
hair  from  the  girlish  forehead — as,  leaning  upon 
her  lap,  the  sweet,  guileless  face  was  lifted  to  hers 
with  tender  touches,  breathing  a  heart-prayer  that 
the  world  might  not  mar  a  single  line  of  a  coun 
tenance  that  reflected  such  purity  of  soul. 

".I  want  you  to  tell  me  to  whom  I  had  best  go 
to  confession ;  and  if  you  think  I  might  go  to 
Mass  every  morning?"  she  asked. 

"  If  you  can  come  to  me  at  noon  on  Saturday, 
my  child,  I  will  introduce  you  to  a  clergyman  of 
great  experience  who  will  counsel  you  wisely  and 
well.  He  once  enjoyed  high  position,  and  gave 
up  wealth  and  honors  to  dedicate  his  life  to  the 
service  of  God,  and  will  probably  understand  bet- 
ter than  another,  who  has  not  been  called  upon  to 
make  such  renunciations,  the  peculiar  difficulties 
and  temptations  that  await  you.  With  counsel 
from  him,  you  need  have  no  fear." 

"I  shall  come  without  fail,  dear  aunt;  for  oh! 
this  new  life  into  which  I  have  been  brought  so 
unexpectedly  makes  me  afraid!  Everyone  is  so 
kind ;  and  you  see  what  mamma  has  done  for  my 
comfort.  I  can't  tell  you  the  trouble  she  has 
taken ;  and  it  is  all  so  bright  and  pleasant  that  my 
nature  seems  to  take  a  soft  delight  in  it  that 
frightens  me.  I  can't  tell  mamma  what  I  feel; 
she'd  think  me  silly,  and  begin  to  rate  my  friends 
at  '  Holy  Cross,'  and  declare  I  was  pining  to  be 
a  nun.  What  am  I  to  do  about  it?" 

"  My  darling,  did  you  ever  hear  at  'Holy  Cross ' 
of  a  certain  precept  that  is  the  key-stone  in  the 


arch  of  the  religions  life,  viz.,  that  'obedience  is 
better  than  sacrifice'?  Keeping  God,  above  all, 
before  you,  as  your  chief  aim,  and  our  Immacu- 
late Mother  as  your  model,  your  occasions  for 
both  sacrifice  and  obedience  will  be  meritorious. 
It  is  easy  to  see  that  the  temptations  that  will  be- 
set you  will  be  alluring,  and  difficult  for  a  young 
heart  to  withstand,  but  with  the  love  of  God  and 
His  holy  Mother  to  guide  you,  neither  brightness 
nor  darkness,  nor  illusory  flower-decked  shores, 
nor  false  beacon-lights,  nor  the  mirage  of  a  safe 
port  above  a  sunken  reef,  can  lead  your  little 
barque  astray,  for  they  will  prove  both  pilot  and 
compass,  and  lead  you  through  all  perils,  into  the 
haven  of  your  soul." 

"Yes,  this  must  be  so,  unless  I  myself  fail  in 
something.  My  inexperience  will,  I  fear,  make 
me  weak  to  withstand  all  the  allurements  that  will 
surround  me;  and  then,  you  know,  mamma,  who 
has  been  so  kind,  will  be  hurt  and  maybe  offended, 
when,  after  all  that  she  has  done,  I  do  not  seem  to 
enjoy  everything." 

"Sybil,  my  child,  you  do  not  expect  to  go 
through  life  without  trial!  If  we  avoid  one 
cross,  or  shake  off  the  one  laid  upon  us  we  imme- 
diately find  another  that  is  harder  to  bear.  The 
only  thing  to  be  done  is  to  fortify  ourselves  by  the 
means  left  us  by  our  Divine  Lord  in  His  Church, 
and  trust  the  result  to  Him ;  aye,  even  though  we 
stagger  and  grow  faint  and  almost  blind  in  the  at- 
tempt. Then  when  our  own  strength  fails  us,  we 
can  still  cling  where  the  soul  is  ever  safe,  to  the 
Cross,  and  at  the  feet  of  her  who  stood  close  be- 
side it." 

What  moved  Mrs.  Waite  to  speak  in  this  way  to 
Sybil  ?  She  was  not  a  woman  given  to  many 
words,  and  was  reticent  on  spiritual  subjects ;  but 
a  spirit  seemed  to  fill  her  heart  that  flowed  out  in 
fact  and  metaphor  with  an  eloquence  of  which  she 
was  all  unconscious,  to  meet  the  needs  of  this 
guileless  soul  who  had  asked  her  help. 
"But  do  you  think  mamma — " 
"  Your  mamma,  my  dear,  will  of  course  desire 
a  brilliant  success  in  society  for  you,  and  social 
engagements  will  occupy  much  of  your  time  dur- 
ing the  fashionable  season ;  but  a  pure  and  modest 
soul,  stayed  on  God,  when  obliged  to  mingle  with 
the  world,  exerts  an  influence  that  is  felt,  and  may 
lead  some  to  the  '  beauty  of  holiness.'  I  suppose 
your  father  is  very  happy  to  have  you  at  home." 
"I  hope  so;  but  I  see  him  so  very  little!"  said 
Sybil,  with  a  wistful  look  in  her  eyes.  "He  has 
been  very  good  in  remembering  me  with  flowers; 
and  mamma  says  it  was  by  his  orders  that  my 
room  was  made  so  beautiful,  and  all  those  rich 
and  costly  things  that  she  bought  yesterday  for 
me  were  got.  And  yet — and  yet — oh  aunt!  my 
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father  is  so  cold!  and  I  see  so  little  of  him,  that 
although  I  try  to  believe  so,  I  cannot  think  he  is 
glad  to  have  me  here!"  This  was  Sybil's  pain, 
and  it  was  out  at  last. 

"  Put  all  such  thoughts  out  of  your  head,  my 
child.  Your  father  is  absorbed  in  business  affairs 
so  extensive  that  it  makes  me  dizzy  to  think  of 
them.  You  must  accept  what  he  does,  rather  than 
grieve  over  the  absence  of  demonstrations  of  affec- 
tion that  it  is  not  in  his  nature,  neither  has  he  the 
time,  to  show.  He  is  a  silent  man — one  who  never 
wore  his  heart  upon  his  sleeve;  but  there's  a  well 
of  deep  feeling  in  his  nature,  I  am  sure ;  in  fact  I 
know  there  is." 

"  But  oh !  I  so  long  to  tell  him  how  much  I  love 
and  wish  to  please  him;  to  try  and  win  his  affec- 
tion by  ways  that  a  child  would  be  happy  to  show; 
but  he  repels  me,  and  I  shrink  back  more  and 
more  from  him." 

"  Sybil,  you  must  accept  people  as  you  find 
them — even  your  own  father.  What  we  like  or 
don't  like  in  them  has  no  power  to  bring  them  up 
to  our  standard;  each  one  has  peculiarities  of 
temperament,  constitutional  idiosyncrasies,  and 
marked  individualities  of  his  or  her  own  which 
form  the  sharp  angles  and  the  heavy  cross  of 
others,  no  less  peculiar,  who  come  in  contact  witli 
them;  and  there's  nothing  but  a  broad  charity  to 
be  exercised  that  will  teach  us  to  bear  and  forbear. 
So  don't  be  discouraged;  wait  patiently,  and  pray 
constantly;  for  a  day  will  come,  I  know,  when 
your  father  will  seek  comfort  in  your  affections. 
It  is  in  the  natural  order  of  things;  but  it  takes 
time." 

"I  hope  so;  oh,  I  hope  so!  "  said  Sybil,  as  she 
arose,  and  went  to  her  toilette-table,  where,  open- 
ing a  drawer,  she  took  out  the  casket  containing 
the  parure  of  pearls  her  father  had  given  her,  to 
show  her  aunt.  "  Look  at  these  beautiful  jewels, 
dear  aunt.  Papa  gave  me  this  himself;  he  thought 
of  it,  and  bought  it ;  and  even  mamma  did  not  know 
anything  about  it.  Did  you  ever  see  anything 
more  lovely  "  ? 

"  They  are  certainly  lovely;  every  piece  is  per 
feet,  and  the  design  very  elegant.  As  your  dear 
father's  gift,  and  an  evidence  of  his  affection,  you 
may  justly  take  pleasure  in  them,  Sybil." 

"  But  you  should  only  see  them  on  the  image  of 
our  Blessed  Lady :  there  they  look  in  place,  crown- 
ing her,  and  hanging  like  a  girdle  around  her 
waist.  One  of  our  old  nuns  at '  Holy  Cross  '  told 
me  one  day  that  the  name  of  MARY  meant  Sea,  and 
that  her  Immaculate  Heart  was  a  boundless  sea ; 
and  as  pearls  are  brought  up  out  of  the  depths  of 
the  sea,  they  remind  me  of  her  virtues  and  her  pu- 
rity. And,  aunt — if  you  will  not  think  I  am — 

resurnptuous — I  have  offered  them  to  her,  and 


shall  only  wear  them  as  a  loan,  when  I'm  obliged 
to  do  so ;  and  then,  in  some  way  or  other,  I  don't 
know  how,  they  shall  be  used  in  her  service." 

"  Thus  offered,  Sybil,  you  will  be  blessed  in  their 
possession;  but  why,  my  child,  this  offering,  with 
a  vow,  of  your  father's  first  gift?  " 

" For  his  conversion!  "  said  Sybil,  in  scarcely 
audible  tones,  as  she  bowed  her  head  on  her  aunt's 
shoulder. 

Mrs.  Waite  was  silent,  but  her  heart  was  full. 
"Surely,"  she  thought,  "the  prayers  of  this  child 
of  many  graces  will  be  answered ! " 

Presently  there  was  heard  a  tapping  on  the 
door.  Sybil  opened  it  and  there  stood  Natalie, 
Miss  Arnold,  Clara  and  Edyth,  waiting  to  be  in- 
vited in. 

"We  brought  them!"  exclaimed  both  girls  at 
once. 

"I  am  heartily  glad  you  did;  and  I  hope  they 
won't  want  bringing  again.  Where  are  the  boys  ?  " 

"Bab  has  them  in  the  ball-room,  Sybil;  she's 
been  dancing  juba  and  singing  munibo  songs  for 
us,  and  we  have  laughed  ourselves  almost  to 
pieces,"  exclaimed  Edyth,  dropping  loosely  into  a 
chair. 

"  Sit  up,  Miss  Edyth,  this  moment ;  hold  up  your 
chin;  throw  back  your  shoulders;  put  your  hands 
together  in  your  lap  and  draw  your  feet  together, 
Miss!  "  exclaimed  Miss  Arnold,  making  a  dart  at 
her  pupil. 

"  Don't  you  see  I  can't,"  said  Edyth,  saucily, 
after  placing  herself  in  the  required  position,  then 
suddenly  dropping  to  pieces  like  a  rag-baby. 

"  Miss  Arnold,  I  have  not  shown  you  papa's  pres- 
ent," said  Sybil,  handing  the  open  casket  to  the  ir- 
ritated little  woman,  to  divert  her  attention  from 
Edyth,  who  became  so  engrossed  in  admiring 
them  that  her  refractory  pupil,  for  the  moment  for- 
gotten, threw  herself  against  Natalie's  shoulder, 
and  nestled  her  head  with  its  frowse  of  golden 
curls  against  her  white  statuesque  throat,  while 
the  warmth  of  her  veins  and  the  glow  of  her  fiery, 
rebellious  nature  penetrated  like  a  subtle  essence 
the  chilled  heart  of  the  mysterious  woman.  They 
were  kindred  affinities,  those  two,  and  the  woman 
pitied  the  child  for  the  germ  of  those  deep  passions 
in  her  nature  that  had  shipwrecked  her  own 
life. 

"  She's  done  come ! "  exclaimed  Maumy  Barbara, 
thrusting  her  head  suddenly  into  the  door,  her 
Madras  turban  hind  part  before,  her  apron  torn 
to  shreds,  and  her  gay  neck-handkerchief  hang- 
ing down  her  back.  She's  come ;  Miss'  Weston  is 
come.  Scatter!" 

Sybil  laughed,  but  no  one  scattered  except  Miss 
Arnold,  whose  cap-trimmings  and  curls  and  skirts 
all  fluttered  in  such  an  absurd  way  as  she  skipped 
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out  of  the  room,  that  she  seemed  to  be  running 
all  over  like  a  centipede. 

[TO  BE   COXTIJJUED.] 
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CHAPTER  VI.— (Continued.) 
After  this  extraordinary  conversation,  Eugenie 
felt  no  doubt  that  she  had  met  with  the  person 
whom  God  had  appointed  to  be  the  first  benefac- 
tress of  her  little  Society,  and  it  was  not  long  be 
fore  she  had  the  proof  of  it.  This  kind  friend 
often  called  at  the  Rue  St.  Martin,  and  found  in 
the  humble  abode  of  the  infant  community  ample 
opportunities  of  exercising  her  charitable  zeal. 
The  keensightedness  of  this  pious  lady  likewise 
discovered  that  the  future  foundress,  though  sur- 
rounded with  difficulties,  had  no  adequate  spiri. 
tual  guide.  Anxious  to  assist  her  in  every  possi- 
ble way,  she  did  not  rest  until  she  had  made  her 
acquainted  with  the  Rev.  Father  Assant,  a  relig- 
ous  of  the  Order  of  St.  Dominick,  and  a  most  vir- 
tuous and  experienced  priest. 

It  was  providential  for  the  future  of  the  Order 
and  for  Eugenie's  own  soul  that  she  opened  her 
mind  to  this  servant  of  God,  and  revealed  to  him 
all  the  secrets  of  her  conscience — the  graces  with 
which  she  had  been  favored — the  trials  and  strug- 
gles she  had  gone  through — the  temptations  which 
were  even  then  assailing  her — and  especially  that 
of  discouragement  almost  amounting  to  despair,  in 
the  presence  of  obstacles  which  often  seemed  al- 
most insurmountable.  After  he  had  heard  her 
and  fully  weighed  in  the  light  of  the  Sanctuary 
the  proofs  of  her  vocation,  no  doubt  remained  in 
his  mind  that  she  was  called  to  found  this  new  In- 
stitute— and  that  to  draw  back  from  it  would  be 
to  fly  in  the  face  of  God's  manifest  will.  There- 
fore when  she  told  him  that  her  intention  was  to 
begin  nothing  then,  and  to  return  to  her  home  for 
an  indefinite  time,  he  assured  her,  with  all  the 
authority  of  one  speaking  in  God's  name,  that  her 
place  was  at  Paris  and  in  the  midst  of  all  the  dif- 
ficulties of  a  foundation.  Eugenie  objected  that 
her  parents  had  suffered  her  to  come  to  Paris  only 
on  condition  of  a  speedy  return.  "  Never  mind," 
he  answered.  "You  cannot  go  away;  you  must 
ask  our  Lord  to  settle  the  matter  with  your  parents. 
Later  on  you  can  go  and  see  them  for  a  few  days, 
and  then  announce  to  them  your  final  departure." 
Eugenie  withdrew  from  the  confessional  full  of 


sadness  and  perplexity,  and  as  usual  had  recourse 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  "  My  good  Mother,"  she 
said  to  her,  before  leaving  the  church, "  if  it  is  not 
our  Lord's  will  that  I  should  go  home,  make  my 
parents  change  their  minds  about  it,  and  let  my 
mother  write  to  me  to  stay  on  in  Paris."  She  felt 
more  comfortable  after  having  said  this  prayer;- 
and  that  very  night  she  received  a  letter  from 
Madame  Smet  which  said:  "I  do  not  think,  my 
dear  child,  that  you  can  have  had  time  enough  yet 
to  acquire  all  the  necessary  information  about  the 
future  foundation ;  it  will  be  better,  then,  to  stay 
on  longer." 

This  answer  to  her  prayer  confirmed  Eugenie's 
confidence  in  her  director's  advice,  and  calmed 
her  mind.  As  soon  as  it  became  possible,  she  did 
go  home,  and  broke  to  her  family  that  it  was  for 
the  last  time.  The  agony  she  then  endured  ex- 
ceeded anything  she  had  felt  before.  In  her  grief 
she  wrote  to  Father  Assant  a  letter  to  which  he 
made  the  following  answer : 

"GOD  ALOSE. 

MY  DE.VR  DAUGHTER  IN  CHRIST* :  It  Is  rather  late 
to  thank  you  for  your  kind  letter,  but  I  am  never  up 
to  the  mark,  whether  as  to  answering  letters  or  aa  to 
loving  our  Lord  as  I  ought  to  do.  Contrive,  my  dear 
child,  not  to  stay  too  long  at  Lille.  You  have  at  Paris 
a  poor  little  Community  which  calls  for  your  return. 
Do  not  fancy  that  you  can  carry  on  every  sort  of  good 
work  both  in  Lille  and  in  Paris.  When  you  are  aa 
holy  as  St.  Alphonsus  Liguori  you  may  bilocate;  but 
for  the  present  learn  to  leave  God  for  God;  and  above 
all,  to  part  with  those  you  love  for  Him  you  ought  to 
love  far  more.  God  asks  for  a  great  sacrifice.  Make 
it  without  further  delay — with  generosity — with  good 
will.  There  is  no  question  now  of  asking  for  signs  of 
God's  will — for  making  conditions  with  our  Lord.  I 
absolutely  object  to  your  offering  any  prayers  of  that 
sort,  whatever  may  be  the  result  you  wish  to  obtain. 
You  have  Been  hitherto  a  spoiled  and  wilful  child; 
now  you  must  be  an  affianced  bride,  and  understand 
and  practice  at  once  the  self-devotion  and  self-re- 
nouncement that  becomes  a  true  spouse  of  our  Divine 
Master. 

"You  want  a  house — you  want  it  very  soon.  Well, 
of  course  you  do.  Does  not  God  know  it?  Is  not  that 
enough?  It  is  His  Business  to  look  out  for  it — to  pro- 
vide it.  Let  us  do  our  part,  and  leave  to  Providence 
Its  own.  Everything  will  get  on  better  in  that  way; 
for  we  always  spoil  God's  work  by  insisting  on  med- 
dling with  it,  and  He  nrast  have  a  wonderful  amount 
of  patience  to  bear  with  us  in  this  respect,  as  well  as 
in  many  others.  Most  probably  God  will  wish  you  to 
come  to  Paris  without  knowing  where  to  lay  your 
head,  and  thus  constrain  you  to  appear  a  fool  in  the 
eyes  of  all  your  friends,  even  the  best  and  kindest  of 
them.  This  comes  of  having  made  so  many  bargains 
with  Providence,  and  asked  for  so  many  proofs  of 
your  vocation.  You  have  now  to  pay  for  it,  by  acts 
of  blind  faith.  Leave,  then,  all  things  save  God,  and 
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God  alone.    Henceforward  it  is  Him  alone  whom  you 
must  love  and  serve. 

"Yours  in  that  good  Master, 

"P.  L.  AssANt,  of  the  Order  of  St.  Dominick. 

Eugenie's  courage  was  revived  by  these  heart- 
stirrin-g  Words,  and  slie  would  have  started  at 
once  had  not  her  bodily  strength  then  given  way 
under  the  weight  of  mental  suffering.  She  be- 
came positively  ill,  and  in  writing  to  Madame-- — > 
the  friend  in  Paris  who  had  done  so  much  for  her, 
she  poured  forth  her  grief  at  this  new  difficulty 
in  her  way.  This  true  friend  wrote  to  her  as 
follows: 

"  MY  DEAR  CHILD  : — you  are  in  a  good — a  very  good 
state.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  be  in  a  better  one :  because 
if  you  were  standing  you  might  fall,  whereas  prostrate 
as  you  are,  in  utter  helplessness,  and  overcome  by  a 
sense  of  your  wretchedness,  you  have  nothing  to  fear. 
When  we  feel  ourselves  raised  above  the  miseries  of 
our  nature,  then  we  must  be  afraid  of  sinking;  but 
when  we  are  lying  with  our  faces  to  the  gound,  as  low 
as  low  can  be,  then  we  have  only  to  thank  God  for 
keeping  us  in  that  humiliating  position— free  from 
the  dangers  which  attend  giddy  heights,  and  secure 
against  temptations  of  pride.  You  can  do  nothing 
just  now  for  your  work.  Why  should  God  give  you 
graces  which  you  do  not  need  at  this  moment?  He 
does  not  usually  bestow  such  graces  till  they  are 
wanted.  Come,  my  child.  Let  us  both  thank  Him 
that  He  keeps  you  in  so  humble,  so  helpless  a  state; 
that  He  takes  from  you  even  the  power  of  making  a 
sensible  act  of  love;  because  if  afterwards  His  grace 
works  in  you  and  by  you,  the  results  must  be  evidently 
ascribed  to  Him,  the  Author  of  all  good.  Otherwise 
we  should  lose  our  time  and  our  trouble;  nothing  we 
did  would  succeed  and  bring  glory  to  God,  our  Master, 
our  Love,  our  All.  When  you  write  to  me  again  from 
Lille,  and  are  very  ill— say,  my  child  :  'I  have  devoted 
my  time  to  the  Service  and  the  Glory  of  God;  I  have 
glorified  Him  by  suffering  lovingly  for  Him  and  by 
Him.'  Bravo!  that  is  the  language  of  a  Christian  soul 
— not  that  other  sort  of  talk :  'I  lost  my  time  entirely 
when  I  was  last  at  Lille,  because  I  was  ill.'  The  chil- 
dren of  this  world  think  and  speak  thus — not  we  who 
are  the  children  of  God,  and  on  our  way  to  heaven." 

Thus  quieted,  thus  strengthened  by  two  inesti- 
mable friends,  and  following  the  dictates  of  a  heart 
which,  though  to  the  utmost  degree  sensible  to  all 
human  affections,  still  loved  God  above  all  things, 
Eugenie  made  her  final  sacrifice,  and  left  her 
home  on  the  25th  of  March,  Feast  of  our  Lady's 
Annunciation — that  Feast  on.  which  thousands  of 
God's  consecrated  servants  renew  their  vows,  and 
Christian  women  in  every  state  of  life  love  to  re- 
peat the  words  with  which  their  Mother  in  Heaven 
accepted  the  stupendous  message  that  Gabriel 
brought  her  from  God:  "Behold  the  handmaid 
of  the  Lord — be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  thy 
word."  Blessed  be  the  lips  which  made  that 
prayer !  Blessed  be  the  lips  which  repeat  it  after 


her,  whether  along  the  steepest  and  highest  paths 
leading  to  Heaven,  or  in  homes  which  faith 
brightens  and  hallows!  Blessed  be  those  words, 
whether  on  the  lips  of  the  bride  of  Christ  on  the 
threshold  of  the  sanctuary,  or  the  Christian  bride 
of  a  Christian  man  at  the  foot  of  the  altar !  Blessed 
be  those  words  when  spoken  in  joy — yet  more 
blessed  when  uttered  in  grief!  Blessed  be  those 
words  when  they  corne  from  one  who  has  just  re 
ceived  some  great  temporal  gift, — more  blessed 
when  they  are  murmured  by  one  on  whom  some 
great  ruin  has  fallen,  dashing  to  the  ground  every 
earthly  hope !  Blessed  are  they  when  said  by  the 
expectant  mother  who  places  herself  and  her  un- 
born treasure  in  the  arms  of  her  God's  loving 
will, — more  blessed  still  when  they  rise  from  a 
broken  heart,  beside  the  grave  of  a  husband  or  an 
only  child!  They  are  the  Christian  woman's 
prayer.  They  sum  up  the  teachings  of  her  Mother 
from  the  day  of  the  Annunciation  to  the  hour  of 
her  great  agony,  and  through  the  long  patient 
years  preceding  her  Assumption. 

Eugenie  had  often  said  those  words.  She  said 
them  again  as  she  left  her  home  forever.  She  will 
say  them  again  twice  in  her  life  with  a  yet  deeper 
meaning — on  the  day  of  her  Religious  vows,  and 
on  her  death-bed. 

[TO  BE  CONTI2OJED.] 


In  Memoriara. 

REV.  N.  H.  GILLESPIE,  C.  8.  C. 

How  gently  from  those  Lips  Divine 
That  ne'er  on  earth  were  seen  to  smile 
The  tender  greeting  came  of  old, — 
"  An  Israelite  true,  behold 
In  whom  indeed  there  is  no  guite !  " 

Oh,  earnest  heart,  whose  manhood's  prime 
Kept  the  pure  promise  of  the  child, 
And  walked  life's  devious,  changeful  ways, 
In  humble  trust  and  reverent  praise, 
Unto  the  last  still  undefiled: 

Oh,  filial  heart,  whose  steadfast  love 
Was  half  on  earth  and  half  in  heaven- 
One  love,  which  thou  couldst  not  divide 
So  stainless,  and  so  sanctified, — 
And  yet  unto  two  mothers  given: 

Oh,  duteous  son,  who  learned  to  know 
Thy  dear  Lord's  Heart  best  by  thy  own— 
And,  honoring  her  who  gave  thee  birth, 
Couldst  see  how  He  must  prize  Tier  worth 
Who  called  her  God  and  Maker,  "  Son." 

Oh,  brother  kind,  and  faithful  friend, 

Who  every  tender  human  tie 

Couldst  hold  within  thy  large  true  heart, 
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Yet  give  thy  God  His  righteous  part, 
And  each  and  all  couldst  sanctify: 

Oh,  loyal  priest  of  Mother  Church, 
Who,  humble,  simple,  fervent,  meek, 
Couldst  bear  the  white  stole  with  thee  hence, 
Of  they  who  live  in  innocence, 
Nor  earthly  gain  nor  honor  seek. 

Surely  those  words  of  greeting  sweet, 
Thou  heardst  from  Lips  Divine  ooce  more, 
When,  the  dark  river  safely  passed, 
Thou  stoodst  before  thy  Lord  at  last, 
Upon  the  blessed  farther  shore. 

And  unto  thee  was  made  anew, 
The  promise  to  Nathaniel  given, 
— A  guileless-hearted  man,  like  thee — 
That  thou  shouldst  come,  ere  long,  to  see 
Before  thy  eyes  the  opened  heaven. 

And  if  perchance  thou  tarry  yet, 
In  patient  hope,  a  little  while, 
It  cannot  be  so  hard  to  wait 
Even  outside  heaven's  closed  gate, 
If  Jesus  called  thee  "without  guile;" 


WASHINGTON,  Dec.  3, 1874. 


B.V.R. 


Mary's  Dower. 

At  the  recent  dedication  of  St.  James'  Chruch, 
Pendleton,  England,  His  Eminence,  Cardinal 
Manning,  preached  a  beautiful  sermon  on  "Mary's 
Dower,"  for  the  following  synopsis  of  which  we 
are  indebted  to  the  Liverpool  Catholic  Times: 

He  took  for  bis  text  tbe  words,  "  Behold  from 
henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me  Blessed." 
He  said  this  prophecy,  spoken  by  the  humblest 
of  women  in  a  mountain  country  of  Judea,  bad 
been  fulfilled  in  every  age,  in  every  land,  and  in 
every  language  through  which  Christianity  bad 
spread.  It  was  fulfiled  that  day,  by  the  setting 
apart  of  that  simple  and  beautiful  sanctuary  to 
the  glory  of  the  ever  Blessed  Trinity  and  in  honor 
of  the  Mother  of  God. 

When  Mary,  tbe  chosen  Mother  of  the  Redeemer 
of  the  World,  uttered  those  words,  from  that  hour 
began  the  benediction,  which  even  the  people  of 
Jerusalem  poured  upon  her  before  they  knew  the 
blessings  of  Jesus;  and  from  the  hour  when  His 
Disciples  knew  Him  to  be  more  than  man  and 
king  of  Israel  they  blessed  her  who  bore  Him 
with  a  love  and  veneration  which  has  never  ceased 
from  that  hour  to  the  present.  When  He  arose 
from  the  dead,  their  love  and  veneration  grew ;  and 
when  He  ascended  up  to  the  throne  of  His  Fa- 
ther, from  that  hour  the  love  and  veneration  of 
the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  has  stood  still,  be 
might  say,  in  the  noontide  of  its  fulness  in  all 
lauds  wheresoever  the  name  of  Jesus  was  known. 


There  was  not  a  little  child  throughout  the  Catho- 
lic world  who,  after  the  Our  Father,  did  not  learn 
the  Hail  Mary.  This  land  of  ours  was  once  the 
dower  of  Mary,  and  in  no  part  of  tbe  Catholic  Unity 
were  there  more  sanctuaries  consecrated  to  her 
honor,  or  more  altars  set  up  to  the  memory  of  her. 
blessedness.  In  the  ceremony  of  that  day  the 
Catholics  were  renewing  that  act  of  devotion 
which  their  forefathers  in  tbe  faith  had  ever  of- 
fered to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  It  might  be 
that  some,  bearing  the  title  of  that  church,  might, 
out  of  no  ill-will,  but  from  some  perplexity  of 
thought  arising  from  a  want  of  knowledge,  wonder 
at  the  act  that  was  now  done.  He  had  heard  men 
say:  "Tbe  Catholic  Church  and  tbe  Catholic 
faith  has  for  me  great  attractions,  but  the  wor- 
ship offered  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  my  insur- 
mountable difficulty."  He  would  only  say  to 
those  who  bad  tbe  light  of  faith,  and  rightly  un- 
derstood it,  that  instead  of  being  a  difficulty  in  the 
way  of  faith,  it  was  a  test  of  the  true  and  only 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  to  love  and  venerate  His 
Blessed  Mother  under  the  title  of  Mother  of  God. 
That  which  to  some  who,  for  a  moment,  in  the 
twilight  of  their  approach  to  the  full  light  of  faith 
might  seem  to  be  a  difficulty  in  the  fulness  of  that 
light  afterwards  became  a  reason  and  proof  that 
they  were  in  the  unity  and  true  family  of  God. 
While  we  believed  that  Jesus  was  the  God  incar- 
nate, who  by  His  precious  Blood  redeemed  the 
world,  what  was  there  that  we  did  not  owe  to  the 
Mother  that  was  chosen  to  bear  Him  in  our  hu- 
manity? There  was  but  one  thing  alone  that 
we  did  not  owe  her,  and  that  was  divine  honor, 
because  we  owed  that  exclusively  to  God;  but 
short  of  divine  honor  he  could  not  conceive  any 
honor  so  great  as  that  which  God  imposed  upon 
her  on  the  day  when  He  made  her  the  Mother  of 
His  Son — no  honor  so  great  as  that  which  her 
Divine  Son  paid  her  always.  Not  only  did  the 
glory  which  we  laid  upon  her  as  Mother  of  God 
spring  from  the  very  substance  of  truth,  but  the 
love  and  veneration  which  we  offered  to  her 
sprang  from  the  very  substance  of  chastity. 

Whom  did  God  love  next  after  His  Divine  Son 
so  much  as  He  loved  Mary  ?  Who  loved  God,  after 
her  Divine  Son,  so  much  as  she  did  ?  Who  was 
most  like  to  her  Son  in  all  perfection?  Who  had 
sorrowed  and  suffered  for  us  so  much  as  the 
Mother  that  stood  by  the  side  of  the  Cross,  will- 
ingly offering  up  her  Son,  and  not  reclaiming  Him, 
because  He  offered  Himself  for  the  redemption 
of  the  world  ?  If,  then,  we  had  the  love  of  God  in 
us,  next  after  the  love  we  paid  to  the  Father  and 
the  Son  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  greatest  and 
chiefest  love  ought  to  be  for  the  Blessed  Mother 
of  our  Redeemer;  and  if  our  love  ought  to  be  paid 
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to  her,  certainly  our  veneration,  for  love  followed 
veneration,  and  sprang  from  veneration.  As  we 
worshipped  God  above  all  things,  and  as  worship 
meant  veneration  in  the  proportion  in  which  it 
was  due,  to  whom  was  veneration  to  be  paid  next 
after  the  Trinity,  if  not  to  the  Mother  of  our  Re- 
deemer? 

The  word  "  worship  "  was  a  beautiful,  old,  racy, 
intelligible  English  word.  It  had  about  it  the  fra- 
grance of  our  mother  earth  when  we  turned  it  up 
with  a  spade,  and  those  that  had  a  heart  to  under- 
stand would  never  misunderstand  him  about  the 
word  worship.  We  gave  it  as  a  title  of  respect  to 
those  who  sat  on  the  Bench,  and  we  used  it  as  a 
form  of  reverence  to  those  we  regarded  with  affec- 
tion. Worship  did  not  mean  Divine  worship  un- 
less we  put  the  words  divine  to  it.  There  was  a 
human  worship  and  a  civil  worship.  Divine  wor- 
ship was  a  worship  we  paid  to  the  Almighty  above 
all,  and  that  meant  the  worship  of  our  whole  heart, 
our  whole  soul,  our  whole  mind,  our  whole 
strength,  of  every  difficulty,  and  every  affection. 
That  worship  no  man  could  pay  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  without  committing  sin.  But  short  of  that, 
was  there  any  creature  whom  God  loved  so  much, 
and  had  honored  so  much  ?  She  stood  above  all 
creatures,  and  he  would  ask  to  whom  veneration 
was  due  if  not  to  her,  and  to  whom  was  veneration 
due  more  than  to  her  ?  Would  it  be  the  dictate  of 
the  Christian  heart  to  offer  to  her  less  veneration 
than  that  which  was  her  due,  and  less  veneration 
than  Jesus  offers  her  forever? 

There  were  many  angels,  archangels,  thrones, 
dominions,  principalities,  powers,  cherubim  and 
seraphim,  and  we  owed  veneration  to  them  all. 
If  the  lowest  angel  of  them  all  appeared  in  the 
midst  of  our  congregation,  there  was  not  a  man 
there  that  would  not  bow  down  to  the  earth  be- 
fore him;  and  if  we  owed  veneration  to  the  heav- 
enly hierarchy,  what  did  we  owe  to  the  Mother  of 
God?  She  alone  stood  in  that  dignity  and  glory, 
whose  throne  was  infinitely  below  God's  because 
God  was  an  uncreated  Being  and  she  was  a  crea- 
ture, but  immensely  above  all  the  other  orders  of 
the  Heavenly  Spirits,  because  she  was  the  Mother 
of  God,  and  to  her  was  the  veneration  due  which 
could  not  be  too  great,  if  it  were  not  a  Divine 
worship. 

He  would  ask  any  man  who  loved  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ — and  the  people  of  England  professed 
to  love  their  Saviour,  and  he  believed  in  his  heart 
they  did — was  not  the  example  of  our  Divine  Sav- 
iour a  pattern  and  a  law  to  their  lives.?  They  were 
told  to^walk  in  the  footsteps  of  Jesus,  and  could 
they  walk  in  the  footsteps  of  Jesus  if  they  did  not 
love  and  venerate  her  whom  He  loved  and  vener- 
ated most  of  all  after  His  Heavenly  Father  ?  If 


men  were  unlike  Him  in  that,  how  could  they  be 
said  to  walk  in  His  footsteps  and  follow  His  exam- 
ple ?  The  worship  paid  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  was, 
then,  no  insurmountable  difficulty.  On  the  con- 
trary it  was  a  true  witness  that  the  Catholic  Church 
was  the  unfailing  and  immutable  Church  of  God — 
which  they  would  have  learned  if  they  had  been 
honored  at  the  time  when  Jesus  was  visible  and 
His  Mother  was  at  His  side.  It  taught  now 
to  its  children  that  same  love  and  veneration 
we  would  all  of  us  pay  to  her  when,  through 
the  Precious  Blood  of  her  Son  and  the  grace  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  we  should  see  Him  in  the  King- 
dom of  His  glory.  He  had  said  in  the  beginning 
that  England  was  once  Mary's  dower.  Was  it  not 
lawful  to  him,  as  a  son  of  this  land,  to  pray  and 
hope  that  England  may  be  Mary's  dower  again  ? 
If  what  he  had  said  was  true,  he  had  proved  that 
wherever  Jesus  was  loved,  His  Blessed  Mother 
would  be  loved  also:  and  in  the  measure  in  which 
the  name  of  Jesus  was  made  known,  and  in  the 
measure  in  which  He  was  measured  as  Lord  and 
Master,  so  would  the  love  and  veneration  of  His 
Blessed  Mother  revive  and  return  amongst  us. 
Let  them  hope  that  that  work— a  visible  witness 
of  the  honor  of  the  Mother  of  God — might  speak 
articulately  to  many  a  heart,  and  that  the  attrac- 
tions and  virtue  which  went  forth  from  the  per- 
son of  the  Divine  Son  might  sweetly,  strongly,  and 
irresistibly  draw  the  hearts  of  men  once  more  to 
know  that  the  love  they  paid  to  Him  He  desired 
that  they  also  should  pay  to  her,  and  that  all  hon- 
ors they  paid  to  her  He  accepted  as  paid  to  Him- 
self. 


The  Modern  System  of  Astronomy. 

The  eminent  Catholic  astronomer,  Mr.  Richard 
Proctor,  has  recently  written  to  the  Times,  as  follows : — 
"Dean  Stanley  claims  a  higher  position  for  Galileo 
than  can  correctly  be  assigned  to  him.  Apart  from 
the  indubitable  position  of  Copernicus  as  the  father 
of  modern  astronomy,  Galileo  was  neither  the  first 
Copernican  nor  the  most  successful  of  the  early  Co- 
pernicans  in  helping  to  place  the  modern  system  on  a 
sound  scientific  basis.  His  attention  was  first  directed 
to  the  Copernican  system  by  reports  of  the  lectures  of 
Wurteisen.  In  a  letter  to  Kepler,  dated  1597,  Galileo 
mentions  that  he  had  adopted  the  new  system  several 
years  before,  though  he  continued  to  teach  the  Ptole- 
maic system.  Kepler  himself  had  embraced  the  Co- 
pernican doctrine  in  1591  or  1592,  his  teacher  being 
the  celebrated  Mostlin.  So  far  as  the  modern  system 
depends  on  '  discoveries,'  Kepler  and  Newton  must  be 
regarded  as  its  founders — the  first,  by  discovering  the 
laws  which  bear  his  name,  the  second,  by  discovering 
the  law  of  gravitation.  Galileo's  discoveries  with  the 
telescope  afforded  more  striking  popular  evidence — 
that  is,  evidence  more  easily  understood — in  favor  of 
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the  Copernican  theory;  but  these  discoveries  "were  an 
inevitable  sequel  of  Janseu's  invention  of  the  tele- 
scope, as  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  others  indepen- 
dently discovered  most  of  the  phenomena  noticed  by 
Galileo.  I  mention  these  facts  because  the  common 
error  respecting  Florence's  great  natural  philosopher 
detracts  unfairly  from  the  credit  due  to  Copernicus, 
Kepler,  and  Newton,  as  the  men  whose  conjoint  la- 
bors established  the  modern  system  of  astronomy.  It 
may  be  added  that  Galileo's  'Systema  Mundi,'  the 
work  which  led  to  the  atrocious  persecution  whereby 
his  name  has  been  rendered  famous,  was  published  in 
1633,  Kepler's 'Harmonia  Mundi '(the  key-stone  of  the 
Copernican  system  as  a  kinetic  explanation  of  the  plan- 
etary motions)  thirteen  years  earlier,  in  1619." 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  May  6, 1875. 

Rome  is  a  city  of  treasures.  Here  the  artist's  heart 
beats  with  delight,  as  he  lives  in  the  midst  of  such 
inspirations  as  the  Tra-nsftffuration  of  Raphael,  the 
Moses  of  Michael  Angelo,  or  the  Dyiug  Gladiator. 
Here  the  architect  finds  his  boldest  conceptions  real- 
ized in  immortal  forms.  Here  the  antiquarian's  eyes 
have  a  continued  feast  upon  the  rarities  of  olden  days; 
while  the  archaeologist,  be  he  Christian  or  Pagan,  can 
delve  down  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  dishume 
the  past,  lighting  upon  treasure-troves  at  every  stroke 
of  his  inquiring  mattock.  Such  is  Rome,  visible  to  the 
eye,  palpable  to  the  touch.  But  there  is  another  Rome, 
unseen  and  unappreciated  by  all  save  the  Christian,  that 

MYSTIC  CITY  OF  GOD, 

whose  transcendent  beauty  is  like  that  of  the 
king's  daughter  of  Scripture  remembrance, — it  is 
•within.  There  is  a  spirit  within  these  walls,  an  inde- 
finable influence,  partaking  at  once  of  the  natural  and 
the  supernatural,  which  is  ever  drawing  the  soul  to- 
wards something  higher,  nobler  and  more  lasting  than 
the  things  of  earth.  The  beauty  and  sublimity  of 
Catholic  worship  captivate  the  most  indifferent  heart. 
The  Church  rises  up  in  the  soul  not  only  in  the  light  of 
a  Divine  teacher  of  Eternal  truths,  but  of  a  loving  and 
"  benignant  Mother,"  who  lavishes  with  a  generous 
hand  her  favors  upon  her  living  children,  while  she 
cherishes  and  solemnizes  the  memory  of  her  blessed 
dead  with  a  ceremonial  so  touching  and  so  real,  that 
we  seem  to  have  the  dead  in  the  Lord  back  again  in 
the  flesh.  It  was  with  sentiments  of  this  nature  that 
we  knelt  yesterday  evening  in  the  Sistine  Chapel  of 
the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary  Major.  We  prayed  after  our 
own  way,  at  a  tomb  surmounted  by  a  statue  of  a  Pope- 
But  we  needed  not  the  marble,  chiselled  by  Bernini,  to 
tell  us  who  rested  therein.  Within  a  sarcophagus  of 
crystal  and  gold  reclines  a  form  habited  in  pontifical 
robes.  It  is  that  of  an  old  man  with  a  long  silvery 
beard.  His  eyes  are  closed;  he  seems  to  have  just 
fallen  asleep,  for  the  forehead  and  cheeks  have  a 
healthy  color.  And  yet  he  has  lain  there  for  three  cen- 
turies, and  that  body  is  still  uncorrupted,  and  Christian 
Rome  prays  at  his  tomb  to-day,  as  then, 
"  ST.  Pius  V,  PRAY  FOB  us." 


Perhaps  there  is  not  in  the  whole  ecclesiastical  cycle  a 
feast  which  the  Romans  hail  with  greater  delight  than 
that  of  St.  Pius  V.  He  was  a  great  Pope,  who  strenu- 
ously defended  the  faith,  now  against  the  proud  apos- 
tate Elizabeth  of  England,  then  against  the  Huu'uonots 
of  France,  and  anon  lie  was  the  champion  of  all  Chris- 
tendom, when  the  Christian  arms,  raised  at  his  voice, 
and  nerved  by  his  powerful  prayers,  smote  the  Turks 
at  Lepanto  and  crushed  forever  the  pride  of  the  Cres- 
cent. He  was  a  saint  of  God  too,  whose  virtues,  even 
while  he  lived,  God  rewarded  by  astounding  miracles, 
which  were  wonderfully  multiplied  after  his  death. 
Last  of  all,  he  is  the 

PAT30N  OF  THE  PRESENT  GLORIOUS  PONTIFF, 

who  bears  his  name,  and  who  has  already  ordained 
that  his  remains  be  laid  in  the  shadow  of  that  shrine, 
at  which  it  was  his  joy  to  pray  in  days  past,  before  the 
Vatican  became  a  prison. 

There  is  still  another  reason  why  the  Romans  are 
drawn  towards  St.  Pius  V.  His  pontificate,  though 
brief,  was  stormy, — so  storm y,  in  fact,  that  the  enemies 
of  the  Church  augured  her  immediate  downfall.  Pius 
V  however  lived  to  see  her  triumph ;  and  why  not  Pius 
IX?  Pius  V  was  noted  for  his  especial  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  and  he  it  was  who  added  to  the  Litany 
the  title  of  "  Help  of  Christians."  The  devotion  of 
Pius  IX  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven  is  proverbial,  and  he 
too  has  added  to  her  glory  here  on  earth, by  crowning 
her  with  the  diadem  of "  Immaculate."  Hence  is  it  that 
the  Romans,  and  indeed  every  Catholic  in  the  Eternal 
City,  find  a  comfort  in  praying  at  the  tomb  of  St.  Pius 
V  which  is  peculiarly  sweet  in  these  dark  days  of  the 
Church. 

We  stayed  in  the  Basilica  until  near  sunset,  and  dur- 
ing our  stay  the  crowd  around  the  shrine  was  great 
and  varied.  Cardinals,  prelates,  priests,  students,  no- 
bles and  beggars,  all  knelt  there  in  that  equality  which 
is  one  of  the  glorious  characteristics  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  The  number  of  strangers  was  great.  There 
was  the  English  cast  of  countenance,  the  American, 
the  Irish,  the  German,  while  the  high  muslin  caps, 
clean,  and  stiffly  starched,  proclaimed  the  presence  of 
the  French  peasant  women,  who  had  come  on  the  late 
pilgrimage.  This  brings  us  to  speak  of 

THE  FRENCH  PILGRIMS. 

Four  hundred  of  them  arrived  here  the  day  before  yes- 
terday. They  are  escorted  by  the  President  of  the 
Grand  Commission  for  the  organization  of  Catholic 
Pilgrimages  in  France,  Count  de  Damas.  On  yester- 
day morning  they  had  an  audience  with  His  Holiness, 
at  which  the  Count  delivered  a  very  fervent  discourse, 
breathing  strong  religious  sentiments  and  an  unalter- 
able devotion  to  the  Holy  Father.  He  spoke  of  Pius 
VI,  and  of  Pius  VII,  both  of  whom  were  great  heroes 
in  the  Church  of  God.  "  We  too,"  said  he,  "  have  our 
hero.  His  name  is  on  every  lip,  and  every  heart  pro- 
claims it.  He  is  the  sweet,  the  great,  and  glorious  Pius 
IX.  France  proclaims  it  more  than  any  other  nation. 
She  knows  well  that  she  has  sinned  more  than 
any  other  nation,  hence  she  has  to  make  a  greater  rep- 
aration. In  the  midst  of  her  misfortunes,  in  the 
midst  of  her  humiliations,  she  has  still  one  great  con- 
solation .  Holy  Father,  you  have  not  despaired  of  her. 
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You  still  deign  to  rely  upon  her.  Thanks,  Holy 
Father;  in  the  name  of  our  poor,  unfortunate  country, 
thanks."  [At  this  juncture  a  commotion  was  visible, 
and  soon  the  hall  of  the  Consistory  re-echoed  with 
cries  of  lamentation.]  "Yes,"  he  continued,  "  rely  upon 
us.  We  repeat  it  with  tears  in  our  eyes,  and  with  love 
in  our  hearts,  rely  upon  us." 

His  Holiness  replied  with  such  tenderness  and  af- 
fection that  the  eyes  of  all  present  were  bathed  in 
tears  while  he  spoke.  Yes,  he  would  rely  upon  France. 
She  was  always  the  first  among  Catholic  nations,  and 
her  name  first  upon  the  roll  of  the  benefactors  of  the 
Church.  He  then  spoke  of  St.  Pius  V,  and  how  that 
saintly  and  heroic  Pontiff 

CONQUERED  IN  THE  END,  BY  PRATER. 
"  Our  condition  is  the  same.  We  are  left  without  all 
human  aid.  Let  us  turn  to  God,  who  will  not  forget 
His  inheritance."  He  said  that  it  was  the  earnest  de- 
sire of  his  heart  to  accompany  them  on  their  pilgrim- 
ages through  the  Eternal  City,  and  that  he  would 
bathe  the  Holy  Stairs  with  his  tears,  that  God's  wrath 
might  be  appeased.  "  But,"  said  he,  "  that  cannot  be 
done  now.  Nothing  is  left  us  but  this  house,  and 
here  we  must  stay  awaiting  the  day  of  our  deliverance." 

Another  very  interesting  audience  took  place  at  the 
Vatican  on  the  Feast  of  the  Finding  of  the  Holy 
Cross.  We  say  interesting,  not  only  on  account  of 
the  visitors,  but  the  address  which  was  delivered  was 
beautiful  and  touching;  and  without  knowing  the 
author,  the  sentiments  alone  are  suggestive  of  that 
tenderness  which  is  proper  to  the  heart  of  a  woman. 
The  Princess  Donna  Francesca  Massimo  had  the  honor 
of  presenting  to  his  Holiness  a  congregation  of  pious 
and  noble  ladies,  who  are  called 

"THE  DAUGHTERS  or  MART." 

As  she  knelt  at  his  feet,  she  said:  "When  Jesus  went 
up  the  mountain  of  sorrow,  if  there  were  any  tender 
souls  who  pitied  Him,  they  were  women;  they  were 
women  too,  if  we  except  one  man  (John)  who  stood  at 
the  foot  of  the  Cross,  assisting  Him  and  comforting 
Him.  We  look  iii  vain  for  a  woman  on  Thabor;  we 
must  seek  her  on  Golgotha.  Let  the  Jew  cry  out  at 
the  scandal,  and  the  Gentile  at  the  foolishness,"yet 
woman  will  not  abandon  that  mountain,  and  after 
three  centuries  we  find  her  there  again,  seeking  for 
the  Cross  which  had  disappeared  from  her  view  but 
not  from  her  heart.*  It  may  be  said  then  that  woman's 
mission  is  to  sympathize  with  Jesus  Christ  in  His  suf- 
ferings. Now  then,  most  Holy  Father, 

THE  VATICAN  is  NOT  ONLY  A  PRISON,  BUT  ALSO  A 

CALVARY, 

and  Jesus  is  suffering  therein  anew  in  the  person  of 
you,  His  Vicar.  It  is  but  just  then  that  the  woman 
should  come  to  discharge  her  duty."  Such  was  the 
introduction  to  her  address.  It  was  nobly  conceived, 
and  worthy  the  princess  who  delivered  it.  At  the  con- 
clusion of  her  discourse,  she  presented  a  number  of 
vestments  for  distribution  among^the  poor  churches  of 
Italy. 

The  decree  of  the  Congregation  of  Rites  on  the  ded- 
ication which  Catholics  are  to  make  of  themselves  to 
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the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  on  the  16th  of  next  month, 
explains  itself.  We  have  only  to  add,  that  the  16th  of 
June  is  also  the  anniversary  of  the  election  of  Pius  IX 
to  the  Chair  of  Peter.  From  that  day  all  his  acts  will 
bear  the  formula,  unknown  in  the  history  of  the 
Church,  in  the  thirtieth  year  of  our  pontificate.  Since 
the  publication  of  that  decree,  two  more  have  been 
promulgated  by  the  same  Congregation,  touching  the 
devotion  of  the  faithful  to  two  venerable  servants  of 
God,  Christopher,  a  Dominican  priest  of  Milan,  and 
Oglerius,  Abbot  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Cistercians 
near  Trent.  These  decrees  are  merely  preliminary  to 
the  process  of  canonization.  They  are  a  response  to 
the  following  usiial  qucesitum:  "  An  sententia  Judicis 
delegati  a  Rmo  D.  Episcopo  Ventimilien.  super  imme- 
morabili  cultu  prcedicto  Servo  Dei  prcestito,  sea,  super  casu 
excepto  a  Decretis  set.  me.  Urbani  Papce  VIII,  sit  con- 
flrmanda  in  casu  et  ad  effectum  de  quo  ayitur?" — that  is, 
Is  the  sentence  of  the  judge,  delegated  by  the  Rt. 
Rev.  Bishop  of  Ventimiglia,  concerning  the  devotion 
exercised  from  time  immemorial  towards  the  above 
named  servant  of  God  or  concerning  the  case  ex- 
cepted  in  the  Decrees  of  Pope  Urban  VIII  of  holy 
memory,  to  be  confirmed  in  the  case,  and  for  the  ef- 
fect which  is  now  the  subject  of  consideration?  The 
answer  of  the  Congregation  is  affirmative  in  both  cases. 
This  is  an  authoritative  recognition  of  the  devotion  to 
those  two  servants  of  God,  and  now  the  Congregation 
will  proceed  to  the  examination  of  their  lives,  virtues 
and  miracles,  after  which  the  decree  of  beatificatiou 
will  be  published. 

The  bill  for  the  conscription  of  ecclesiastics  has 
been  passed  in  the  Italian  Parliament,  and  it  wants 
but  the  sanction  of  the  Senate,  and  the  signature  of 
the  king,  to  make  it  the  most  iniquitous  and  the 
most  fatal  law  in  the  Italian  code  to  the  interests  of 
religion.  The  people  of  the  northern  provinces  are 
drawing  up  a  memorial  to  the  king,  in  which  he  is  im- 
plored in  the  name  of  his  sainted  ancestors,  in  the 
name  of  "LA  CONSOLATA,"  the  title  under  which  the 
ancient  kings  of  Savoy  were  wont  to  venerate  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  not  to  put  his  name  to  the  bill.  The 
memorial  of  the  province  of  Lombardy  has  already 
received  over  25,000  signatures.  The  clergy  of  Lom- 
bardy have  also  addressed  a  petition  to  his  majesty, 
one  passage  of  which  should  call  him  to  a  sense  of 
duty,  if  he  has  one  spark  of  honor,  not  to  say  religion, 
within  him.  "We  have  fought,"  say  they,  "for  a  long 
time  in  the  battle-field  of  this  Church,  and.now  we  ask 
ourselves  if  the  inheritance  of  our  labors  cannot  pass, 
on  our  death,  into  the  hands  of  some  one  who  will 
continue  them:  we  ask  ourselves,  must  the  dying 
man,  deprived  of  every  religious  comfort,  who  asks  for 
a  priest,  be  answered,  "  No:  thou  shall  not  have  one, 
because  a  descendant  of  the  saints  of  Savoy  is  opposed 
to  it! "  Sire,  the  law  which  is  submitted  to  you  brings 
these  consequences  with  it;  let  it  not  be  displeasing 
to  you  then,  if  the  priests,  your  subjects,  beseech  you 
in  the  name  of  charity,  religion  and  your  country,  in 
the  name  of  "  LA  CONSOLATA,"  not  to  subscribe  your 
royal  signature." 

It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  that  these  petitions  will 
avail  nothing.  Supposing,  for  the  nonce,  that  Victor 
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Emmanuel  did  inherit  the  traditional  faith  of  his 
forefathers,  the  tide  of  the  Revolution  is  too  strong,  and 
he  has  already  gone  too  far  to  retrace  his  steps.  The 
discourse  of  a  Republican  in  Parliament  the  other  day 
is  an  evidence  of  this.  Even  as  it  is,  he  is  charged 
with  having  "secret  communications  with  the  Vatican 
to  obtain  a  reconciliation."  Though  there  is  no  truth 
whatever  in  the  charge,  inasmuch  as  he  has  done  all 
that  he  could  hitherto  to  sadden  the  heart  of  the  Pon- 
tiff, still  the  charge  shows  what  the  consequences 
would  be,  were  he  to  adopt  a  negative  or  passive  pol- 
icy with  regard  to  the  Church. 

The  city  items  are  not  of  a  character  to  inspire  a 
lively  or  pleasant  interest.  The  mania  for  suicide  has 
begun  Avith  a  fury  hitherto  unknown.  It  makes  one 
shudder  to  reflect  on  the  destinies  of  this  nation  if  its 
present  rulers  succeed  in  destroying  the  influence  of 
religion  on  the  people.  Suicide  is  but  one  phase  on 
the  dark,  dark  side  of  the  picture;  and  of  the  immoral 
ity  which  stalks  abroad,  in  every  shape,  in  our  pro- 
found sorrow  we  would  say  nothing.  A.  E.  J. 


Catholic  Notes. 

A  monument  is  to  be  erected  to  the  famous  Car- 
dinal Mai  in  the  University  of  Bologna. 

A  statue  of  Christopher  Columbus,  by  Cordier, 

a  French  sculptor,  is  to  be  erected  in  the  city  of  Mex- 
ico. 

A  young  Men's  Catholic  Association  has  been 

established  in  East  Newark,  N  J.,  by  Rev.  Father 
Hogan. 

The  Pope  has  generously  defied  the  entire 

cost  of  Archbishop  Ledochowski's  elevation  to  the 
Cardinalate. 

The  Halifax  Herald  says  that  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic schools  are  the  best  managed  and  best  taught  of 
any  in  that  city. 

We  learn  from  the    Western  Catholic  that  the 

Lazarist  Fathers  are  shortly  to  found  a  college  and 
organize  a  parish  in  Chicago. 

The  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Ryan,  parish  priest  of  Ballin- 

garry,  has  been  appointed  by  the  Holy  See  to  the  va- 
cant Archbishopric  of  Cashel,  Ireland. 

Mrs.  S.  M.  B.  White,  a  grand-niece  of  Gen.  Wash- 
ington, died  recently  at  Evansville.  She  was  a  con- 
vert to  the  Catholic  faith  "  with  all  her  house." 

Mgr.  Mermillod,  the  exiled  Bishop  of  Geneva, 

has  written  a  protest  against  the  usurpation  of  the 
cathedral  of  his  diocese  by  the  "  Old  Catholics." 

The    Volksblatt   announces   the   conversion  at 

Graetz,  Austria,  of  a  Protestant  family  of  the  highest 
rank,  consisting  of  father,  mother,  and  six  children. 

Mr.  W.  W.  Corcoran,  of  Washington,  has  sent 

$5,000  to  the  Orphan  Asylum  at  Charleston,  S.  C.,  an 
establishment  of  twenty-five  years'  standing,  which  is 
now  in  straitened  circumstances. 

The  Catholic  episcopacy  of  Ireland  have  sus- 
tained a  sad  bereavement  in  the  death  of  the  Most 
Rev.  Dr.  Durcan,  Lord  Bishop  of  Achonry,  which  took 
place  on  Saturday  evening,  May  1. 


The  Unita  Cattolica  of  Rome  comments  in  bitter 

terms  on  the  installation  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  as  the 
head  of  the  Order  of  Masons  in  Great  Britain,  and  de- 
clares that  the  act  identities  Anglican  Protestantism 
with  Masonicism. 

Charles  Newton,  lately  deceased,  has  bequeathed 

to  St.  Vincent's  Orphan  Asylum  nine  shares  of  Wash- 
ington city  stock  ;  to  St.  Joseph's  Orphan  As3-lum  five 
shares  of  Washington  stock;  and  to  St.  Ann's  Infant 
Asylum  eight  shares  of  Washington  stock  and  $150  in 
Rewer  bonds. 

The  Jubilee  processions  still  continue  to  attract 

much  attention  in  Paris.  That  of  the  parish  of  St. 
Sulpice  was  so  very  long  that  while  one  end  of  it  was 
leaving  the  parish  church  the  other  was  entering  the 
old  basilica  of  St.  Germain  des  Pres,  nearly  a  mile  and 
a  half  distant. 

A  neat  Catholic  parochial  school  has  been 

erected  on  Walnut  street,  Brattleboro,  Vt.,  sixty  by 
twenty-four  feet,  and  two  stories  in  height.  This,  it 
will  be  remembered,  is  the  place  where  Catholic  chil- 
dren were  expelled  from  the  public  shools  for  attend- 
ing church  on  a  holyday. 

A  French  Christian  Brother,  returning  from  a 

mission  to  the  Caspian  Sea,  brought  with  him  a  plant 
said  to  be  an  infallible  remedy  for  scurvy.  Dr. 
Demeaux  has  presented  a  report  on  its  merits  to  the 
Academy  of  Sciences,  from  which  it  appears  that  the 
plant  can  be  acclimatized  in  Europe  and  will  prove  of 
the  greatest  value. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  May  18th,  the  Rev.  Father 

Grace,  of  "Our  Lady  of  the  Isle,"  delivered  before  the 
Newport,  R.  I.,  Historical  Society  a  lecture  of  marked 
scholarship  and  elegance,  on  the  "  Influence  of  the  Popes 
in  forming  European  Civilization."  It  was  voted  that 
the  thanks  of  the  Society  be  returned  to  the  Rev. 
Father  for  his  learned  and  instructive  address,  and 
that  a  copy  be  requested  for  the  archives  of  the  Soci- 
ety. 

Mr.  Gladstone  thinks  that,  after  all,  the  progress 

of  the  Catholic  Church  in  England  does  not  afford 
substantial  cause  for  alarm,  because  the  converts  are 
"mostly  women."  The  thoughtless  Premier  forgets 
that  they  are  "  mostly  women  "  only  in  this  genera- 
tion. The  Church  does  not  give  marriage  to  her 
daughters  except  on  condition  that  the  children  be 
brought  up  Catholic.  The  true  mother  does  not  save 
her  daughters  for  God  and  give  her  sons,  by  agree- 
ment, to  the  devil.  The  Catholics  of  England  may  be 
in  this  generation  "  mostly  women,"  but  in  the  next 
they  will  be  mostly  men  and  women. — Universe. 

We  give,  of  course  under  all  reserve,  the  state- 
ment made  in  a  leading  Italian  newspaper,  that  Presi- 
dent Grant  has  written  a  letter  to  the  Pope,  thanking 
him  for  the  honor  conferred  on  America  by  the  eleva- 
tion of  Cardinal  McCloskey.  It  would  be,  of  course, 
but  natural  that  the  President  should  do  so,  more 
especially  as  one  of  the  most  illustrious  of  his  pre- 
decessors was  rather  urgent  in  pressing  the  Holy  See 
to  so  honor  America  through  a  distinguished  Prelate 
now  deceased;  but  at  the  same  time  it  is  right  to  say 
that  President  Grant's  though tfuln  ess  is  the  mor 
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grateful  to  his  fellow-citizens  of  the  Catholic  faith,  as 
it  was  unexpected  by  a  large  majority  of  them. — Cath- 
lic  Review. 

The  Roman  correspondent  of  the  Boston  Globe 

makes  the  following  severe  comments  on  the  manners 
of  some  of  his  countrymen  in  Rome  :  "  Some  of  the 
stories  that  are  told,  this  season — and  true  stories,  too 
— of  incivility  of  Americans  to  the  Pope,  are  almost 
beyond  belief.  It  seems  impossible  that  people  should 
solicit  the  favor  of  being  received  by  any  man  in  his 
own  house,  and  then  refuse  to  conform  to  what  eti- 
quette, as  they  well  know  beforehand,  requires  of 
them.  All  question  of  religious  respect  aside,  every- 
body who  applies  for  an  audience  at  the  Vatican  is 
made  well  aware  that  the  black  dress  is  required,  that 
gloves  and  bonnets  are  not  allowed,  that  when  the 
Pope  gives  his  benediction  or  makes  the  circuit  of  the 
room,  all  should  kneel,  on  one  knee  at  least;  and  that 
if  he  offers  his  hand  they  should  touch  that  or  his 
apostolic  ring  with  their  lips.  If  they  have  any  hesi- 
tation about  conforming  to  these  particulars,  they 
have  no  business  to  go  to  the  Vatican.  I  have  heard, 
not  only  of  ignorant,  well-meaning  stupids,  from  out 
of-the-way  places,  who  insisted  on  shaking  hands  with 
the  Pope  as  if  he  had  been  a  President,  but  of  a  party 
(I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  they  came  from  Boston), 
the  whole  of  whom,  under  the  injunctions  of  their 
leader,  who  is  said  to  be  a  deacon  "  in  good  and  regular 
standing,"  kept  their  seats  when  the  Pope  came  down 
the  reception-room  !  What  would  have  been  an  inso- 
lence even  in  a  private  house,  was  an  iinpardonable 
insult  in  this  case,  and  the  Pope  turned  his  back  upon 
them  without  a  word.  And  since  that  day,  it  has  been 
very  difficult  for  Americans  not  Catholics  and  person- 
ally vouched  for  to  obtain  an  audience." 

The"  Vocedella  Verita"  of  March  the  16,  says: 

"Besides  some  Italian  and  foreign  families,  the  Holy 
Father  gave  audience  yesterday  to  Mr.  Adelrich  Ben- 
ziger, a  distinguished  Swiss,  and  representative  of  the 
highly  respected  house  of  Charles  and  Nicholas  Ben- 
ziger  Brothers,  of  Einsiedeln,  to  whom  the  Catholics 
of  Switzerland  are  so  much  indebted.  Mr.  Benziger 
presented  to  his  Holiness  a  fine  collection  of  the  books, 
periodicals  and  pictures  which  they  issue  as  printers, 
publishers,  and  chromo-lithographers,  and  circulate 
all  over  the  world.  The  collection  included:  The  Life 
of  Christ,  by  L.  C.  Businger,  a  refutation  of  Renan's 
book;  elegant  almanacs,  religious  gift  books,  prayer- 
books,  devotional  works,  books  of  an  amusing  charac- 
ter, entertaining  tales,  and  the  Alte  und  Neue  Welt,  an 
excellent  and  well-edited  periodical,  filled  with  beau- 
tiful illustrations  which  appeal  both  to  the  eye  and 
the  heart  of  the  people.  This  Journal  has  a  circula- 
tion of  60,000,  and  is  doing  much  good.  All  the  works 
of  the  Messrs.  Benziger  are  highly  laudable,  and  of 
great  value  in  helping  to  preserve  the  old  faith  and 
the  old  virtue  in  the  Swiss  people.  The  immense 
circulation  which  their  publications  have  attained 
enables  these  gentlemen  to  offer  them  at  remarkably 
low  prices.  The  Holy  Father  examined  the  books  and 
pictures,  and  expressed  great  satisfaction  with  them, 
and  with  words  of  praise  encouraged  Mr.  Benziger  to 
continue  in  his  excellent  and  holy  work." 


Address  of  the  Archbishop  and   Bishops  of 
Canada  West  to  the  Bishops  of  Germany. 

The  Achbishop  of  Toronto  and  the  Bishops  of 
Ontario,  assembled  at  Kingston^  at  the  consecra- 
tion of  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  O'Brien,  prepared  an  address 
to  the  Bishops  of  Germany,  of  which  the  follow- 
ing is  a  translation : — 

"  We,  the  Archbishop  and  the  Bishops  of  Province 
of  Toronto  in  Canada,  taking  occasion  of  our  reunion 
at  the  consecration  of  our  venerable  brother,  the 
Bishop  of  Kingston,  beg  to  address  you  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  Holy  Scripture,  '  Confortamini  et  estate 
vim?  We  admire  your  apostolic  courage,  we  reverence 
the  prisons  and  the  chains  that  witness  your  suffer- 
ings for  Christ.  You  have  chosen  rather  to  obey  God 
than  man,  and  for  the  fulfilment  of  your  sacred  minis- 
try you  rely  upon  powers  and  graces  given  you  by  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Eternal  Pastor  of  souls,  who 
governs  His  kingdom  on  earth,  the  Church,  through 
your  ministry  and  not  through  the  ministry  of  the 
princes  of  this  world.  The  Holy  Spirit  of  God  has 
placed  over  His  Church  Bishops  and  not  princes. 
Bishops  are  the  judges  of  true  and  false  doctrine,  and 
judges  of  what  is  right  in  the  discipline  of  the  Church. 
It  is  the  office  of  the  Bishops  to  watch  over  the 
education  of  youth  and  especially  of  candidates  for 
the  sacred  ministry,  to  admit  the  worthy  and  reject 
the  unworthy,  to  appoint  pastors  of  souls.  It  is  to  the 
Bishops  alone  that  the  priests  are  amenable  for  all 
things  relating  to  their  sacerdotal  functions.  It  is 
the  duty  of  Bishops  to  uphold  the  good  pastors  of  souls 
and  to  sustain  their  struggle  with  the  world;  to 
reprove,  exhort,  and  even  to  remove  from  his  sacred 
ministry,  independently  of  any  civil  Government, 
priests  who  become  unworthy  of  their  position. 

"Your  Lordships  have  before  your  eyes  what  had 
unhappily  befallen  the  Church  in  England,  where 
persecutions  caused  first,  schism,  and  then,  heresy, 
and  the  degradation  of  the  clergy,  and  profanation  of 
sacred  things.  Your  faithful  people,  thank  God,  are 
not  prepared  to  receive  an  order  of  things  totally  at 
variance  with  the  institutions  of  Christ.  We  deeply 
sympathize  with  them,  deprived  as  they  are,  by  the  in- 
iquity of  a  tyrannical  Government,  of  their  true  and 
legitimate  pastors;  but  we  glory  in  the  firmness  and 
faith  with  which  they  condemn  the  enactments  of  their 
despotic  rulers,  which,  having  no  binding  power  (be- 
cause not  founded  upon  justice  and  truth),  refuse  even 
sacred  things  from  sacrilegious  and  polluted  hands. 
We  admire  your  devoted  clergy,  who,  though  their 
chief  pastors  are  struck  in  your  sacred  persons,  and 
vast  numbers  of  themselves  thrown  into  prison  for 
duty  and  conscience  sake,  are  still  neither  overcome 
nor  even  dispersed,  but  glory  in  their  sufferings  for 
Christ's  sake. 

"  We  are  delighted  to  learn  that  our  Holy  Father,  to 
mark  his  appreciation  of  your  heroic  sufferings  for 
the  faith,  has  been  pleased  to  raise  to  the  most  eminent 
dignity  of  Cardinal  one  of  your  venerable  body,  the 
illustrious  Archbishop  of  Posen,  still  in  chains.  Cour- 
age, then,  most  reverend  brothers  and  confessors  of 
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the  faith;  the  Catholic  world  beholds  you  with  admira- 
tion, and  glories  in  your  firmness. — St.  John  Weekly 
Freeman. 


New  Publications. 


The  Catholic  World  for  June  is  just  received. 

Contents:  Specimen  Charities;  The  Blind  Beggar 
(Poetry);  Are  you  my  Wile?;  Chiefly  among 
Women ;  A  Charge  Answered  (Poetry) ;  "  Stray 
Leaves  from  a  Passing  Life ;  The  Cardinalate;  On 
the  Way  to  Lourdes;  Brother  Philip;  The  Lady 
Anne  of  Cleves ;  In  Memory  of  Harriet  Ryan  Alber 
(Poetry) ;  The  Roman  Ritual  and  its  Chant ;  New 
Publications. 

The  Catholic  Publication  Society  announce 

as  in  press,  "The  Hand  of  Aid,"  from  the  French 
of  Frederick  Ozanam  and  "The  Spirit  of  Faith: 
Or  What  Must  I  do  to  Believe?"  by  Bishop 
Hedely,  O.  S.  B. 

The  current  number  of  the  Little  Schoolmate 

a  very  handsome  illustrated  paper  for  children, 
published  monthly  at  the  New  York  Catholic  Pro- 
tectory, West  Chester,  N.  T.,  lies  on  our  table. 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATION. 

Messrs.  H.  L.   Magevney  and  Michael  Tracy, 

scholastics  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  were  ordained  Sub- 
deacons,  in  the  Cathedral,  on  Wednesday,  12th  May, 
by  Archbishop  Purcell.  On  Friday,  6th  inst.,  the  same, 
and  Rev.  D.  M.  Mackey  were  ordained  Deacons.  On 
Saturday,  15th,  all  three  were  ordained  Priests. 
RECEPTIONS. 

Miss  Gertrude  Roberg  (Sister  St.  Bernard)  re- 
ceived the  habit  of  religion  at  the  Ursuline  Convent, 
Brown  Co.,  Ohio,  on  Sunday,  May  16th. 

Obituary. 

Brother  Basilicus,  of  the  Christian  Schools,  died  at 

St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Philadelphia,  on  Thursday,  May 
13.  His  funeral  obsequies  were  attended  by  a  large  num- 
ber of  the  Brothers  and  pupils,  as  well  as  many  friends. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  12TH  TO  THE  19tH  OF  MAT. 

One  hundred  and  thirty-six  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  eighty-nine  new  members  have 
been  enrolled;  prayers  for  health  have  been  requested 
by  one  hundred  and  ninty-flve  individuals  and  two  fami- 
lies; conversion  has  been  asked  for  two  hundred  and 
eight  individuals  and  one  hundred  and  four  families; 
special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  forty-five  indi- 
viduals, six  families,  three  communities,  one  parish, 
one  infant  asylum,  one  hospital,  one  school,  one  novi- 
tiate. A  religious  also  requests  prayers  for  several 


particular  intentions;  one  hundred  and  eighteen  relig- 
ious vocations  and  eighty-eight  vocations  for  the 
priesthood. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived. A— good  religious  writes  thus:  ''I  must  tell 
you  of  our  dear  Mother's  goodness  to  one  of  our  little 
boarders,  a  child  in  whom  I  am  greatly  interested. 
For  the  past  year  or  so,  the  Sister  noticed  her  siirht 
growing  very  bad.  The  sight  seemed  to  be  leaving 
the  right  eye  altogether,  and  it  was  with  difficulty 
she  could  read,  unless  the  book  was  close  to  her  eyes. 
The  oculist  gave  remedies  without  avail.  So  I  made 
the  Novena  to  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  with  her.  She 
used  the  water  every  clay,  and  also  confessed  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion  for  the  intention.  She  can 
now  see  quite  well  with  the  left  eye,  even  by  holding 
the  book  at  the  ordinary  distance.  The  right  is  also 
getting  strong,  and  the  sight  has  wonderfully  im- 
proved and  will  be  perfectlj"  cured,  I  am  sure,  after  a 
few  more  applications  of  the  water.  The  little  child 
has  great  faith,  and  loves  our  Blessed  Mother  very 
much.  She  is  making  a  Novena  to  her  now  to  obtain 
another  favor,  which  if  granted  will  be  a  great  mira- 
cle." ....  From  other  sources  we  receive  the  follow- 
ing information :  "  You  sent  me  some  water  of  Lourdes. 
It  has  cured  a  little  child  of  painful  sores  on  the 
head;  and  another  member  of  the  family  of  a  se- 
vere and  painful  illness,  for  which  she  found  no  relief 

till  she  tried  it."  "I  thank  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes 

for  the  cure  of  my  sister;  also  for  that  of  a  neigbor- 
ing  woman  of  mine  in  the  city,  who  was  despaired  of 
by  the  doctors.  Her  ailment  was  a  cancer  in  the  face, 
and  it  was  a  pitiful  sight  to  behold.  I  gave  her  a  few 
drops  of  the  miraculous  water,  and  thanks  to  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  she  is  quite  well."  ....  "I  return 
thanks  to  God  for  the  miraculous  cures  which  I  and 
my  neighbors  have  witnessed  by  the  blessed  water. 
Mrs.  S.  is  restored  to  health,  also  her  limb  which  was  so 
badly  paralyzed  that  everyone  seeing  it  said  she  never 
would  be  able  to  stand  or  walk  again — that  it  was  im- 
possible for  her  to  be  cured.  After  two  applications  of 
the  water,  what  was  the  result?  Praise  to  God  and 
His  Blessed  Mother,  after  two  months  she  was  able  to 
ride  to  our  church,  to  the  amazement  of  the  whole 
congregation,  and  this  morning  she  walked  from  her 
home  to  church,  which  is  three  miles.  I  also  tried  the 
water  on  a  Protestant  who  was  -riven  up  by  the  doctors 
for  cancer  in  the  stomach,  and  he  is  doing  as  nicely  as 
can  be  expected  under  the  circumstances;  he  is  im- 
proving daily."  "I  want  to  have  a  Mass  of  thanks- 
giving offered  upon  the  Altar  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
for  myself  and  wife,  for  benefits  that  we  have  received 
from  the  use  of  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes  and 
through  the  intercession  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  AVe 
have  had  a  speedy  recovery  of  one  or  two  members  of 
our  family.  My  wife  cannot  find  words  to  thank  God 
that  through  the  intercession  of  His  Blessed  Mother 
she  was  safely  delivered,  and  speedly  gained  her 
health,  which  has  been  very  poor  during  the  past 
four  months."  ....  "  My  brother,  whom  I  had  en- 
rolled some  years  ago,  has  now  returned  to  the  prac- 
tice of  his  religious  duties,  and  received  the  Sacra- 
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me  nt  of  Conflrmatiou  on  the  2nd  clay  of  this  month. 
Please  return  thanks  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
for  this  great  favor,  so  long  hoped  for  through  her 
intercession."  A  Keverend  friend  writes  as  follows: 

"  Some  six  or  seven  months  ago  I  was  called  in 
to  see,  and,  if  I  deemed  it  necessary,  to  administer 
the  last  Sacraments  to  a  young  man  of  some  twenty- 
three  years  of  age,  living  in  one  of  my  Missions. 
From  his  appearance,  and  on  inquiry,  I  deemed  it 
necessary  to  administer  to  him  the  last  Sacraments, 
as  I  did  not  suppose  he  could  possibly  live  beyond 
a  few  weeks,  and  such  was  the  settled  conviction 
and  expressed  opinion  of  his  physician.  He  gave 
every  indication  of  being  in  the  last  stages  of  quick 
consumption.  His  physician  told  me  that  he  had 
ceased  giving  him  medicine  to  cure,  but  only  stimu- 
lants to  prolong  life  for  a  few  weeks  at  most, — and  also 
told  his  mother  and  relatives  he  must  die. 

I  have  lately  talked  with  his  physician;  and  this, 
he  says,  was  his  firm  belief.  He  had  attended  him 
regularly  for  some  eighteen  months,  without  the 
slightest  success;  and  now  that  the  young  man  is 
well  and  hearty  he  (the  physician)  lately  told  me  that 
he  can  give  no  reason  whatever  for  the  recovery  of 
the  young  man,  with  the  sole  exception  that  he  must 
have  been  mistaken  as  to  the  disease.  The  physician 
is  not  a  Catholic.  These  however  are  the  facts, — viz: 
the  young  man  was  sick,  as  to  appearances,  unto 
death,  for  which  I  prepared  him,  and  which  the 
physician  and  all  expected, — to-day  the  young  man 
is  well,  hearty,  and  the  very  picture  of  health  and 
robustness,  and  he  says  he  knows  not  nor  feels  any 
ailment  whatever  in  any  part  of  his  system. 

Now  for  his  cure — I  recommended  the  use  of  the 
water  of  Lourdes.  I  procured  it:  it  was  applied,  by  my 
direction,  internally,  with  suitable  prayers  in  the 
manner  of  a  novena; — the  use  of  even  the  stimulant 
was  stopped ; — but  one  little  vial  of  the  water  was  used. 
Soon  a  change  takes  place,  and  in  a  few  weeks  the 
young  man  was  restored  to  absolute  health, — not  only 
that,  but  at  the  same  time  he  regained  firm,  solid,  florid, 
healthy  flesh — and  to-day  his  recovery  and  healthy  ap- 
pearance is  a  marvel  and  wonder  to  his  physician  and 
neighborhood.  Such  are  the  facts.  I  would  have 
given  them  sooner  only  I  wished  to  give  time  to  test 
the  matter  thoroughly  and  personally.  I  gleaned 
these  facts  myself,  and  thoroughly  questioned  the 
physician;  as  to  the  rest,  I  am  an  eye-witness." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Association  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MRS.  MARY 
AHERN,  of  Fredonin,  Wis. ;  MR.  JEREMIAH  FOLEY,  of 
Elmira,  N.  Y.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  8th  day  of 
May,  after  a  short  illness,  fortified  by  all  the  Sacra- 
ments of  the  Church.  He  was  a  zealous  member  of 
the  Association.  At  his  death-bed  he  requested  the 
prayers  of  the  Association  for  his  soul,  and  also  pray- 
ers for  the  help  and  protection  of  his  young  family. 
MRS.  JOHANNA  CUSACK,  of  Loogootee,  Martin  Co., 
Ind.,  who  died  March  7th,  1875;  MISSES  JULLJA  and 
MARGARET  MURRAY,  both  of  Louisville,  Ky;  also  235 
persons  whose  names  M'ere  not  given. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


A  Story  for  Boys. 

A  little  boy,  who  had  given  frequent  proofs  of 
his  fine  sensibility,  was  one  day  walking  with  his 
papa,  on  the  avenue  before  the  house.  In  his  left 
hand  he  held  his  bag  of  marbles,  and  with  his 
right  endeavored  to  give,  according  to  his  father's 
direction,  proper  action  to  the  verses  he  was  re- 
peating : 

"Behold  my  bag  of  marbles,  fund  of  pleasure, 
Dutch  allies,  speckl'd  taws,  O  what  a  treasure!" 

when  behold!  an  object  of  distress  came  suddenly 
towards  them,  soliciting  relief.  It  was  a  man  with 
a  little  boy:  the  former  was  a  cripple,  and  had 
lost  an  eye ;  both  were  in  rags,  and  apparently  in 
great  want.  The  young  poet  thought  no  more  of 
his  marbles  or  verses,  but  went  up  directly  to  the 
poor  man,  with  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  intending 
to  give  him  some  charity.  The  father,  not  seem- 
ing to  take  notice,  walked  on.  After  a  fruitless 
search,  the  boy  found  he  had  no  money  about  him. 
Hurt  to  see  the  poor  man  thus  disappointed,  he  of- 
fered him  what  he  valued  most  in  the  world,  his 
bag  of  marbles.  The  beggar  thanked  him  kindly, 
but  at  the  same  time  declined  it,  saying:  "It  is  not 
marbles,  but  bread,  we  want.  Neither  myself  nor 
my  poor  boy  here  have  tasted  anything  since  yes- 
terday." 

Upon  hearing  this,  the  little  fellow  ran  to  his 
papa  and  said : — "  Papa,  will  you  buy  my  marbles  ? 
I  would  like  to  relieve  that  poor  man  and  child. 
They  seem  half  starved;  they  have  not  tasted  any- 
thing this  day."  The  father,  wishing  to  encour- 
age these  charitable  and  heroic  dispositions,  pur- 
chased the  marbles,  and  put  them  in  his  pocket, 
while  the  youth  ran  with  joy  to  make  the  poor 
beggars  happy. 

For  three  days  the  marbles  were  not  so  much  as 
mentioned :  on  the  fourth  day,  when  the  children 
came  into  the  parlor  for  the  desert,  the  father  pro- 
duced the  bag  of  marbles.  He  laid  them  on  the 
table,  and  told  the  story  how  he  came  by  them. 
The  mother  and  all  the  company  were  overjoyed 
to  find  such  excellent  dispositions  in  a  child  so 
young.  It  was  then  put  to  the  vote  what  was  to 
be  done  with  the  marbles ;  and  it  was  agreed  upon 
by  all  parties,  even  by  the  rest  of  the  children 
that  were  of  age  to  give  their  suffrage,  that  they 
should  be  returned  to  the  original  possessor.  The 
excellent  youth,  who  seemed  all  this  while  to  be 
the  only  person  insensible  to  the  noble  deed,  on 
opening  his  bag  discovered  not  only  his  marbles, 
but  something  round  wrapped  up  in  different 
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pieces  of  white  paper.  As  he  removed  the  papers, 
lie  found  on  the  first  covering  (he  following  words: 
"  Continue  to  do  good  to  the  poor,  and  God  will 
be  good  to  you."  Then  taking  off  the  second 
wrapper,  he  read  these  words :  "  What  you  have 
given  to  the  poor,  you  have  lent  to  God."  On 
the  third  covering  was  written:  "The  greatest  en- 
joyment of  riches  is  in  relieving  the  distressed." 
And  on  the  last,  which  enclosed  a  crown  piece: 
"  Since  you  know  the  best  use  of  riches,  dispose  of 
this  accordingly."  The  youth,  who  all  this  while 
seemed  indifferent  to  the  praises  the  company  so 
lavishly  bestowed  upon  him,  felt  now  overjoyed 
with  possessing  the  means  of  contributing  to  the 
relief  and  happiness  of  others.  All  that  evening 
he  was  planning  with  himself  what  he  should  do 
with  his  money.  Early  the  next  morning,  he  was 
looking  out  to  discover  some  deserving  object  of 
charity;  but  not  one  appeared.  At  breakfast  he 
was  heard  to  complain :  "  When  I  have  nothing 
in  my  pocket  I  can  see  plenty  of  poor  people, 
and  now  that  I  am  rich  I  cannot  find  one.".  He 
was  told  it  was  a  very  rare  blessing  to  see  the  will 
and  the  means  united  in  the  same  person ;  that  he 
might,  after  he  had  finished  his  breakfast,  take  a 
walk ;  but  that  lie  would  do  well  to  remember  if 
his  charity  were  given  unsolicited  it  would  re- 
ceive a  double  value  from  the  manner  of  giving  it. 
The  nurse,  who  was  to  accompany  him  in  his 
walk,  received  her  private  instructions.  Every 
person  they  met  poorly  dressed,  and  every  hovel 
they  passed  by,  he  would  inquire  if  he  could  not 
give  the  alms  he  had  to  dispose  of.  He  was  an- 
swered that,  in  distributing  alms,  the  distress  and 
worthiness  of  the  object  should  be  consulted. 
At  last,  meeting  with  an  old  man  whose  wrinkled 
brows  and  silver  locks  bespoke  old  age,  and  whose 
two  sticks,  supporting  his  emaciated  body,  bore  tes- 
timony to  his  infirmities,  he  without  further  in- 
quiries ran  up  to  him,  and  said:  "Good  old  man, 
tell  me,  are  you  not  in  great  distress?"  The  old 
man,  admiring  the  open-hearted  freedom  of  the 
child,  answered:  "Yes,  master,  I  certainly  am; 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  frequent  temporary  re- 
lief I  have  had  from  your  charitable  papa,  I  might 
long  ago  have  died  in  a  workhouse.  Whilst  I  en- 
joyed my  health,  I  never  took  from  the  sick  and 
the  infirm  their  just  due;  but  at  present  my  only 
maintenance  comes  from  the  charity  of  the  well- 
disposed."  The  child  then  putting  his  hand  in 
his  pocket,  said:  "I  am  happy  in  meeting  you, 
now  that  I  have  something  to  give;  please  accept 
of  this.  I  find  more  satisfaction  in  giving  than  you 
can  in  receiving  it."  The  old  man  made  difficulties, 
and  refused  to  take  the  crown  piece,  till  the  nurse 
assured  him  he  might  freely  accept  it;  then  lifting 
up  his  eyes  to  heaven,  he  said:  "If  the  blessing 


of  an  old  man  be  of  any  avail,  may  every  happi- 
ness attend  you  both  here  and  hereafter;  and  may 
none  that  belong  to  you  ever  know  what  it  is  to 
want.  Blessed  with  so  good  a  heart,  you  possess 
the  seeds  of  every  virtue;  and  may  the  merit  of 
the  father  shine  equally  transcendent  in  his  chil- 
dren and  children's  children,  for  many  genera- 
tions." 


The  Blessed  Virgin's  Star. 

All  winter,  Mary  and  Catherine  had  watched  a 
bright  star  from  their  window,  when  rising.  These 
little  girls  did  not  sleep  until  seven  o'clock,  but 
were  up  by  six  o'clock  every  morning  and  some- 
times earlier.  You  may  wonder  how  they  could 
open  their  eyes  so  early.  The  secret  of  it  was, 
going  to  bed  early.  They  really  slept  more  hours 
than  little  girls  who  sit  up  until  nine  or  ten 
o'clock;  and  their  eyes  were  bright,  and  their 
cheeks  rosy  when  they  waked  next  morning.  On 
certain  days  they  rose  earlier  than  six  "o'clock,  in 
order  to  go  to  Mass,  and  they  did  not  find  their 
eyes  too  heavy  to  look  up  at  the  sky  and  see  the 
beautiful  star  which  had  risen  earlier  than  them- 
selves. Sometimes,  when  they  went  to  their  seven 
o'clock  breakfast,  they  could  still  see  this  star 
shining  in  the  early  morning,  and  even  after  the 
sun  had  sent  a  few  stray  beams  over  the  top  of  the 
mountain.  The  little  girls  began  to  look  for  the 
star  every  morning,  to  be  sorry  when  it  was  too 
cloudy  to  see  and  to  welcome  it  in  clear  weather 
as  a  friend. 

But  finally  the  star  seemed  to  grow  fainter  and 
fainter,  until  it  disappeared  altogether.  Mary 
and  Catherine  were  scarcely  old  enough  to  study 
astronomy,  and  they  often  wondered  in  their  little 
hearts  what  had  become  of  their  beautiful  morn- 
ing star;  all  the  more  beautiful  to  them,  because 
it  reminded  them  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who  is 
called  in  her  own  Litany  of  Loreto,  "Stella  Matu- 
tina"  or  "Morning  Star." 

One  evening  in  June,  the  little  girls  were  com- 
ing home  from  a  long  walk  in  the  woods  and 
lanes,  for  wild  flowers.  The  sun  had  set,  and 
they  were  walking  swiftly  towards  the  gate,  when 
they  saw  in  the  west,  just  above  the  sunset  clouds, 
one  bright  star,  all  by  itself  in  the  clear  blue  of 
the  sky.  "  Oh !  oh ! "  called  out  both  little  girls  in 
one  breath,  "there  is  our  morning  star  again!" 
and  then  they  remembered,  with  disappointment, 
that  it  was  now  evening.  "  So  it  is  not  our  beauti- 
ful star,  after  all!  but  it  looks  exactly  like  it,  and 
must  be  its  own  sister,"  said  the  little  girls  to  one 
another. 

But  although  they  said  this  between  themselves 
they  determined  to  study  astronomy,  and  find  out 
the  mystery  of  their  beautiful  favorite  up  in  the 
sky.  What  was  their  delight,  when  they  found 
that  their  morning  and  evening  star  was  one  and 
the  same !  "  Did  I  not  tell  you  they  looked  exactly 
alike?"  said  Mary  to  Catherine,  and  Catherine  to 
Mary.  "But  now  let  us  find  out  how  it  can  be  so 
amiable,"  said  Catherine. 

"Ah!  don't  you  see?  it  is  because  it  is  the 
Blessed  Virgin's  own  star,"  answered  little  Mary; 
"and  as  she  is  the  'most  amiable  Virgin,'  so  her 
star  is  the  the  amiable  of  all  the  stars  in  the  sky." 
— Catholic  Universe. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


fiatlurtfc 


tto 


ttoe 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Mary,  Refuge  of  Sinners. 

Among  the  the  many  titles  which  from  the  ear- 
liest ages  of  the  Church,  Christians  have  been  ac- 
customed to  apply  to  our  Blessed  Lady,  there  is 
one  which  seems  to  surpass  all  the  rest,  inasmuch 
as  its  salutary  influence  extends  to  all — for  who  is 
there  without  sin?  This  title  is  that  which  Mary 
bears  as  being  the  Eefuge  of  Sinners.  When  poor 
humanity  has  fallen  to  a  state  of  degradation  and 
sin, — when  assailed  by  the  allurements  of  the 
world,  attacked  on  every  side  by  the  snares  of  Sa- 
tan, the  enemy  of  God  and  man ;  when  the  powers 
of  darkness  and  hell  are  arrayed  against  the 
soul;  when  faith  is  denied,  hope  blighted  and 
despair  already  seems  about  to  seize  its  victim ;  in 
a  word,  when  the  soul  shudders  at  the  thought  of  an 
angry,  offended  God, — oh,  then  what  a  consolation 
to  be  allowed  to  raise  our  hearts  to  heaven,  and 
lisp  that  sweet,  that  potent  prayer,  "MARY,  REF- 
UGE op  SINNERS,  PRAY  FOR  us !  " 

St.  Bernard  says  that  never  was  it  known  that 
anyone  who  sought  our  Blessed  Lady's  aid  was 
ever  forsaken  of  God ;  our  own  experience  and  a 
thousand  other  testimonies  confirm  this  truth. 
Ask  her  what  we  will,  for  our  salvation's  sake, 
she  will  obtain  it  for  us  of  her  dear  Son,  who 
hesitated  not  to  pour  out  His  Sacred  Blood  on 
Calvary  for  the  sins  of  men. 

Never  was  our  Lady's  aid  more  needed  than  at 
the  present  day — when  sin  and  vice  pervade  the 
laud,  and  march  forth  in  glittering  paraphernalia 
even  under  the  blaze  of  the  noonday  sun;  when 
Satan  seems  to  have  gained  an  immense  ascend- 
ancy over  souls,  and  man's  better  nature  seems 
crushed  beneath  the  temptations  of  the  flesh,  the 
world  and  the  devil.  When  the  earth  groans,  as  it 
were,  beneath  the  weight  of  vice  which  encumbers 
it,  is  it  not  consoling  to  know  that  we  have  such  a 
powerful  friend  to  call  upon — that  we  are  not  aban- 


doned to  our  own  impotency  and  the  force  of  our 
passions !  Oh,  in  such  a  deplorable  dilemma,  how 
consoling  to  the  human  heart  is  that  sweet  peti- 
tion, "  Refuge  of  Sinners,  pray  for  us!" 

The  seductions  of  immorality,  in  all  the  gaudy 
tinsel  that  could  be  devised  by  the  wily  spirit 
who  is  so  aptly  styled  the  father  of  deception, 
present  themselves  on  all  sides.  Contaminating 
books  are  published  by  the  thousand  ;  novels,  pe- 
riodicals, and  weeklies  more  or  less  infected  with 
the  deadly  poison  are  scattered  broadcast  through 
out  the  land,  and  spread  their  contagion  among 
our  youth  of  both  sexes.  One  would,  if  he  could, 
shut  his  eyes  and  endeavor  to  make  himself  believe 
it  was  but  a  dream— but  no!  it  is  a  fearful  truth, 
and  the  sooner  men  wake  to  a  full  consciousness 
of  the  dangers  that  surround  them,  the  better  it 
will  be  for  humanity.  When  we  see  that  the  very 
air  we  breathe  is,  as  it  were,  infected  with  the 
stench  of  vice,  how  consoling  then  to  turn  to  her 
who  is  at  the  same  time  pure  and  immaculate, 

"  Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast," 
and  who  yet  takes  pleasure  in  being  styled  the 
"Refuge  of  sinners!"  and  beseech  her  powerful 
intercession  at  the  Throne  of  Grace. 

To  fall,  and  live  in  sin,  is  to  live  at  enmity  with 
a  God  whose  majesty  fills  the  heavens  and  the 
earth ;  whose  glory  is  without  end ;  whose  power 
is  unlimited;  whose  wrath  is  terrible;  whose  jus- 
tice is  eternal,  and  whose  decrees  are  immutable. 
This  God,  by  sin,  have  we  offended,  and  poor  hu- 
manity shrinks  from  His  awful  presence.  Still, 
inspired  with  hope,  we  look  to  that  throne  of 
mercy  and  call  upon  Mary,  our  Mother,  the  Queen 
of  the  heavenly  court;  and  in  the  bitterness  of  our 
hearts,  blended  with  confidence  in  her  who  sits  in 
the  presence  of  her  Son,  the  Second  Person  of  the 
Blessed  Trinity,  we  cry  out:  Oh,  Mary,  Refuge  of 
Sinners,  intercede  for  us! 

If  we  but  pray  to  our  Blessed  Lady  in  the  sin- 
cerity of  our  hearts,  we  shall  forget  sin  and  flee 
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from  its  occasions ;  "For  if  thou  comest  near  them ; 
they  will  take  hold  of  thee."  The  teeth  thereof 
are  like  those  of  the  lion,  killing  the  souls  of  men. 
Yes,  let  us  flee  the  occasions  of  sin.  "  He  who 
loves  danger  shall  perish  in  it."  Let  us  seek  refuge 
under  the  protection  of  our  heavenly  Queen;  and 
should  we  fall,  pray  to  her  that  God  may  turn  His 
face  from  our  sins  and  blot  out  our  iniquity. 

We  are  exiles  from  our  true  home;  we  live  in  a 
hostile  land ;  many  are  the  temptations  and  plots 
which  assail  our  innocence  on  every  side.  We 
wage  a  continual  warfare ;  our  weakness  makes  us 
tremble ;  we  need  a  potent  hand  to  guide  our  on- 
ward march  through  the  varied  struggles  and  bat- 
tles of  life;  for  without  it,  who  can  promise  him- 
self victory?  The  true  client  of  Mary  is  shielded 
with  an  invincible  armor.  He  serves  a  Queen  who 
has  power  without  restriction  in  heaven,  on  earth, 
and  over  all  hell.  He  honors  a  Lady  whose  mater- 
nal heart  is  affectionate  and  tender;  and  whose 
clemency  is  equal  to  her  power.  Oh,  what  place 
of  refuge  is  like  unto  this!  When  assailed  by  the 
enemy,  where  can  we  find  a  safer  retreat,  or  be 
more  secure  than  at  the  feet  of  Mary? 

When  fallen  man  regains  a  good  will,  and  does 
what  lies  within  his  power  to  combat  the  enemy  of 
his  salvation,  Mary  is  ever  ready  to  come  to  his 
assistance;  and  if  the  Refuge  of  Sinners  defend 
us,  whom  need  we  fear?  We  should  fight  man- 
fully beneath  her  banner,  and  be  ever  watchful 
and  zealous,  lest  we  lose  the  love  of  so  great  a 
Queen.  She  is  ever  ready  to  defend  us  against  the 
temptations  of  hell ;  she  delays  not  to  console  us 
in  our  deepest  distress.  She  assists  the  necessitous, 
sustains  and  comforts  the  afflicted. 

When  the  thread  of  life  is  spent  and  we  already 
stand  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  what  can  be  more 
consoling  than  to  know  we  have  ever  been  true 
and  faithful  children  of  Mary!  Oh,  how  sweet 
that  bond  of  union  which  so  closely  unites  the 
heart  of  every  true  Catholic  to  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary !  It  inspires  the  soul  with  the  most 
unbounded  confidence  in  her  whom  our  Saviour, 
when  expiring  on  the  Cross,  bequeathed  to  us  as 
a  last  token  of  His  love!  Who  can  imagine  that 
this  Mother  of  mercy  would  let  any  of  those  chil- 
dren be  lost  whom  Jesus  consigned  to  her  on  Cal- 
vary ?  Who  can  think  for  a  moment  that  she  who 
is  the  refuge  of  sinners  could  see  eternally  lost  those 
children  who  have  cost  herself  so  much  pain, 
and  her  Son  even  the  last  drop  of  His  Sacred 
Blood?  No,  it  is  impossible.  If  we  but  serve 
her  faithfully,  she  will  grant  us  refuge  under  the 
ample  folds  of  her  maternal  mantle;  and  when 
the  hour  of  death  arrives,  may  we  not  hope  to  find 
mercy  at  the  hands  of  our  Supreme  Judge — that 
Judge  whose  Mother  is  the  "  Refuge  of  Sinners." 


To  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

Mary,  our  Mother  meek  and  mild, 
Virgin  unspotted,  undefiled, 
Mother  of  Jesus,  Hope  of  all, 
On  thy  dear  name  we  fondly  call. 
Hear  us,  O  Lady  ever  blest! 
Next  to  our  Lord  we  love  thee  best. 
Mother,  our  hopes  are  placed  in  thee, 
O  let  us  not  confounded  be; 
And  when  we  call  on  thy  sweet  name, 
Say,  wilt  thou  let  the  cry  be  vain  ? 
Ah !  no.    For  e'en  before  we  call, 
Thou  who  dispensest  grace  to  all, 
Dost  freely  pour  thy  favors  down, 
Our  efforts  with  success  dost  crown, — 
Cheerest  our  hearts  in  every  care, 
Guidest  our  steps  when  danger's  near, 
And  in  temptation's  dreary  hour 
Art  unto  us,  of  strength,  a  tower. 
Cause  of  our  joy,  in  thee  we  find 
A  faithful  Mother,  ever  kind; 
In  pain,  in  grief,  to  thee  we  fly, 
Sure  of  thy  heart's  sweet  sympathy. 
And,  oh!  in  death's  dark  troubled  hour 
Shield  us,  sweet  Mother,  by  thy  power; 
Speak  for  us  then  to  thy  dear  Son, 
Tell  Him  we  love  thee,  are  thine  own, 
Defend  us  then  from  Satan's  snares, 
Dispel  our  doubts  and  calm  our  fears, 
And,  one  more  favor  we  will  claim, 
Let  our  last  sigh  breathe  Jesu's  name. 

B.  M.  J.  KEKXAX. 


The  Angelus. 

No.  XXXIII. 

When  the  bird  of  prey  appears  like  a  speck  in 
the  sky,  the  hen  gives  her  cry  of  alarm  and  calls 
her  young  under  her  wing.  In  like  manner  does 
the  Blessed  Virgin  to  her  children  in  the  hour  of 
danger.  Obedient  to  her  voice,  we  see  them  hasten- 
ing to  those  privileged  places  which  she  has 
deigned  to  honor  by  her  presence.  She,  good 
Mother,  loves  to  show  her  power  by  special  favors 
and  often  by  striking  miracles.  There  is  no  fact  in 
history  older  or  better  established:  hence,  the 
origin  of  pilgrimages.  This  recalls  an  incident 
which  occurred  at  a  railroad  station.  One  of  those 
men,  who  never  doubt  because  they  never  think, 
said  to  a  pilgrim ;  "  Why  are  you  going  to  Lourdes '? 
Are  not  God  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  everywhere  ? " 
"Yes,"  replied  the  pilgrim,  "and  is  not  water 
found  everywhere  too  ?  yet  that  does  not  prevent 
you  from  going  to  Bagneres,  Vichy,  Bourbonne 
and  other  places.  Cannot  He  who  has  made 
these  places  salutary  for  the  .body  make  certain 
places  the  sources  of  salutary  graces  to  the  soul  ?" 

Relying  upon  the  faith  of  ages,  and  convinced 
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that  the  issue  of  the  future  depends  upon  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  our  Catholics  have  betaken  them- 
selves by  thousands  to  La  Salette  and  Lourdes. 
The  Revolution  is  troubled;  it  feels  its  wound. 
On  the  occasion  of  the  twenty-sixth  anniversary  of 
the  apparition  of  Mary  on  the  summit  of  the  Alps, 
numbers  of  pilgrims  started  for  Paris  and  several 
other  places  in  France.  On  arriving  at  Grenoble, 
the  pious-  travellers  were  met  with  injuries,  sar- 
casms, sacrilegious  mockeries,  and  even  threats 
of  violence. 

At  Nantes  the  same  scandal  was  renewed,  on 
the  return  of  the  pilgrims  from  Lourdes.  In  its 
implacable  hatred  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  Rev- 
olution does  not  shrink  from  any  act  of  brutality, 
no  matter  how  disgraceful.  To  deprive  Catholics 
of  the  right  of  way;  to  attack  them  in  open  day  in 
the  heart  of  a  Catholic  city;  to  insult  women, 
children  and  helpless  old  men:  such  are  its  glo- 
rious exploits. 

It  has  been  well  said  that  it  is  the  thought  of  the 
sage  that  prepares  a  Revolution  and  the  arm  of  the 
people  that  carries  it  into  effect.  The  deplorable 
scenes  first  mentioned  are  to  be  attributed  to  revo- 
lutionary writers.  Ideas  command  acts,  and  acts 
are  of  the  same  nature  as  the  ideas. 

We  hesitate  in  making  known  the  ideas  of  the 
Revolution  on  our  two  great  pilgrimages,  and  on 
the  Catholics  who  take  part  in  them;  but  it  is 
necessary  for  us  to  know  with  whom  we  have 
to  deal, — aud  how  we  are  to  prepare  ourselves. 
One  says:  "It  is  with  a  repugnance  which  we 
do  not  conceal  that  we  return  briefly  to  the  sub- 
ject of  pilgrimages.  As  we  have  already  said,  we 
feel  ashamed,  as  Frenchmen,  to  see  this  mania, 
formerly  confined  to  a  few  ignorant,  poor,  or  half, 
civilized  persons,-  now  actually  extending  and 
propagating  itself  like  an  epidemic.  When  we 
see  these  bands  of  visionaries,  in  search  of  a 
cJiimera,  seeking  a  remedy  from  an  imaginary 
water-cure,  a  remedy  for  incurable  maladies,  re- 
viving the  old  superstition  of  miraculous  waters 
and  apparitions,  and,  while  indulging  in  practices 
of  the  grossest  idolatry,  making  the  astounding  pre- 
tensions that  they  are  laboring  for  the  regeneration 
of  their  country ;  we  feel  pity  rather  than  contempt 
and  sorrowfully  we  ask  ourselves  if  apart  ofthena1, 
tion,  terrified  by  so  many  tragic  events,  has  not 
fallen  into  a  full  moral  decomposition?"*  But  this 
is  nothing  in  comparison  to  the  following  declara- 
tion addressed  to  the  Catholics  of  France:  "  You 
find  that  sometimes  our  theories  fail  in  precision 
You  ask  for  explanation  on  the  present  ques- 
tion ;  we  can  give  such  a  reply  as  to  do  away  with 
the  necessity  of  repeating  the  question.  The  Repub- 
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lie  will  surely  not  tolerate  your  pilgrimages."  Make 
your  pilgrimages  then,  while  you  can;  once  a  Re- 
public is  established,  you  will  no  longer  be  able 
to  do  so.  Is  it  clear  ?"  f 

To  this  the  Catholics  of  France  reply — Yes,  it  is 
clear — except  one  thing— to  explain  which  it  will 
be  sufficient  to  ask  but  one  question :  Once  your 
Republic  is  proclaimed,  if  the  pilgrims  to  Lourdes 
and  La  Salette,  as  well  as  all  the  Catholics  of 
France,  wish  to  make  their  pilgrimages,  what  will 
you  do?  You  will  put  us  in  prison,  will  you  not? 
and  if  we  resist,  you  will  assassinate  us,  as  was 
done  to  our  fathers  of  '93  and  our  brothers  of 
'71,  is  it  not  so  ?  Speak  frankly ;  let  us  know  fully 
our  fate." 

These  lines  show  but  feebly  the  actual  hatred  of 
the  Revolution  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  All  its 
journals  speak  in  the  same  tone,  and  its  acts  corres- 
pond to  its  journals.  From  this  we  deduce  the 
following  conclusions: 

1. — By  its  hatred  towards  Mary,  the  Revolution 
acknowledges,  in  spite  of  itself,  that  the  Queen  of 
heaven  holds  in  her  hands  the  issue  of  the  future. 
It  was  thus  that  the  demons  proclaimed,  through 
the  possessed  in.  the  Gospel,  the  Divinity  of  our 
Lord; 

2. — That  all  the  devotions  in  honor  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  the  Angelus  as  well  as  the  rest,  are  more 
than  ever  appropriate ; 

3. — That  in  the  grand  demonstrations  taking 
place  at  the  present  time,  and  particularly  in  pil- 
grimages, we  see  the  most  intelligent  and  the 
most  social  of  acts ; 

4. — That  between  Catholic  affirmation  and  revo- 
lutionary negation;  between  destroyers  and  savi- 
ors; between  heaven  and  hell,  there  is  a  terrible 
struggle,  the  denouement  of  which  will  soon  take 
place.  What  will  it  be  ?  Will  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin open  to  the  Church  an  era,  more  or  less  pro- 
longed, of  peace  and  prosperity;  or  will  she  call 
her  children  to  her  feet,  cover  them  with  her  ma- 
ternal wings,  in  order  to  save  them  ?  In  either 
case  we  are  to  be  prepared.  Either  noble  conquerors 
or  noble  victims. 

Whatever  may  be  the  future  of  the  world,  let  us 
practise,  with  fervor,  devotion  towards  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  of  which  the  Angelus  is  the  most  venerable 
manifestation,  and,  it  may  be  added,  the  most  ap- 
propriate to  the  wants  of  the  times. 

Ye  who  unceasingly  speak  of  saving  society, 
of  raising  the  laborer  and  the  poor,  of  extin- 
guishing the  savage  hatred  which  burns  within 
the  heart  of  the  multitude — ye  cannot  do  more 
than  the  angels.  This  prayer,  in  recalling  to  man 
the  most  merciful  act  of  Divine  goodness,  elevates 
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him  by  bringing  before  him  all  the  grandeur  of 
his  eternity. 

The  workman  fixed  to  his  machine,  the  farmer 
bent  over  his  plow,  the  shepherds,  the  poor,  what 
could  distinguish  them  from  the  wood,  the  stone 
or  the  iron  with  which  they  work,  or  the  cattle 
which  they  guard,  had  they  not  the  certainty  that 
the  Word  was  made  Flesh  to  redeem  them;  that 
Mary  the  Mother  of  God  prays  for  them  now  in 
heaven  and  will  pray  for  them  at  their  last  hour; 
that  this  last  hour  will  be,  if  they  so  will,  but  the 
last  hour  of  their  suffering  and  the  first  of  their 
eternal  happiness  ?  To  engrave  in  their  soul  these 
capital  truths,  no  reasoning,  no  discourse,  no 
book  can  be  more  eloquent  than  the  Angelus. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

It  was  Saturday,  and  Sybil  sat  waiting  in  the 
breakfast-room  to  speak  to  her  stepmother,  who 
had  not  yet  come  down,  although  it  was  after  ten 
o'clock.  Peter  showed  his  dusky  face  at  intervals, 
corning  and  going  noiselessly;  now  drawing  down 
a  window-shade;  now  giving  the  fire  a  touch  with 
the  bright  steel  poker,  to  start  it  into  a  fresh  blaze; 
now  moving  a  plate,  or  the  cream-pitcher,  or  some- 
thing else  on  the  table,  only  to  put  them  back  ex- 
actly in  the  same  place ;  all  the  time  alert  for  the 
faintest  rustle  indicating  his  mistress's  approach. 
Presently  he  brought  in  Sybil's  basket  of  loose  flow- 
ers ;  they  had  just  come,  with  other  things,  from  the 
hot-houses  at  "  "Westover  " ;  she  preferred  them  so, 
with  their  long  stems  and  leaves,  to  having  them 
in  stiff  bouquets.  She  buried  her  face  among  them 
for  an  instant,  and  inhaled  a  deep  draught  of  their 
sweetness. 

"  Tell  mamma,  if  she  comes  while  I  am  upstairs, 
that  I  will  be  back  in  a  moment,"  she  said,  remem- 
bering something  that  took  her  flying  out  of  the 
room  with  her  fragrant  treasures.  She  stopped  at 
Miss  Arnold's  door  to  leave  a  tea-rose,  half  blown, 
and  a  handful  of  violets,  and  without  pausing  to 
listen  to  her  nervous  "  oh's !"  and  other  ejaculations 
of  delight,  hastened  away  to  her  own  room,  where 
a  few  moments  sufficed  to  arrange  them  at  the 
feet  of  the  blest  image  of  MARY.  Then  she  laid 
her  hat,  gloves  and  wraps  out,  that  she  might  have 
nothing  to  do  but  put  them  on  when  she  came  up 
again  to  get  ready  to  go  to  her  aunt's,  and  ran 
downstairs,  hoping  that  by  this  time  her  step- 
mother would  be  in  the  breakfast-room.  But  she 
was  not  there. 


"  I  hope  mamma  is  not  sick,  Uncle  Peter?"  she 
inquired,  as  Peter  looked  in  to  see  if  it  was  Mrs. 
Westou  who  had  just  entered. 

"Laws  no.  Miss!  it's  often  this  way;  only  I  has 
to  be  ready  when  she  do  come,  and  things  has  to 
be  pipin'  hot ;  if  they  ain't,  the  Madame  don't  like 
it." 

Then  Sybil  settled  herself  to  wait,  as  patiently 
as  she  might,  until  she  came.  She  was  anxious  to 
be  at  her  aunt's  early,  as  she  had  promised;  but 
not  having  mentioned  her  intention  of  spending 
the  day  there,  she  felt  that  it  would  be  an  impro- 
priety for  her  to  do  so  without  seeing  Mrs.  "\Yes- 
ton  before  she  went,  and  tell  her  of  the  arrangement. 
But  the  minutes  slipped  by,  the  quarters  rung  their 
silvery  chimes  in  the  French  clock  upon  the 
mantel;  and  when  an  air  from  "Favorita"  an- 
nounced twelve  o'clock,  and  the  melodious  trills 
and  harmonies  ceased  as  if  a  band  of  musical  elves 
had  suddenly  floated  through  the  room,  Sybil 
began  to  feel  very  restless  and  impatient.  She 
might  have  composed  herself  in  a  degree  by  say- 
ing the  Angelus,  this  being  the  hour,  but  Sj'bil 
had  not  been  accustomed  to  be  reminded  of  this 
sweet  devotion  by  airs  from  operas  played  by  a 
French  clock;  so  what  with  this  and  the  fidget 
she  was  in,  she  forgot  all  about  it.  She  was  de- 
termined to  wait  no  longer,  but  leave  a  message 
for  Mrs.  Weston,  and  begone,  for  she  was  sure  that 
her  aunt  would  be  waiting  for  her,  and  might  pos- 
sibly go  to  St.  Xavier's  without  her,  seeing  that 
she  did  not  come.  But  another  impulse  restrained 
her,  and  she  resumed  her  seat.  There  was  a  vol- 
ume of  Adelaide  Procter's  poems  on  the  reading- 
table  near  her,  one  of  her  last  year's  premiums, 
that  she  had  brought  from  her  room  that  morning, 
and  laid  there  and  forgotten.  She  took  it  up  list- 
lessly, and  by  accident  opened  at  "  The  Legend  of 
Bregenz  " ;  in  another  moment  she  was  lost  to  pres- 
ent annoyances  under  the  charmed  spell  of  the 
ideal.  Two  quarters  more  chimed  their  musical 
death-song  as  they  dropped  into  the  Past,  but 
Sybil  gave  no  heed  to  them ;  she  was  reading,  with 
'bated  breath, — 

"  Faster  ! "  she  cried,  "  oh,  faster  ! " 

Eleven  the  church  bells  chime  : 
" Oh  God! "  she  cried,  "  help  Bregenz, 

And  bring  me  there  in  time  !" 

But  louder  than  bells  ringing, 

Or  lowing  of  the  kiue  • 

Grows  nearer  in  the  midnight 

The  rushing  of  the  Rhine," 

reading  with  such  concentrated  sympathy  in  the 
sublime  heroism  of  the  fair  maid  of  the  Tyrol  who 
dared  death  to  save  Bregenz,  that  she  did  not  ob- 
serve Mrs.  Weston,  who  now  came  in  with  steps 
so  languid  and  slow  that  they  made  no  sound;  or 
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knew  in  the  least  that  she  was  there,  until  she  said : 

"  You  here,  Sybil!  what  old  romance  is  that  you 
are  poring  over  so  deeply?" 

"Excuse  me,  mamma:  I  did  not  hear  you  come 
in!"  said  Sybil,  dropping  her  book  and  making 
a  motion  to  rise. 

"  Don't  disturb  yourself;  the  least  thing  sets  niy 
nerves  on  edge  to-day." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  are  not  feeling  well, 
mamma!" 

"  Oh  !  I  am  not  in  the  least  sick;  but  I  did  not 
sleep  well  last  night,  and  there's  just  a  little  throb 
in  my  temples,  and — oh  dear  !  take  all  those  things 
away,  Peter,  and  let  me  have  a  cup  of  strong  tea, 
with  a  Hamburg  biscuit;  the  very  sight  of  food 
sickens  me." 

A  cup  of  steaming,  fragrant  tea  was  brought. 
Peter  knew  his  mistress's  ways,  and  made  both  tea 
and  coffee  every  morning,  that  she  might  not  be 
kept  a  moment  waiting,  for  it  was  sometimes  her 
whim  to  have  one,  sometimes  the  other;  but  now 
she  wanted  neither, — she  only  sipped  a  spoonful 
or  two,  pronounced  it  detestable,  and  ordered  choc- 
olate as  quickly  as  it  could  be  made.  Peter  re- 
moved the  tea,  and  wondered  "  what  next  ?"  Not 
that  he  cared;  for  he  had  spirit-lamps  and  all  sorts 
of  French  contrivances  ia  the  pantry  for  such 
emergencies;  negro-like,  he  rather  enjoved  having 
his  skill  called  into  requisition,  and  did  not  in  the 
least  object  to  profusion  and  waste  that  added  to 
his  perquisites. 

"  What  did  you  say  you  were  reading,  Sybil  ?  " 

"One  of  Miss  Procter's  poems,  mamma ;  the 
Legend  of  Bregenz." 

"Oh  yes,  I  have  heard  of  her;  but  I  never  read 
poetry.  Dear  me  !  how  my  temples  throb  ! "  said 
Mrs.  Weston,  pressing  her  fingers  upon  them 
"  And  as  if  this  were  not  enough,"  she  continued, 
"I  have  just  got  a  note  from  that  Frenchwoman 
saying  that  you  must  be  at  her  rooms  by  one 
o'clock  for  the  final  trying  on  of  your  dresses." 

"  I  am  extremely  sorry — "  began  Sybil. 

"  It  is  a  bore,  and  I  wish  sometimes  that  it  were 
the  fashion  to  wear  those  loose  flowing  things, 
draperies  and  all  that,  such  as  the  Greek  and  Ro- 
man ladies  wore,  ever  so  long  ago.  But  we'll  take 
a  drive  on  the  '  Heights ' ;  afterwards — " 

"  I  meant,  mamma,  that  I  am  sorry  to  disappoint 
madame,  the  dressmaker —  "  began  Sybil,  in  great 
embarrassment. 

"  That  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  You  won't  get 
your  dresses,  I  don't  know  when,  if  you  should  fail 
to  go,  for  it  was  only  the  greatest  favor  on  the 
earth  that  she  consented  to  put  some  of  her  best 
customers  off  to  oblige  me.  It  is  absurd !  I  know 
that  you  can  have  no  engagement  yet,  Sybil,  that 
could  excuse  on  an  occasion  so  important  as  this." 


"  Indeed  I  have,  mamma :  one  that  I  must  try  to 
keep,"  she  answered,  in  low  yet  firm  tones. 

"And  pray  may  I  ask  with  whom,  and  for 
what  V "  asked  Mrs.  Weston,  in  cold  tones,  the 
languor  gone  out  of  her  face,  and  the  hard  look 
in  her  eyes  that  Sybil  had  not  seen  until  now. 
She  knew  that  her  stepmother  was  offended. 

"  Certainly,  mamma.  I  am  going  to  confession," 
she  said,  gently. 

"  But  why  to-day  especially? " 

"To-morrow  is  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  and  I  would  not  willingly  miss  Holy 
Communion." 

"  And,  pray,  may  I  ask  whom  you  have  chosen 
for  a  director  ?" 

"Father  De  Haes,  at  St.  Francis  Xavier's." 

"Good  heavens!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Weston, 
"  what  upon  earth  sends  you  there  ?  He  has  always 
a  perfect  rabble  of  the  poorest,  dirtiest,  roughest 
sort  of  people  waiting  around  his  confessional. 
I  don't  really  think  it  will  be  proper." 

"  I  am  going  with  Aunt  Waite,  mamma.  I  asked 
her  advicd  about  a  confessor,  and  she  spoke  of 
Father  De  Haes;  and  I  promised  to  spend  the  day 
at  her  house,  that  I  could  go  and  come  with  her  to 
and  from  church." 

"  I  could  have  directed  you  to  a  confessor,  Sybil, 
— had  you  seen  fit  to  ask  my  advice, — to  whom  most 
of  the  Catholics  of  our  own  class  go,  and  where 
you  would  not  be  kept  waiting  in  a  dirty  crowd 
for  hours,  as  I  am  told  is  always  the  case  at  St. 
Xavier's,"  remarked  Mrs.  Weston,  who  felt  that  the 
conflict  between  Sybil  and  herself  had  begun.  But 
she  would  be  prudent. 

"  I  think  I  prefer  going  to  Father  De  Haes.  But, 
mamma,!"  said  Sybil — remembering  her  aunt's 
good  counsel — "  I  will  go  with  you  to  the  dress- 
maker's as  soon  as  you  are  ready,  and  leave  a  note, 
if  you  please,  for  my  aunt,  asking  her  to  wait  for 
me.  I  suppose  the  trying  on  will  not  require 
more  than  an  hour  or  two." 

"I  don't  know  how  long;  she  is  very  particular, 
and  feels  that  her  reputation  is  at  stake  every  dress 
she  makes.  I  believe  she'd  commit  suicide  if  she 
failed  in  a  perfect  fit." 

"  How  dreadful !  It  must  keep  her  very  miser- 
able ;  for  everyone  fails  now  and  then,  I  fancy." 

"How  very  literal  you  are,  Sybil!"  remarked 
Mrs.  Weston,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  But  run  up  and 
write  your  note,  and  be  ready  for  the  carriage  in 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  hence.  You  and  your  aunt 
can  have  the  carriage  afterwards,  for  it  will  bring 
you  to  dark  night  before  you  get  back  from  St. 
Xavier's,  it  is  so  far,  should  you  attempt  to  walk." 
"  Thanks,  mamma ;  you're  very  kind !  "  said 
Sybil  as  she  gathered  up  her  book  and  hurried  away. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 
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BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

The  work  was  started.  Eugenie  had  joined  her 
spiritual  daughters  in  the  wretched  little  apart- 
ment of  the  Rue  St.  Martin,  and  begun  a  life  of 
privations,  of  labor,  and  of  something  beyond  pov- 
erty, for  at  times  it  approached  positive  destitution. 
She  was  afraid  of  letting  her  family  know  the  po- 
sition of  the  infant  Community;  they  would,  no 
doubt,  have  sent  her  immediate  assistance,  but 
coupled  with  it  such  melancholy  forebodings  and 
renewed  opposition,  that  she  did  not  venture  to 
apprise  them  of  the  real  state  of  the  case.  She  ex- 
perienced what  always  happens  to  generous  souls 
at  the  outset  of  their  enterprises,  when  they  have 
unreservedly  devoted  themselves  to  the  service  of 
God  and  are  being  tried  like  gold  in  the  furnace, 
that  nobody  thought  it  worth  while  to  helpalittle 
band  of  women,  whose  project  sounded  very  well 
in  theory,  but  was  generally  deemed  impracticable. 
They  were  looked  upon  as  crazy  enthusiasts.  In- 
deed as  M.  Desgenettes,  the  venerable  Curg  of 
Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  remarked,  they  were 
in  reality  possessed  of  the  holy  folly  of  the  Cross. 

Meanwhile  they  had  to  work  hard  for  their 
bread.  Needlework  was  with  difficulty  obtained. 
At  one  moment  it  failed  altogether.  What  was  to 
be  done  ?  Want  stared  them  in  the  face.  Then  a 
little  girl  knocked  one  day  at  the  door,  and  asked 
if  they  had  finished  threading  the  beads  she  had 
been  told  to  call  for.  The  child  had  mistaken  the 
house,  but  she  went  on  to  tell  them  what  that  work 
was.  The  shop  she  came  from  sold  bracelets  made 
of  little  white  seeds  resembling  pearls,  and  em- 
ployed persons  to  thread  them.  "If  you  like  I  can 
get  you  some  of  that  work,"  she  added ;  and  for  sev- 
eral weeks  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  threaded 
beads  and  lived  on  the  scanty  payment  this  occu- 
pation brought  them.  By  working  hard,  those  who 
were  clever  at  it  earned  about  a  shilling  a  day. 
Holy  poverty  was  indeed  strictly  observed  amongst 
them.  Water  has  to  be  bought  at  Paris  as  well  as 
other  things;  these  ladies  had  to  limit  themselves 
to  a  pennyworth  a  day  of  that  necessary  of  life. 
Their  shawls  were  turned  at  night  into  blankets; 
and  as  some  of  them  were  not  provided  with  that 
article  of  dress,  they  went  to  Mass  one  after  an- 
other, making  two  or  three  do  duty  for  six  or 
seven  persons.  One  chair  was  all  the  whole  set 
of  rooms  had  to  boast  of;  the  need  of  seats  was 
supplied  by  the  purchase  of  two  narrow  wooden 


benches;  the  chair  was  allotted  to  the  one  of  the 
party  who  was  most  in  want  of  rest.  The  beds 
were  folded  up  during  the  day;  but  as  they  took 
up  all  the  room  at  night,  the  chair  and  the  benches 
had  to  be  piled  up  on  the  solitary  table  which 
served  both  for  meals  and  for  working  hours.  It 
must  have  been  a  strong  vocation  which  brought 
to  Eugenie's  feet,  in  that  miserable  abode,  a  pos- 
tulant, who  exclaimed  as  she  knelt  down  before 
her:  "  Mother,  behold  your  daughter,  for  whom 
you  will  have  to  answer." 

Eugenie  had  never  felt  so  strongly  as  at  that 
moment  the  weight  of  the  sacred  burthen  laid 
upon  her — the  awful  consciousness  of  that  spiri- 
tual maternity  through  which  one  soul  becomes 
as  it  were  responsible  for  the  souls  committed  to 
her  charge.  She  shrank  from  it  with  dread ;  but 
confidence  in  God  and  an  absolute  submission  to 
His  will  gave  a  sweetness  even  to  the  presenti- 
ment of  sufferings  to  come.  It  enabled  her  also 
to  endure  the  various  trials  of  those  first  days  of 
community  life.  They  were  hard  in  every  way  to 
a  person  who  had  been  used  to  every  comfort,  and 
whose  health  was  very  delicate.  But  great  as 
were  the  straits  she  was  reduced  to,  help  always 
came  in  answer  to  her  childlike  appeals.  One 
day  that  the  associates  were  in  positive  want  they 
prayed  earnestly  to  St.  Joseph, — and,  even  ventur- 
ing to  specify  the  sum,  petitioned  for  two  hundred 
francs!  It  was  at  Mass  they  had  made  this  re- 
quest, and  the  day  passed  without  any  sign  that 
it  had  been  heard.  Towards  evening  Eugenie 
went  to  pay  a  visit  to  their  first  benefactress, 

Madame ,  and  conversed  with  her  some  time. 

Just  as  she  was  rising  to  go  away,  that  lady  Avent 
and  knelt  down  before  an  image  of  St.  Joseph 
which  stood  in  a  corner  of  her  room,  and  prayed 
for  an  instant;  then  coming  back  to  her  visitor, 
she  said :  "My  child,  St.  Joseph  wishes  me  to  give 
you  200  francs."  "Oh,  madame!"  Eugenie  ex- 
claimed, "  that  is  exactly  the  sum  we  asked  him 
for  this  morning."  The  devout  friend  of  the  Holy 
Souls  and  their  helpers  knelt  again  at  the  feet  of 
her  dear  St.  Joseph  and  thanked  him  for  having 
chosen  her  as  the  instrument  of  his  fatherly  kind- 
ness to  the  poor  little  Community. 

On  another  occasion,  when  the  actual  pressure 
of  temporal  difficulties  had  drawn  from  Eugenie, 
who  had  gone  to  pray  in  a  neighboring  church, 
the  cry  of  the  Apostles  on  the  apparently  founder- 
ing bark:  "Lord,  save  us  or  we  perish,"  she  felt 
as  if  God's  voice  was  saying  in  her  heart :  "  O  thou 
of  little  faith !  wherefore  dost  thou  doubt  ? "  This 
roused  her  from  her  dejection,  and  she  entered 
into  a  familiar  converse  with  our  Blessed  Lady, 
expostulating  with  that  Holy  Mother,  and  ending 
her  prayer  with  these  words:  "Do,  my  good 
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Mother,  inspire  in  some  charitable  soul  the  thought 
of  sending  us  a  hundred  francs."  When  she 
went  home,  the  Sister  who  acted  as  cook  met  her  on 
the  stairs  and  with  some  agitation  said:  "Mother, 
I  cannot  go  to  market;  there  is  only  one  penny 
left  in  our  purse;"  and  she  turned  the  little  bag 
inside  out  to  demonstrate  the  melancholy  fact. 
"Well,"  Eugenie  replied,  with,  a  bright  smile, 
"this  is  just  the  very  moment  to  rely  on  Provi- 
dence." When  Mcllle.  de  Lamouraux,  the  pious 
foundress  of  the  Good  Shepherd  at  Bordeaux,  dis- 
covered herself  in  a  similar  position,  she  called 
together  all  her  companions,  and  said:  "Come, 
children — join  hands  and  dance  a  ronde  for  joy 
that  we  have  not  a  single  penny  left."  Our  little 
London  saint,  good  Elizabeth  Twiddy,  when  the 
Infant  Orphanage  of  Mary's  Home  was  reduced  to 
its  last  penny,  resorted  to  a  successful  expedient, 
She  sent  one  of  the  children  into  the  street  to  be- 
stow this  fortunate  coin  on  a  beggar.  Our  Lord 
immediately  repaid  the  loan  with  more  than  a 
hundredfold  interest.  Eugenie's  smile  and  her 
words  were  fully  justified  by  all  the  annals  of  holy 
poverty.  It  is  one  of  the  disadvantages  of  persons 
in  what  is  called  a  comfortable  position  in  life 
that  they  can  never  dance  Mdlle.  de  Lamouraux' 
ronde,  never  invest  the  last  penny  in  the  house 
like  Elizabeth  Twiddy,  never  smile  bravely  like 
Eugenie  in  the  face  of  actual  want.  Miracles  are 
not  worked  in  their  behalf;  they  do  not  know  the 
superhuman  joy  of  receiving  assistance  straight 
from  God — of  seeing,  as  it  were,  His  hand  stretched 
out  to  them  as  our  Lord's  to  the  sinking  friend 
who  had  walked  on  the  waves  at  His  bidding. 

Eugenie  had  scarcely  uttered  those  words  full  of 
confidence  in  Divine  Providence  when  the  porter 
of  the  house  came  up  and  gave  her  a  letter  directed 
in  an  unknown  hand.  She  opened  it;  and  in  an 
inner  envelope,  unaccompanied  by  a  single  word 
of  explanation,  found  a  note  of  one  hundred  francs. 
It  was  never  known  who  had  sent  this  offering. 
There  was  no  one  to  thank  but  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
Another  time  the  sum  of  500  francs  was  required 
for  some  pressing  necessity.  This  time  Eugenie 
had  recourse  to  Our  Lady  of  Victories.  Having 
placed  the  matter  in  her  hands,  she  went  to  call 
on  a  person  who  she  thought  would  perhaps  lend 
her  the  money.  She  met,  however,  with  a  decided 
negative,  and  did  not  know  anyone  else  in  Paris 
to  whom  she  could  apply;  but  on  leaving  the 
house  she  met  a  gentleman,  with  whom  she  had 
no  previous  acquaintance,  who  came  up  to  her  and 
said:  "I  think  you  are  Mademoiselle  Smet,  and 
that  you  have  a  special  devotion  to  the  Souls  in 
Purgatory.  Will  you  allow  one  to  place  these  500 
francs  at  your  disposal,  and  to  recommend  my  in- 
tentions to  your  prayers." 


Illness  was  beginning  to  complicate  the  position 
of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  Eugenie's 
strength  broke  down,  and  her  severe  neuralgia 
pains  returned  with  violence.  The  Abbe  Tocca- 
nier  wrote  at  that  moment  a  discouraging  reply 
to  a  petition  addressed  to  the  Cure  d'Ars  for  pray- 
ers in  behalf  of  the  bodily  sufferings  of  the  poor 
foundress.  "  Do  not  ask  for  miraculous  cures. 
M.  le  Cure  complains  that  St.  Philomena  sends  us 
too  many  people." 

And  again,  shortly  afterwards:  "The  good 
Cure  prays  hard  for  you;  but  why  do  you  want 
him  to  get  you  cured  at  once?  You  have  offered 
yourself  in  sacrifice,  and  now  that  God  takes  you 
at  your  word,  you  begin  immediately  to  cry  for 
mercy.  The  only  reason  I  can  find  for  asking 
him  to  pray  for  the  improvement  of  your  health  is 
the  interest  of  your  infant  Community,  to  which 
you  are  in  truth  very  necessary." 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


The  First  American  Cardinal. 


We  take  the  following  from  the  last  number  of 
the  Semaine  Religieuse: 

"  Mgr.  McCloskey  is  the  first  American  Cardinal. 
It  is  an  admirable  extension  of  ecclesiastical  power, 
at  a  time  when  in  old  Europe  it  meets  with  so  many 
persecutors.  Some  years  ago,  Lincoln,  then  Presi- 
dentof  the  United  States,  preconceived  in  some  way 
the  act  which  Pius  IX  has  now  completed.  He  sent 
to  Rome  an  envoy  extraordinary  to  solicit  the  Pope 
to  create  Cardinals  for  the  United  States.  'The 
United  States  are  far  distant,'  said  Cardinal  Anto- 
nelli  to  the  envoy;  'how  could  the  Cardinal  from 
America  arrive  at  Rome  in  time  for  the  Conclaves?' 
*But,  your  Excellency,  it  took  me  but  nine  days  to 
come  from  New  York  to  Southampton,  and  five 
from  Southampton  here.  The  United  States  are  at 
the  gates  of  Rome.  You  speak  of  Conclaves.  For- 
merly, months  were  required  for  a  Cardinal  to  come 
from  Seville  or  Dublin  to  Rome ;  now  he  can  come 
in  a  few  days  from  the  end  of  the  world.'  Pius  IX, 
when  informed  of  the  desire  of  President  Lincoln, 
contented  himself  with  saying:  'I  have  always 
thought  that  God  had  reserved  it  for  me  to  give  ec- 
clesiastical princes  to  America.'  The  character  of 
Pius  IX,  his  confidence  in  his  mission,  his  gran- 
deur, are  shown  in  this  incident.  He  received  most 
cordially  the  American  Minister,  made  him  pres- 
ents, charged  him  with  the  gift  to  Lincoln  of  a  beau- 
tiful table  in  mosaic,  and  accepted  the  proposition 
of  giving  a  Cardinal  to  America.  Pius  IX  has  now 
realized  the  desire  of  President  Lincoln  and  given 
himself  the  consolation  he  had  pomised." 
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Ave  Maria. 


DOMINO. 

In  Honorem  Sancti  Joseph  et  Mariae  Imma 
culatse. 

FOB   "  AVE  MARIA,"  BY  A  MINISTER-CONVERT  FROM  AN 

GL1CANISM,    OX    SEEING    A    PECULIAR    PICTURE 

IN  8T.  JOSEPH'S  CHURCH,  LOGAN3PORT,  IND. 


Thy  lids  like  evening  flowers  droop, 

Mother,  with  unushered  tears, 
For  Pilate's  soldiers, — troop  by  troop,— 

Already  strike  thy  startled  ears; 
Meanwhile  thy  mystic  Baby  smiles, 

Chucking  His  Mother'  chin,* 
And  says,  with  more  than  Baby  wiles, 
"  O,  grieve  not— Mother  witTiout  gin  I 

n. 

"Immacnlata.    No!  the  poorest 
Shall  be  richer  far  than  kings; 
And  all  the  sorrow  thou  endureot, 

Joy  for  the  future  brings." 
"All,  /Son/"  the  Mother's  heart  replies, — 

Mysterious  SON,  forgive : 
How  can  I  hear  Thy  piercing  cries, 
How  can  I  hear  those  cries  and  live?" 

in. 
"  Then,  Mother,  weep;  for  streaming  tears 

Shall  make  the  burden  light; 
And  all  who  sin,  thro'  coming  years, 

Shall  gaze  upon  the  sight. 
Thy  form,  when  ages  shall  have  passed, 

The  parting  soul  shall  see, 
And  whisper,  as  it  breathes  its  last; 
ijfotfier  of  Sorrows,  pray  for  me.n  " 


*  Such  is  the  touching  device  of  the  painter. 


Letter  from  Home. 

ROME,  May  13, 1875. 

Why  the  "Roman  season  should  not  be  in  the 
spring  months,  instead  of  in  the  winter  time,  has  al- 
ways been  a  matter  of  serious  consideration  to  us 
Much  has  been  said  and  written  about  the  delightful 
weather,  the  balmy  air,  and  the  deep  blue  sky  of  a 
Roman  winter.  We  confess,  however,  after  having 
been  on  intimate  terms  with  six  Roman  winters,  that 
our  experience  of  them  is  far  from  gratifying;  and  even 
now,  a  cold,  involuntary  shudder  seizes  us  as  we  think 
of  the  dogged,  misanthropic  rain  which  used  to  pelt 
us,  of  the  sirocco  wind,  neither  cold  nor  warm,  which 
made  us  shiver  to  the  core,  and  of  the  dark  sunless 
days,  which  were  suggestive  of  blue  skies,  but  only  by 
contrast.  It  is  the  fashion  among  fashionables  to 
come  to  Rome  about  the  first  of  September,  and  go 
northward  immediately  after  Eeastertide.  They  come 
when  the  venerable  city  is  as  it  were  asphyxed  with  a 
dull,  benumbing  cold,  and  go  away  just  as  the  sun 
comes  out  in  all  his  pleasant  warmth  and  glory,  bright- 


ening up  the  ruins,  and  calling  into  existence  the 
thousands  of  beautiful  flowrets  which  people  them 
in  springtime,  while  the  villas  and  public  gardens  of 
the  old  city  put  on  sucli  a  ravishing  garb  of  loveliness 
as  to  cause  even  the  morbid  natives  to  exclaim; 

"QITESTO  1  UN  VERO  PARADISO!" 
"  This  is  a  real  Paradise."  And  yet  there  are  compara- 
tively few  foreigners  here  to  enjoy  all  this  beauty — 
only  a  faithful  few,  who  love  Rome  for  her  intrinsic 
worth  and  beauty,  and  not  because  Dame  Fashion  lias 
condescended  to  enroll  the  City  of  the  Seven  Hills 
among  the  uumbei  of  places  which  must  be  visited  by 
those  who  wish  to  live — fashionably.  It  is  commonly 
believed  that  the  weather  during  the  summer  months 
is  insufferably  hot,  and  moreover  that  it  is  dangerous 
to  remain  in  the  city  after  the  first  of  June,  If  we 
may  be  permitted  to  appeal  a  second  time  to  our  ex- 
perience, we  would  say  that  it  is  the  happy  recollec- 
tion of  the  bright  summer  days  of  Rome  which  sus- 
tains us  throughout  the  comfortless  winter,  and  makes 
us  feel  that  we  will  be  fully  compensated  in  suffering 
its  chills  by  the  smiling  months  of  May  and  June. 
We  will  not  deny  that  the  sun  is  warm  in  July  and 
August,  but  it  is  not  a  scorching  sun.  We  have  never 
heard  of  a  sunstroke  in  Rome;  and  be  the  days  as  hot 
as  they  ma}',  the  nights  are  always  cool  and  refreshing. 
To  sum  up,  then :  if  we  were  consulted  by  a  friend  on 
the  best  season  for  visiting  Rome,  we  would  suggest 
his  coming  here  towards  the  end  of  April  (to  avoid  the 
April  showers)  and  remaining  till  the  middle  of  June- 
He  can  in  that  season  visit  the  ruins  without  incur- 
ring the  danger  of  carrying  home  a  fever  with  him,  or 
a  cold  that  will  cling  to  him  with  a  pertinacity  which 
has  been  very  aptly  styled  "Jewish."  He  can  visit  the 
Coliseum  by  moonlight,  without  having  to  evoke 
imaginary  moons  from  behind  mountains  of  dark 
clouds,  and  then  go  home  without  the  shadow  of  a 
doctor's  bill  looming  up  in  perspective. 

The  French  and  the  Germans  display  no  small  judg- 
ment in  visiting  the  Eternal  City.  The  majority  of 
them  come  in  the  spring.  We  know  an  old  German 
who  is  in  the  habit  of  coming  invariably  on  the  first 
of  May.  We  asked  him  why  he  deferred  his  visit  so 
long,  as  everybody  (we  meant  every  fashionable  body) 
was  leaving  town.  His  answer  was  laconic,  but  ad- 
mirably to  the  point.  "I  come  not  here  to  see  Eng- 
land and  America, 

"  I  AM  OX  A  VISIT  TO  ROME." 

The  same  old  gentleman  gave  us  a  few  maxims  for 
the  regulation  of  financial  matters  during  travel, 
which  are  amusing,  and  withal  instructive.  "Never, 
if  you  can  help  it,  go  to  a  hotel  where  they  make  a 
profession  of  speaking  English.  You  pay  out  more 
for  that  accomplishment  than  you  would  lose  in  being 
cheated  at  a  hotel  in  which  you  cannot  use  your 
tongue.  The  same  maxim  is  applicable  to  the  shops 
and  banking-houses."  Here  is  another,  and  we  can- 
not say  it  is  uncharitable:  "If  a  waiter  addresses  you 
in  English,  before  you  speak  to  him,  mark  him — he  is 
a  fee-shark."  We  might  give  several  more  aphorisms 
of  his,  but  the  presence  of  a  large  instalment  of  Ger- 
mans, who  have  lately  arrived  in  the  city,  calls  for  our 
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attention.  They  are  on  a  pilgrimage.  At  this  mo- 
ment they  are  hearing  Mass  in  the  little  Church  of 
the  Swiss,  over  at  St.  Peter's,  at  which  they  will  Com- 
municate. They  will  then  repair  to  the  Hall  of  the 
Consistory,  in  the  Vatican,  where  they  will  be  received 
by  His  Holiness. 

Most  of  the  French  pilgrims  have  already  taken 
their  leave.  Among  the  important  receptions  of  the 
week,  we  may  mention  that  of  the  illustrious  Count 
de  Calaincourt  of  Belgium.  He  was  accompanied  by 
the  Reverend  Father  Filiberto  Vrau,  and  the  President 
of  a  Catholic  Association  which  has  lately  been  formed 
in  Lille,  the  purpose  of  which  is  to  found 

A  CATHOLIC  UNIVERSITY 

in  that  city.  The  Holy  Father  has  blessed  the  work, 
and  granted  Indulgences  to  all  who  will  contribute  to 
it. 

On  Sunday  last,  the  Vatican  was  the  scene  of  one  of 
those  touching  demonstrations,  which  are  not  re- 
corded by  journals  nor  witnessed  by  the  multitude. 

THE  LOVE   OF   PIUS   IX   FOR   CHILDREN   IS   PROVERBIAL, 

and  he  gives  expression  to  it  not  only  by  taking  great 
pleasure  in  their  innocent  company,  but  more  espec- 
ially by  his  provident  dispositions  for  their  religious 
and  secular  education.  His  is  an  efficient  love,  as  the 
numberless  schools  and  charitable  institutions  founded 
by  him  testify.  Sixty  little  boys  of  the  Christian 
Brothers'  Schools  were  admitted  to  his  presence  on 
Sunday  morning,  after  they  had  made  their  FirstCom- 
munion.  It  was  a  visit  of  gratitude  on  their  part,  not 
only  because  His  Holiness  is  the  founder  of  their 
schools,  but  he  has  of  late  established  a  house  near 
the  Ponte  Rotto,  in  which  little  boys  are  prepared  for 
their  First  Communion  by  a  spiritual  retreat  of  eight 
days.  It  is  especially  intended  for  poor  children,  who 
not  only  receive  their  education  gratuitously,  but  are 
also  clothed,  and  very  often  fed  by  the  personal  char- 
ity of  the  Pope.  The  little  fellow  who  was  the  expo- 
nent of  the  general  sentiments  on  the  occasion,  dwelt 
with  touching  fondness  on  this  fact. 

"GOD  WILL  BLESS  YOU," 

said  the  young  orator.  "You  have  made  us  very 
happy,  and  you  ought  to  be  happy  too."  The  Holy 
Father  was  sensibly  affected  at  these  words  of  the 
child,  who  little  knew  the  weight  of  sorrow  that  was 
bearing  down  that  noble  heart.  As  the  boys  were 
admitted  to  kiss  his  hand,  one  little  fellow  looked  up 
into  the  face  of  the  "Pontiff  of  sorrows,"  and  seeing 
a  tear  glistening  in  his  eye,  whether  of  sorrosv  or 
affectionate  joy  'twere  hard  to  tell,  he  said:  "Padre, 
perche  piantji  tu  ?  "  (Father,  why  dost  thou  weep  ?) — 
and  then  he  added:  " Noi  pregherems  perte." — We 
will  pray  for  thee.)  Perhaps  it  was  the  contrast  that 
made  him  weep— the  contrast  between  those  simple, 
guileless  children,  that  stood  about  him,  and  the 
world  of  astute  men  outside  of  the  Vatican,  who  were 
even  at  that  moment  plotting  how  they  might  ruin 
him  and  that  Church  of  which  he  is  the  Vicar.  He 
did  certainly  allude  to  them  in  the  short  discourse 
which  he  made  to  the  boys.  Speaking  of  the  age 
and  its  tendercies,  he  said:  "They  will  tell  you  that 
this  is  an  enlightened  age,  an  intelligent  age;  and 


those  men  who  sit  in  the  high  places,  not  very  far 
from  the  Vatican,  say  that  the  Church  is  behind  the 
age,  and  that  the  Pope  is  ambitious,  and  proud,  and 
what  not.  But  you,  my  dearest  children,  study  hard 
and  acquire  all  the  knowledge  of  this  age,  and  when 
you  have  done  so  you  will  find  that  the  Church  is  far 
ahead  of  you,  and  that  the  Pope  is  not  what  they 
made  him  out  to  be."  He  then  begged  them  to  pray 
for  him  and  for  the  Church  at  large;  "but  pray  espec- 
ially for  those  who  are  at  this  moment  legislating  for 
the  rising  generation :  pray  God 

TO  MAKE  THEM  HONEST  AT  HEART, 

that  they  may  detest  their  duplicity,  and  come  re- 
pentant to  the  foot  of  the  Cross."  He  then  dismissed 
them  with  his  blessing.  How  many  receive  that 
blessing  !  His  hand  is  ever  raised  aloft  in  the  act  of 
invoking  a  benediction.  After  the  boys,  we  see  a 
deputation  of  Roman  matrons  kneeling  at  his  feet, 
and  asking  him  to  bless  an  association  which  has  been 
formed  under  the  patronage  of  St.  Monica,  the  mother 
of  St.  Augustine,  It  is  called  the 

"  SOCIETY  OF   CHRISTIAN  MOTHERS," 

the  primary  circle  of  which  has  its  seat  in  Rome,  under 
the  Presidency  of  Princess  Donna  Adele  Borghese. 
The  Society  is  composed  almost  entirely  of  ladies 
of  the  Roman  aristocracy,  and  they  devote  themselves 
not  only  to  bringing  up  their  own  children  according 
to  the  maxims  of  that  model  of  Christian  mothers,  St. 
Monica,  but  they  are  also  to  exert  their  influence  iu 
behalf  of  the  rising  generation  at  large.  It  is  un- 
necessary to  say  that  the  project  meets  with  the  hearty 
approval  of  His  Holiness. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  a  number  of  distinguished 
Neapolitan  youths  arrived  here  on  their  way  to 
Lourdes,  whither  they  are  bound  on  a  pious  pilgrim- 
age. They  carry  with  them  a  magnificent  oriflamme 
which,  having  been  blessed  by  His  Holiness,  they  will 
leave  at  the  shrine  of  our  Lady.  Yesterday  morning 
they  assisted  at  the  Pope's  Mass,  and  received  the 
Blessed  Eucharist  from  his  hands.  It  is  consoling  to 
observe  that  there  is  a  quickening  spirit  of  good  at 
work  throughout  Italy,  and  the  happy  result  becomes 
more  evident,  as  the  efforts  of  the  Revolutionists  to 
unchristianize  the  people  are  redoubled.  It  cannot 
be  denied  that  infidelity  and  indifferentism  have  made 
alarming  progress  in  this  peninsula,  yet,  strange  to 
say,  Protestantism,  despite  the  wholesale  system  of 
propagandism  which  has  been  introduced  since  the 
first  revolutionary  movement,  has  made  little  or  none 
at  all.  An  Italian  may  become  an  atheist  through 
caprice,  a  rationalist  for  some  particular  end,  an  Epi- 
curean because  it  is  a  "  comfortable  belief,"  but  he 
cannot  be  induced  to  become  a  Protestant.  Whether 
it  be  that  the  Catholic  faith  has  become  incorporated 
witli  his  very  nature,  or  that  he  has  an  instinctive 
abhorrence  of  religious  novelties,  or  both  the  one  and 
the  other  combined,  we  cannot  say;  but  he  will  not 
become  a  Protestant.  The  Protestants  who  have  come 
to  Rome  are  beset  with  a  spirit  of  most  deplorable 
stupidity,  not  to  see  that  they  are  only  wasting  time 
and  money  in  their  efforts 

TO   "  EVANGELIZE  "   THE   ROMANS. 
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Though  their  tracts  and  Bibles  have  been  torn  into 
shreds  before  their  eyes  by  the  worst  subjects  in  the 
city,  they  still  persist  in  scattering  them  broadcast. 
They  have  provoked  against  themselves  the  indigna- 
tion of  the  people,  by  waylaying  them  on  the  Corso,  and 
thrusting  into  their  hand  tracts  on  the  Inquisition,  etc. 
They  have  gone  farther:  they  have  even  scattered 
their  books  in  some  of  the  churches  of  Rome.  In  the 
Church  of  Sancta  Maria  in  Via  Lata  two  books  were 
found  the  other  day,  one  of  which  attempted  to  prove 
that  the  Catholic  Church  had  falsified  the  Command- 
ments of  God;  the  other  was  a  blasphemous  treatise 
against  the  Mass. 

To-day  the  Holy  Father  has  completed  his  eighty- 
third  year.  Fifty-six  years  of  that  wonderful  life  has 
he  passed  with  the  sacred  character  of  the  priesthood 
stamped  upon  his  soul,  and  twenty-nine  in  the  Chair 
of  Peter.  The  laws  of  nature  seem  to  have  changed 
in  his  regard,  and  death  itself  seems  to  respect  those 
gray  hairs.  How  often  has  it  been  given  out  by  his 
enemies  that  he  was  on  his  death-bed;  but  he  outlives 
them  all,  deflce  them  all,  conquers  them  all.  We  may 
say  of  him,  as  the  greatest  enemy  of  the  Papacy 
Machiavelli,  was  forced  to  say  in  his  day: 

"A    CONTINUOUS  MIRACLB   IS  THAT   PRIEST   OF   ROME," 

who  without  arms,  and  without  means,  challenges 
all,  is  attacked  by  all,  but  strikes  all  and  conquers  all, 
while  he,  more  solid  than  in  the  beginning,  remains 
immovable  at  his  post."  lu  eighteen  hundred  and 
seventy-five  years  he  is  the  only  Pope  who  has  seen 
the  years  of  St.  Peter.  We  cannot  help  believing  that 
God  has  some  great  design  to  accomplish  in  that  won- 
derful life.  He  has  during  his  pontificate  drank  the 
bitter  cup  of  persecution  to  the  dregs  we  may  say, 
and  we  may  well  ask:  What  is  left  him?  Can  it  be 
possible  that  God  has  prolonged,  protected,  and  reju- 
venated, so  to  speak,  that  life,  that  he  may  still  as- 
sist at  the  spectacle  of  a  Church  persecuted  unto 
death,  and  of  human  society  fast  going  into  ruin? 
No  one  can  believe  it.  There  is  a  sentiment,  common 
to  Catholics  throughout  the  world,  and  even  to  him- 
self, that  God  has  reserved  something  glorious  for  him 
to  accomplish  yet.  No,  the  history  of  that  man  is  not 
yet  complete.  Other  pages  are  still  wanting,  and 

PERHAPS  THE   MOST   GLORIOUS. 

He  himself  has  said:  "  It  seems  that  God  has  ordained 
that  I  should  still  second  some  great  purpose  of  His 
own,  for  He  has  preserved  me,  and  carried  me  beyond 
the  years  of  my  predecessors,  who  were  far  more  wor- 
thy than  I  to  see  the  years  of  Peter."  His  confidence 
in  a  brighter  future  is  remarked  by  everyone,  even  his 
enemies.  The  Perseveranza  of  Milan,  a  journal  openly 
avowing  its  purpose  of  "  warring  against  the  Vatican," 
thus  speaks  of  his  hope  for  the  future:  "The  firm- 
ness and  confidence  of  Pius  IX  in  his  future,  is  some- 
thing grand  and  sublime."  This  tendency  of  the 
whole  world,  orthodox  and  heterodox,  towards  the 
Vatican,  is  not,  cannot  be,-an  isolated  fact  having  no 
bearing  on  future  events.  It  is  not  in  the  nature  of 
moral  causes  that  there  should  be  such  a  universal 
concurrence,  without  a  universal  effect.  There  is  a 
conflux  of  contrary  sentiments  towards  the  Vatican, 


of  love,  of  devotion,  and  attachment  on  the  one  side; 
of  hatred,  treason  and  malice  on  the  other;  which, 
sooner  or  later,  will  resolve  into  a  crisis,  and  in  the 
conflict  the  most  powerful  element  will  prevail;  and 
without  going  out  of  the  natural  order, 

WE  CAN    PREDICT    A    HAPPY   RESULT, 

for  devotion  to  the  Holy  See  is  the  sentiment  of  the 
many,  antipathy  of  the  few.  But  apart  from  this, 
there  is  also  the  assurance  of  Him  who  said  that 
heaven  and  earth  might  pass  away  but  His  word 
would  not  pass  away.  God  keep  our  Holy  Father, 
Pius,  for  the  fulfilment  of  that  word! 

A.  E.  J. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  death  is  announced  by  cable  of  Mgr.  Claude 

Henri  Augustin  Plan  tier,  Bishop  of  Nimes. 

The  Pope,  according  to  despatches  from  Rome, 

is  delighted  with  the  enthusiasm  shown  in  America 
on  account  of  the  elevation  of  Archbishop  McCloskey 
to  the  Cardinalate. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Rt.  Rev. 

Bishop  Dwenger  confirmed  112  persons  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Notre  Dame,  Ind.  Eighty  of  these  were  chil- 
dren of  Rev.  Father  Letourneau's  parish,  Lowell,  Ind. 

Brother  Giles,  of  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis, 

Brooklyn,  died  at  the  Brothers'  Monastery,  in  Butler 
street,  on  Tuesday,  May  the  25th,  at  the  advanced  age 
of  sixty-seven  years,  after  an  illness  of  eight  months. 

Cardinal  Cullen  has  left  Dublin  for  Rome.  His 

Eminence  has  convoked  a  national  synod  of  the  Cath- 
olic clergy  of  Ireland  to  meet  at  Maynooth  in  August. 

Rev.  Fr.  Ignacio  Paganini,  an  old  missionary  of 

Guatemala,  N.  M.,  died  in  San  Francisco,  on  the  14th 
inst.  The  remains  were  buried  from  St.  Francis' 
Church  on  the  15th. 

It  is  reported  that  the  Papal  Nuncio  has  made  a 

formal  demand  for  the  restoration  of  Catholic  unity  in 
Spain,  and  the  Government  has  replied  that  it  is  re- 
solved to  maintain  the  liberty  of  worship. 

On  the  3d  of  last  month  the  world-wide  Associ- 
ation for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith  celebrated  its 
anniversary  in  the  Church  of  St.  Sulpice,  Paris.  The 
Cure"  was  the  celebrant,  and  a  sermon  of  magnificent 
eloquence  was  preached  by  Pere  Felix. 

A  mission  has  just  closed  at  St.  Mary's  Church, 

North  End,  Boston.  It  was  conducted  by  the  Jesuit 
Fathers,  at  the  head  of  whom  was  the  eloquent  Rev. 
Fr.  Maguire.  The  mission  was  a  great  success.  There 
were  about  10,000  communicants  during  the  mission. 

Sunday,  the  23d  instant,  the  consecration  of  Rt- 

Rev.  Bishop  Kain,  of  Wheeling,  took  place.  The  im- 
mense crowd  assembled  to  witness  the  ceremony  has 
rarely  been  equalled  in  Wheeling,  and  composed  as  it 
was  of  numbers  of  Protestants  as  well  as  Catholics, 
attested  the  universal  interest  in  and  respect  for  the 
new  Bishop. 

The  New  York  ffemld's  cable  from  Rome  says 

that  in  the  Consistory  to  be  held  June  24th,  Monsei- 
gneurs  Pacca,  Vitelleschi,  Simeoni,  Antice,  Mattel  and 
Lerfina  will  be  created  Cardinals.  His  Eminence  Car- 
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clinal  McCloskey  is  expected  to  arrive  in  Rome  before 
the  Consistory,  to  choose  his  title. 

The  late  Governor  John  A.  Andrew,  whose 

birthday  was[commemoratedin  Boston,  on  Sunday,  the 
30th  of  last  month,  was  the  first  Massachusetts  Gov- 
ernor to  attend  the  Annual  Commencement  exercises 
at  Holy  Cross  College,  Worcester,  Mass.,  and  he  did 
so,  as  the  Rev.  James  Freeman  Clarke  states,  to  make 
the  Catholics  feel  that  they  were  not  aliens,  and  that 
they  should  claim  their  freest  privileges  as  citizens  of 
the  Old  Bay  State. 

The  most  terrible  disaster  in  the  history  of  West- 
ern Massac  husetts,  save  the  Mill  River  flood  of  last 
May,  and  one  of  the  worst  ever  known  in  New  Eng- 
land, occurred  in  our  neighboring  city  of  Holyoke,  on 
the  evening  of  Thursday,  May  27.  The  French  Cath- 
olic church  at  South  Holyoke  caught  flre  about 
8  o'clock,  while  a  large  congregation  were  attending 
the  evening  service,  and  so  rapidly  did  the  flames 
spread  that  a  nu  mber  of  people  were  unable  to  make 
their  escape,  and  sixty-six  persons,  men,  women  and 
children,  were  burned  to  death,  and  a  number  of  others 
were  fatally  burned  or  wounded. — Boston  Pilot. 

"  Good  news  from  Africa!"  exclaims  the  Missions 

Catholiques.  "  Whilst  millions  of  Christians  in  Europe 
were  crowding  around  the  altars  of  our  cathedrals  and 
churches,  thousands  of  men  were  gathered  daily  and 
nightly  in  the  principal  church  of  Algiers,  Notre  Dame 
d'Afrique,  listening  attentively  to  the  discourses  of  a 
learned  missionary.  On  Easter  Sunday  the  number 
of  communions  was  so  great  that  it  took  over  an  hour 
to  administer  the  Sacrament.  The  Archbishop  him- 
self celebrated  the  Mass,  and  in  the  presence  of  an 
enormous  congregation.  Many  officers  and  soldiers 
were  present,  and  a  numder  of  them  received  with 
the  laity." 

Rev.  John  Voll,  a  highly-respected  priest  of  the 

diocese  of  Covington,  died  at  his  residence  in  New- 
port, on  the  19th.  He  was  born  in  Bavaria  in  1825, 
came  to  this  country  in  1840,  and  was  ordained  by  the 
venerable  Bishop"  Flaget,  at  Bardstown,  in  1845.  He 
exercised  the  ministry  first  in  Louisville,  and  was 
appointed  in  1853  pastor  of  the  congregation  in  New- 
port, which  he  zealously  served  to  the  hour  of  his 
death.  His  funeral,  which  was  largely!  attended  by 
his  many  friends  and  bereaved  congregation,  took 
place  on  last  Saturday.  Father  McGill,  V.  G.,  cel- 
ebrated the  Solemn  Requiem  Mass.  Bishop  Toebbe 
performed  the  Absolution,  and  paid  a  warm,  just  trib- 
ute to  one  of  the  most  exemplary  of  his  priest. — 
Catholic  Telegraph. 

The  pectoral  cross  that  was  lately  given  to 

Cardinal  McCloskey  was  presented  to  Archbishop 
Hughes  by  the  late  Queen  Louise  of  Belgium.  This 
cross,  the  personal  property  of  the  Archbishop,  he 
bequeathed  to  his  sister,  the  late  Mother  Angela,  at  the 
time  Superior-General  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  and 
by  her  death  it  came  into  the  possession  of  the  com- 
munity of  Mount  St.  Vincent.  When  Dr.  McCloskey 
succeeded  Archbishop  Hughes  it  had  been  the  wish 
of  Mother  Angela  and  the  Sisterhood  to  give  him  the 
cross.  But  by  the  advice  of  Vicar-General  Starrs  the 
presentation  was  deferred  to  some  future  occasion. 


And  now  Providence  has  so  ordained  that  the  gift  of 
the  sainted  daughter  of  Louis  Philippe  to  the  prelate 
who  stood  in  the  eyes  of  the  Old  World  and  the  New 
as  the  most  illustrious  representative  of  the  American 
Church  shall  rest  on  the  gentle  and  fatherly  heart  of 
our  first  American  Cardinal. 

— -The  Rt.  Rev.  Rupert  Seidenbush  O.  S.  B.,  was  con- 
secrated Bishop  of  the  Northern  Diocese  of  Minnesota, 
at  the  Cathedral  at  St.  Cloud,  Minn.,  on  Sunday,  May 
30.  Archbishop  Henni  of  Milwaukee  was  the  conse- 
crator,  and  conducted  the  ceremonies,  assisted  by 
Bishop  Hennessy,  of  Dubuque,  Iowa;  Bishop  Baltes, 
of  Alton,  Illinois;  Bishop  Fink,  of  Leavenworth,  Kan- 
sas; Bishop  (elect)  Krautbauer,  of  Green  Bay,  Wis- 
consin; Abbot  B.  Wimmer,  O.  S.  B., St.  Vincent,  Pa.; 
Vicar-General  Ravoux,  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.;  Rev.  Father 
Ireland,  Secretary  to  Bishop  Grace,  and  over  three 
hundred  priests  from  different  parts  of  the  Union  were 
present.  "  The  new  Bishop,"  says  the  Sauk  Rapids 
Sentinel,  "has  hosts  of  friends  in  this  vicinity,  and 
without  regard  to  sect,  creed  or  nationality,  his  ad- 
vancement to  the  Bishopric  causes  heartfelt  satisfac- 
tion to  all  those  who  best  know  him." 

The  solemn  ceremony  of  the  installation  of 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Henni  of  Milwaukee  as  Archbishop, 
and  his  investiture  with  the  Pallium  by  the  Papal  En- 
voys, took  place  on  Thursday,  June  3,  at  St.  John's 
Cathedral,  Milwaukee,  in  presence  of  a  large  number 
of  Bishops,  clergymen,  and  an  immense  concourse  of 
people  assembled  from  all  parts  of  the  State.  The  cer- 
emonies commenced  with  Pontifical  High  Mass  at  10 
o'clock,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Heiss  of  Lacrosse  being  cel- 
ebrant, assisted  by  Very  Rev.  F.  Kundig  and  five  other 
clergymen.  Rev.  C.  Wapelhorst,  Rector  of  St.  Francis, 
Seminary,  was  master  of  ceremonies.  In  the  sanctu- 
ary were  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Foley  of  Chicago;  Rt.  Rev. 
P.  J.  Ryan,  Coadjutor  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  St. 
Louis;  Rt.  Rev.  Ignatius  Mrak,  of  Marquette;  Rt.  Rev. 
Rupert  Seidenbusch,  Bishop-elect  of  St.  Cloud,  Minn  ; 
and  Rt.  Rev.  F.  Krautbauer,  Bishop-elect  of  Green 
Bay,  Wis.  All  the  suffragans  of  the  new  Archbishop 
were  present  except  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Grace,  of  St.  Paul, 
Minn.,  who  is  absent  in  Europe.  There  were  also 
fifty  seminarians  from  St.  Francis'  Seminary.  After 
the  Gospel,  a  most  impressive  and  eloquent  discourse 
was  preached  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Ryan,  who  took 
for  his  text  the  15th  chapter  of  the  Gospel  of  St.  John, 
verse  the  5th:  "  I  am  the  vine,  you  are  the  branches. 
If  any  one  abide  in  Me,  and  I  in  him,  the  same  shall 
bear  much  fruit;  for  without  Me  you  can  do  nothing." 
After  Holy  Mass,  the  ceremony  of  investing  with  the 
Pallium  commenced,  the  newly  created  Arbishop  re- 
ceiving it  from  the  hands  of  Mgr.  Roncetti,  the  Papal 
Ab-Legate.  The  Archbishop  then  gave  his  benedic- 
tion to  the  assembled  congregation,  and  the  bells  of 
all  the  Catholic  churches  in  the  city  struck  up  a  si- 
multaneous peal  of  joy  which  continued  for  several 
minutes. 

Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Henni  is  now  in  the  70th  year 
of  his  age,  has  been  a  priest  for  over  40  years,  and  for 
31  years  a  Bishop,  having  been  consecrated  by  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  Purcell  on  the  19th  of  March,  1844,  in 
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the  cathedral  at  Cincinnati.  The  new  Archdiocese  is 
said  to  contain  a  population  of  180,000  souls;  there  are 
247  churches,  17  chapels,  28  stations,  162  secular  priests, 
2(3  regular  priests,  1  ecclesiastical  seminary,  12  relig- 
ious communities,  and  8  educational  establishments, 
showing-  what  an  amount  of  good  has  been  effected  by 
the  untiring  zeal  nud  industry  of  Bishop  Henni  during 
the  thirty  years  of  his  episcopate,  ably  seconded  by 
Vicar-General  Kundig,  who  has  been  associated  with, 
him  in  his  apostolic  labors  for  the  last  thirty  years. 

On  May  27,  Mgr.  Koncetti,  Ablegate  of  the  Pope, 

accompanied  by  his  Secretary,  Rev.  Dr.  Ubaldi;  Count 
Marefoschi,  of  the  Pope's  Noble  Guard;  Rev.  Dr. 
O'Connor,  of  Philadelphia;  Rev.  Dr.  McGlynn,  and  ex- 
Collector  Thomas  Murphy,  of  New  York,  called  upon 
the  President,  at  the  Executive  Mansion.  The  Presi- 
dent received  the  party  very  courteously.  After  the 
formalities  of  introduction  the  Ablegate  addressed  the 
President  in  Italian.  At  the  conclusion  of  his  remarks, 
they  were  translated  for  the  President  by  the  Rev.  Dr. 
McGlynn,  as  follows: — 

THE  ABLEGATE'S  ADDRESS. 

"The  Holy  Father,  in  sending  me  to  present  to  the 
Archbishop  of  New  York  the  insignia  of  the  Cardinal- 
ate,  at  the  same  time  instructed  me  not  to  fail  before 
leaving  the  United  States  to  call  upon  Your  Excel- 
lency, and  to  expresss  to  you  his  regard  and  best 
wishes  for  the  great  and  illustrious  American  nation, 
and  for  Your  Excellency  as  its  honored  chief.  I  feel 
greatly  honored  in  fulfilling  this  commission,  and  I  re- 
joice that  it  gives  me  the  opportunity  of  knowing 
Your  Excellency  personally,  and  of  presenting  also  my 
own  most  respectful  compliments." 

THE  PRESIDENT'S  REPLT. 
The  President  said  in  reply: — 

"I  beg,  Monsignor,  that  you  will  convey  to  the  Pope 
my  thanks  for  his  kind  expressions  of  regard  and  good 
wishes  for  the  country  and  myself;  and  I  am  happy  to 
reciprocate  your  own  kind  expressions  for  me." 

The  President  then  invited  the  party  to  be  seated, 
and  conversed  pleasantly  with  them  for  a  few  mo- 
ments about  their  intended  trip  to  the  West  and  the 
duration  of  their  visit.  The  party  also  called  upon 
the  Secretary  of  State  and  all  other  members  of  the 
Cabinet.  They  were  everywhere  received  with  the 
greatest  attention.  The  Secretary  of  State  expressed 
himself  as  very  much  pleased  with  the  visit  of  the  Able- 
gate,  and  spoke  of  the  great  satisfaction  which  the  ob- 
ject of  the  Ablegate's  mission  to  this  country  had  given 
to  a  large  portion  of  the  people,  saying  that  he  himself 
was  particularly  pleased  that  the  honor  of  the  Cardinal- 
ate  had  been  deserved  by  one  of  his  own  State  and  city, 
the  Archbishop  of  New  York,  with  whom  he  had  the 
pleasure  of  being  acquainted.  The  Ablegate  and  party 
were  escorted  from  the  Department  of  the  Interior,  at 
the  request  of  Secretary  Delano  and  Mr.  Smith,  Com- 
missioner of  Indian  Affairs,  to  the  Tremont  House, 
where  the  delegation  of  Sioux  chiefs  were  presented 
to  the  party  and  conversed  for  a  little  while  through 
the  interpreters. 


CONTINUAL  faithfulness  in  little  things  says  St. 
Bonavanture  is  an  heroic  virtue. 


New  Publications. 


The  Young  Catholic  for  June  is  as  fresh  and 

as  pleasing  as  ever. 

-Received,    from    P.    O'Shea,    New    York, 

"  CONFESSION,"  by  Monseigneur  de  Sequer.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French. 

The  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  June 

contains:  I,  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus; 
II,  SS.  Nicander  and  Marcian;  III,  The  Acolyte; 
IV,  The  Divine  Lover  at  the  Lattice  (Poetry);  V, 
The  Popes  in  Exile;  VI,  Father  Claude  de  la 
Colombiere;  VII,  St.  Nina;  VIII,  The  School  of 
Christ;  IX,  Act  of  Consecration  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus. 

The  May  number  of  the  Catholic  Record  has 

the  following  table  of  contents:  I,  A  Practical 
Consideration  of  the  Public  School  Problem;  II, 
"Unto  these  Least";  III,  The  Temporal  Power  of 
the  Popes;  IV,  Lilies  and  Roses;  V,  The  Belfor- 
estBank  Failure;  VI,  Life;  VII,  Talk  Stoppers; 
VIII,  The  Two  Pictures;  IX,  Letters  to  a  Protest- 
ant Friend;  X,  The  History  of  Galileo;  XI,  May; 
XII,  Eldine's  Dream;  XIII,  My  Father's  House; 
XIV,  The  Church's  Wisdom  ;,XV,  Editorial  Notes ; 
XVI,  New  Publications. 

— — Received,  from  Messrs  Murphy  &  Co.,  Bal. 
timore,  Md.,  "Lingard's  History  of  England 
Abridged:  With  a  Continuation  from  1688 to  1854." 
B  yJarnes  Burke,  Esq,  A.  B.  With  an  Appendix  to 
1873.  Also  a  "  Memoir  of  Dr.  Lingard"  by  M.  J 
Kerney,  A.  M.  Third  Revised  and  Enlarged  Edi- 
tion. 1875. 

Received,  from  the  Catholic  Publication  Society : 
"  ADHEMAR  DE  BELCASTLE;  Or  be  not  Hasty  in  Judg- 
ing."   Translated  from  the  French  by  P.  S.  A. 
"LAND  OF  CID."  Translated  from  the  French  of  Fred- 
eric Ozanam  by  P.  S. 

"THE  LIFE  OF  CHRIST,"  by  Louis  Veuillot.    Trans- 
lated by  Rev.  Anthony  Farley. 

The  Manhattan  and  De  La  Salle  Monthly 

for  June  has  the  following:  I,  Heroism,  by  Hon. 
Robert  Cochran;  II,  Ballooning  in  France;  III, 
Sleep  and  Brain-work;  IV,  The  First  Violet 
(Poetry)  by  John  Savage ;  V,  The  Battle  of  Bunker 
Hill,  by  the  Editor;  VI,  Never  Too  Old  to  Study; 
VII,  Monte  Cassino;  VIII,  Famous  Memories  of 
the  Month,  by  the  Editor;  IX,  Salt  Lake  Gradu- 
ally Enlarging;  X,  Legend  of  Mucross  Abbey, 
(Poetry)  by  D.  J.  Norris ;  XI,  The  Coming  Home. 
A  Tale,  by  Mary  J.  Hoffman;  XII,  Disappoint- 
ment, by  Dr.  Jas.  Pech;  XIII,  The  American  Car- 
dinal ;  XIV,  Sorrow  Outlived,  by  E.  J.  O ;  XV,  A 
Glimpse  of  the  Genesee  Falls,  by  S.  Ketcher; 
XVI,  Decoration  Day,  by  E.  V.  Welch;  XVII, 
Miscellany ;  XVIII,  Current  Publications. 
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NEW  MANUAL  OF  THE  SACKED  HEART,  Compiled  and 
Translated  from  Approved  Sources.    24mo.,  332  pp., 
75  eents.    Baliinore:  Kelly,  Pie  &  Co. 
This  is  a  beautiful  little  manual  of  devotion,  and 
is  published  at  a  very  seasonable  time — when  the 
whole   Catholic  world   is  honoring  and  suppli- 
cating the  Sacred  Heart.     It  contains  prayers,  lit- 
anies and    meditations    in    abundance,  different 
methods  of  hearing  Mass,  and  Vespers  for  Sun- 
days and  Festivals.    It  is  published  with  the  ap- 
probation of  the  Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 

THE  YOUNG  DOCTOR,  and  LUDOVIC  AND  GERTRUDE, 
by  Hendrick  Conscience.  Baltimore:  Murphy  &  Co. 
The  above  are  two  new  stories  by  Hendrick  Con- 
science, whose  name  is  familiar  to  Catholic  read- 
ers all  over  the  world.  They  comprise  the  llth 
and  12th  volumes  of  "  Conscience's  Popular  Tales," 
all  of  which  have  been  issued  in  this  country  by 
Messrs.  Murphy  &  Co.  We  will  not  forestall  the 
pleasure  of  perusal  by  giving  an  analysis  of  these 
charmingly  written  tales.  We  will  only  say  that 
they  are  interesting,  thoroughly  Catholic,  and  well 
worthy  of  their  distinguished  author,  who  holds  a 
high  rank  in  Catholic  literature.  "  LUDOVIC  AND 
GERTRUDE"  is  an  historical  story,  and  for  this  rea- 
son we  prefer  it.  There  can  be  no  better  medium 
for  the  dissemination  of  the  truths  of  history  among 
young  people  than  the  historical  novel.  St.  Greg- 
ory VII,  for  instance,  one  of  the  most  maligned 
characters  in  history,  is  admirably  vindicated  in  a 
historical  tale  entitled  "THE  TRUCE  OP  GOD," 
written  by  George  H.  Miles. 


Obituary. 

We  regret  to  record  the  death  of  the  Rev.  Ber- 
nard O'Reilly,  of  Boston,  who  departed  this  life  at  the 
Carney  Hospital,  Boston,  Mass,  ou  Friday,  May  21,  after 
a  brief  illness. 

REV.|LEONARD  MAYER,  O.  S.  B. — This  zealous  and 

devoted  disciple  of  St.  Benedict,  after  a  long  and  pain- 
ful illness,  calmly  expired  at  Elizabeth,  N.  J.,  on  the 
morning  of  Wednesday,  May  19.  At  the  time  of  Iris 
death,  Father  Mayer  was'Prior  of  the  Monastery  of  the 
Order,  at  Newark,  N.  J.,  and  Pastor  of  St.  Mary's  Church 
in  that  city.  From  the  Newark  Daily  Journal,  we  learn 
that  the  deceased  was  a  native  of  Wirtemberg,  Ger- 
many, and  came  to  this  country  in  1848.  In  1859  he 
became  pastor  of  a  German  church  in  Richmond,  and 
remained  in  the  capital  of  the  Confederacy  throughout 
the  war,  laboring  among  the  troops  and  enduring 
grcast  hardships.  Before  the  war,  Father  Mayer  was  a 
robust,  youthful-looking  man,  while  at  its  close  his 
hair  was  snowy  white  and  his  health  greatly  impaired, 
Three  years  ago  he  was  placed  in  charge  of  St.  Mary's, 
Newark.  The  funeral  took  place  from  St.  Mary's 
Church,  on  Friday,  May  21st,  and  was  largely  attended. 


Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

Rev.  John  T.  Sheehan  was  ordained  a  priest  on 

Saturday,  May  22nd,  by  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  O'Reilly,  of 
Springfield.  The  new  priest  celebrated  his  first  Mass 
in  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Pittsfield,  last  Sunday. 

On  Friday,  May  14th,  at  St.  Michael's  Seminary, 

Pittsburgh,  Pa. ,  Right  Rev.  M.  Domenec  promoted  Mr. 
Francis  Hayden  to  the  Subdiaconate.  On  Saturday 
he  ordained  the  same  gentleman  together  with  Revs. 
James  Tobin  and  Thomas  Howley,  Deacons,  and  on 
Monday  raised  the  first  named  two  to  the  dignity  of 
the  Priesthood. 

At  Seton  Hall,  on  the  21st.  and  22nd  of  May, 

the  following  ordinations  took  place:  PRIESTHOOD. 
— Revs.  Win.  H.  Dornin,  Henry  B.  Ter  Woert.  DIAC- 
ONATE. — Revs.  Arthur  J.  Henry,  John  Sheppard,  Ber- 
nard J.  Mulligan,  Robert  E.  Burke,  Isaac  P.  Wbelan, 
James  J.  Brennan,  John  F.  Brady.  MINOR  ORDERS. 
— Messrs.  James  McFaul,  Michael  Glennon. 

At  Notre  Dame,  Indiana,  on  the  Octave  of  Corpus 

Christi,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Dwenger,  of  Fort  Wayne, 
conferred  the  Order  of  Deaconship  on  Rev.  Messrs. 
John  Zahm  and  Daniel  Hudson;  Tonsure  and  Minor 
Orders  on  Messrs.  John  O'Reeffe,  Peter  Franciscus, 
Christopher  Kelly,  Valentine  Gzyzewski,  and  Aristide 
Daumet,  all  members  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Holy 
Cross.  On  Friday  morning,  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  and  Patron al  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Holy 
Cross,  Rev.  Messrs.  Zahm  and  Hudson  received  the 
holy  order  of  Priesthood. 

At  the  semi-annual  ordination  held  on  May  19, 

in  the  chapel  of  St.  Thomas'  Theological  Seminary, 
the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  McCloskey,  of  Louisville,  Ky., 
conferred  orders  upon  the  following  gentlemen :  SDB- 
DEACONSHIP.— Revs.  Michael  W.  Whelan,  John  J.  R. 
Abell,  John  H.  T.  Taylor,  Edward  W.  Fahrenbach, 
Leonard  of  Port  Maurice  Nurre,  O.  S.  F.  DEACON- 
SHIP. — Revs.  Raphael  Hesse,  O.  S.  F.;  Charles  B. 
Schoeppner,  O.  S.  F.  PRIESTHOOD.— Revs.  Hermann 
W.  Jansen,  James  Cooke,  Gustavo  A.  Vantroosten- 
berghe. 

At  the  Troy  Theological  Seminary,  Trinity  Or- 
dination was  given  by  the  Archbishop  of  Boston,  as 
follows:  PRIESTHOOD. — For  the  Archdiocese  of  New 
York — Revs.  John  F.  Doyle,  James  P.  Egan,  James 
W.  Hayes,  John  A.  Hurley,  James  F.  Kiely,  Patrick  J. 
Martin  and  Hugh  F.  McCabe.  For  the  Diocese  of 
Albany — Rev.  James  F.  Collins.  For  the  Archdiocese 
of  Boston— Revs.  James  F.  Keegan,  Michael  D.  Mur- 
phy, John  M.  Mulcahy  and  Laurence  J.  O'Toole. 
For  the  Diocese  of  Rochester — Revs.  Fr.  R.  Rauber 
and  Thomas  L.  Rossiter.  For  the  Diocese  of  Spring- 
field— Revs.  John  E.  Garrety  and  John  J.  O'Keefe. 
DEACONSHIP. — For  the  Archdiocese  of  New  York — 
Revs.  William  A.  Farrell,  Michael  McSwiggan,  Stephen 
G.  Nagle.  For  the  Diocese  of  Albany — Rev.  John  J. 
Crowley.  For  the  Archdiocese  of  Boston — Rev.  John 
F.  Cummins.  Diocese  of  Burlington — Rev.  Jerome 
Gelot.  Diocese  of  Rochester — Rev.  Thomas  L-  Ros- 
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siter.  SrsoEACONSHip. — For  the  Archdiocese  of  New 
York— Revs.  Charles  Colton,  James  L.Crosby,  M. J. 
Dougherty,  John  M.  Grady,  John  McCaffrey,  P.  G.  Me. 
Closkey,  Philip  Meister,  Michael  Montsomery.  For 
the  Diocese  of  Albany — Revs.  Francis  Cunningham, 
James  J.  Peyton,  John  L.  Reilly.  For  the  Archdio- 
cese of  Boston — Rev.  J.  P.  Egan.  For  the  Diocese 
of  Hartford— Rev.  Luke  Fitzsimmons.  For  the  Dio- 
cese of  Rochester — Rev.  Simon  Fitzsimmons.  For 
the  Diocese  of  Ogdensburg — Rev.  Michael  J.  Brown, 
John  F.  Fitzgerald  and  Thomas  J.  Kelleher.  Eleven 
students  received  minor  orders,  and  nineteen  initia- 
tory tonsure. 

On   the   morning    of   Saturday,   May  22nd,  at 

the  Seminary  of  Our  Lady  of  Angels,  by  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Loughlin,  of  Brooklyn,  Minor  Orders  were 
conferred  on  Messrs.  J.  Long,  J.  P.  Lasher,  M.  J. 
Lee,  and  P.  Kenny,  of  the  diocese  of  Buffalo;  Messrs 
W.  M.  Giles,  D.  Hickey,  J.  McCloskey,  J.  Brosnan, 
of  the  diocese  of  Brooklyn;  and  M.  A.  Taylor,  M.  Sal- 
ley,  M.  Sheahan,  of  the  diocese  of  New  York;  DEACON- 
SHIP,  on  Rev.  M.  J.  Garvin,  of  the  diocese  of  Albany; 
PRIESTHOOD,  on  Revs.  J.  Murtagh,  of  the  Diocese  of 
Dubuque;  C.  Curtin,  M.  Boylan,  and  M.  F.  Murray, 
of  the  diocese  of  Brooklyn;  Revs.  Geo.  G.  Dunbar,  J. 
McGrath,  J.  C.  O'Reilly,  J.  Johnson,  and  T.  Carrahcr, 
of  the  diocese  of  Buffalo.  Nine  other  students  received 
clerical  tonsnre. 

RECEPTIOXS   AND   PROFESSIONS. 

On  May  13,  the  Bishop-elect  of  Portand,  Maine, 

Rev.  Father  James  Healy,  received  to  the  holy  habit: 
Miss  Mary  Suyder  (Sister  Mary  Dolores),  Kate  Lennox 
(Sister  Mary  Raymond),  Miss  Kate  Sullivan  (Sister 
Mary  Helena),  Miss  Margaret  Dillon  (Sister  Mary 
Mechtildes),  Miss  Mary  McDonough  (Sister  Mary  Zita), 
Miss  Ellen  Boyle  (Sister  Mary  Thomasina),  Miss  Mary 
Dwy-er  (Sister  Mary  Auselm),  and  Miss  Rose  Kiernan 
(Sister  Mary  Alexis).  The  following  morning,  Sister 
Mary  Gabriel  Joseph  and  Sister  Mary  Jane  Josephine 
pronounced  their  holy  vows. 

On  Whit-Monday  the  solemn  ceremony  of  the 

religious  reception  and  profession  took  place  in  St. 
Alphonsus'  Convent  of  Mercy,  and  was  witnessed  by  a 
large  number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Rev.  Father 
Giesen  officiated,  and  preached  an  eloquent  sermon 
upon  the  rtligious  life.  The  names  of  the  young  la- 
dies who  were  on  this  occasion  received  into  the  Order 
of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  are:  Miss  Carrie  Haley,  of  Mo- 
bile, (Sister  Mary  Gertrude);  Miss  Emma  Geuerilly,  of 
New  Orleans,  (Sister  Margaret  Mary);  Miss  Anna 
Woolfolk,  of  Paducah,  (Sister  Mary  Raphael);  Miss 
Eliza  O'Brien,  of  Manchester,  England,  (Sister  Mary 
Elizabeth).  Sister  Mary  Columba  (Miss  Julia  Lillis), 
niece  of  the  late  Father  Lillis,  of  St.  Louis,  made  her 
final  vows  and  received  the  black  veil. — New  Orleans 
Morning  Star. 

ORDINATIONS  AT  ILCHESTER. — The  Most  Rev. 

Archbishop  Bay  ley  left  Baltimore  on  the  afternoon  of 
Monday,  May  17th,  for  the  purpose  of  ordaining  a  class 
of  the  Redemptorist  College  of  St.  Clement,  at  Ilches- 
ter,  Howard  county.  On  Tuesday  morning  the  Subdiac- 


onate  was  conferred  upon  the  following  candidates: 
Philip  Kummert,  Nicolas  King,  John  Rebhan,  and  John 
Lowekamp,  of  Baltimore;  Francis  Murphy,  of  Pitts- 
burg;  Aug.  Mclnerney,  New  York;  Henry  Dressman, 
Cumberland,  Md.;  James  McLauirhlin,  Providence, 
R.  I,  Chas.  Schmidt,  Hudson  City,  N.  J. ;  John  Leib- 
fritz,  Pittsburg;  Peter  Baush,  Philadelpia  ;  Sebastian 
Breihof,  New  York;  Adolph  Kuhmann,  New  York;  Ed- 
ward Weigel,  and  Chas.  Sigl,  Rochester,  N.  Y.  On 
Wednesday  the  class  was  ordained  to  the  Diaconate, 
and  on  Thursday,  the  Order  of  the  Priesthood  was  con- 
ferred upon  all  the  class,  except  Chas  Sigl.  Two  Dea- 
cons from  the  Passionist  Convent,  on  the  Frederick 
Road,  Baltimore  County,  were  also  ordaind  Priests. — 
Catholic  Jfirror. 

A  most  interesting  ceremony  was  witnessed  on 

the  20th  inst.,in  the  Chapel  at  St.  Francis  Asylum,  Pine 
Street,  in  the  profession  and  reception  of  several  young 
ladies.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Ryan  performed  the  cere- 
mony. The  following  novices  made  their  religious 
•vows:  Sister  Mary  Scholastica  Harris,  of  Baltimore ;  Sis- 
ter Mary  Perpetua  Tracy,  of  Freeport,  111.,  and  Sister 
Mary  Francis  de  Sales  Handrahan,  of  Pharlotte,  Iowa. 
The  following  young  ladies  received  the  habit  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Francis:  Miss  Bridget  Horsl  (Sister  Mary 
Rose),  Miss  Hannah  McElroy  (Sister  Mary  Vincent  de 
Paul).  Miss  Mary  Schreiner  (Sister  Mary  Stanislaus). 
These  three  young  ladies  are  of  the  city  of  Buffalo. — 
Catholic  Union. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  19TH  TO  THE  26TH  DAT  OF  MAY. 

One  hundred  and  fifty  letters  have  been  entered  on 
our  register;  two  hundred  and  seventy-seven  new 
members  have  been  admitted  to  the  Association; 
prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have  been  asked  by 
eighty-eight  persons  and  two  families;  conversion  has 
been  asked  for  twenty- five  individuals  and  one  family; 
special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  twenty-six  indi- 
viduals and  one  family,  also  for  the  success  of  one 
mission,  one  academy,  and  for  the  welfare  of  three 
communities. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re. 
ceived:  "I  would  have  written  to  you  before  this  to 
inform  you  of  the  recovery  of  my  brother,  Rev.  Father 
D.  He  is  able  to  say  Mass  daily.  Every  person  thinks 
his  recovery  was  "miraculous.  The  doctors  think  it 
was  a  very  peculiar  case.  He  himself  thinks  it  was 
certainly  miraculous.  Allow  me  to  return  thanks  for 

remembering  him   in  your  Mass."  "The  blessed 

water  has  not  failed  to  perform  miracles.  It  cured 
a  lady  who  had  a  disease  of  the  ear  for  over 
eight  years.  I  had  the  neuralgia  very  badly;  I  used 
some  of  the  blessed  water  on  going  to  bed,  and  the  next 
morning  the  pain  had  gone,  and  all  the  swelling  with 

it."  "I  gave  some  of  the  Lourdes  water  to  my 

children  who  had  the  measles.  Thanks  to  our 
Blessed  Lady  the  disease  showed  itself  only  in  a  light 
form,  and  the  children  are  now  as  well  as  ever." ''I 
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wrote  to  you  for  a  small  quantity  of  the  blessed  water 
of  Lourdes.  Promptly  you  complied  with  my  re- 
quest; for  in  due  course  of  time  the  holy  drops  were 
being  applied  to  the  poor  sufferer,  with  what  result 
the  following  extract  from  the  letter  of  the  fond  Iri*h 
mother  tells  more  eloquently  than  any  words  of  mine. 
She  says :  '  We  received  the  holy  water,  and  return  you 
and  the  good  Fathers  at  Notre  Dame  our  heartfelt 
thanks.  My  husband  and  myself  made  a  Novena  in 
honor  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  We  prayed  fer- 
vently to  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  have  our  child  restored. 
Gradually  we  noticed  a  change.  She  can  now  say 
some  words  as  plain  as  I  can.  She  walks  Avell;  on 
the  whole,  is  wonderfully  improved.  Mr.  F.  M.  used 
the  Lourdcs  water  on  his  eyes:  now  they  are  well. 
Since  Mr.  W.'sname  was  enrolled,  some  two  years  ago, 
he  has  changed  for  the  better.  He  became  very  de- 
vout, attending  church  regularly,  after  neglecting  his 
religious  duties  for  many  years." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  have 
been  asked  in  behalf  of  the  following  persons:  Miss 
JOHANNA  BRASSEL,  of  Sing  Sing,  N.  Y.,  who  departed 
this  life  on  the  8th  of  May;  MB.  MICHAEL  WHELAN, 
of  Rurna,  111.,  who  died  a  happy  death  on  the  13th  of 
May,  having  been  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church ;  MAKY  A.  NOONAN,  aged  fourteen  years,  who 
died  in  New  York,  the  14th  of  May ;  MAKY  HOPE,  of  Mid- 
dletown,  Conn.,  who  departed  this  life  the  7th  of  May; 
MRS.  LOUISA  KIDWELL,  of  Louisville,  Ky.,  who  died 
on  the  8th  of  May,  after  long  and  painful  suffering, 
borne  wiih  truly  Christian  fortitude  and  patience. 
And  several  others  whose  names  have  not  been  given. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


Saintly  Pontiffs  of  the  Church,  and  among  them  our 
immortal  Pius  IX  himself,  did  always  and  everywhere 
surro"und  the  Sanctuary  Lamp  with  a  special  solicitude. 
There  is,  perhaps,  nota  point  of  ecclesiastical  discipline 
onwhich  they  more  seldom  granted  any  dispensation. 
Nor  is  it  less  edifying  to  meet,  at  every  step  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  Church,  the  faith  of  our  forefathers  declaring 
and  exhibiting  itself  in  the  munificence  of  their  liberal- 
ity towards  the  Lamps  of  the  Sanctuary;  multiplying 
them,  even  by  the  hundred,  around  one  solitary  taberna- 
cle. Such  considerations,  we  will  not  conceal  it,  have  a 
double  charm  for  us;  indeed,  they  encourage  us  to 
carry  out  a  long-cherished  idea,  now  changed  into  a 
fixed  resolution,  viz.:  to  establish  in  the  new  Church 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  a  lampadaire  of  nine 
lamps,  in  honor  of  the  Nine  Choirs  of  Angels,  thus 
represented  in  their  unceasing  adorations,  praises  and 
supplications  before  the  Tabernacle  of  the  living  God. 
The  cost  will  be  five  thousand  dollars.  Any  subscrip- 
tions, from  25  cents  vipward,  towards  this  monument 
of  faith  and  piety,  in  this  our  own  country,  will  be 
thankfully  received  by  the  Director  of  the  Association 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  We  were  delighted, 
the  other  day,  to  see  the  promptitude  and  right  good 
will  with  which  the  Freeman's  appeal  for  the  Ameri- 
can Lamp  at  Paray-Le-Monial  was  met,  and  even 
exceeded.  It  was  an  unmistakable  evidence  that  the 
Catholic  American  heart  Avas  pleased  and  rejoiced  in 
the  consoling  fact  that  the  American  Church  was  now 
represented  fittingly,  thanks  to  Mr.  McMaster's  gener- 
ous initiative  and  perseverance,  in  the  venerable  Sanc- 
tuary towards  which  all  noblest  aspirations  converge 
the  centre  whence  they  expect  blessings  and  success. 


Our  Lady  of  Hermits. 

A   LEGEND   OP   THE   17TH   CENTU.RY.  * 

la  a  vast  mediaeval  hall,  whose  walls  were 
adorned  with  paintings,  in  fresco,  of  the  most 
terrific  subjects,  and  around  which  were  seen  those 
stone  benches  only  found  in  the  feudal  castles  of 
Germany,  were  steated  some  Helvetian  gentlemen 
quaffing  deep  draughts  of  Rhenish  wine  from 
large,  old-fashioned  goblets.  In  the  midst  of  this 
Teutonic  banquet,  whilst  a  young  officer  named 
Berthold  was  uttering  some  of  the  most  extrava- 
gant nonsense,  a  pilgrim  was  ushered  in;  he  was 
going,  alone  and  barefooted,  to  visit  "  Our  Lady  of 
Hermits  "  (a  famous  pilgrimage  in  Switzerland, 
surnamed  "the  Loreto  of  Helvetia")  when  the 
approach  of  a  violent  storm  forced  him  to  ask 
hospitality  at  the  castle.  The  noble  host  arose 
from  his  seat  and  courteously  conducted  his  new 
guest  to  the  corner  of  a  vast  Gothic  fireplace, 
where  whole  oaks  were  burning.  This  duty  ac- 
complished, Berthold,  without  any  respect  for  the 
austere  presence  of  the  pilgrim,  resumed  the  silly 
and  impious  discourse  which  his  entrance  had  for 
a  moment  interrupted,  casting  from  time  to  time  a 
furtive  glance  at  the  stranger  to  see  what  eifect 
his  words  produced  on  him;  but  the  pale,  emaci- 
ated face  of  the  holy  man  remained  perfectly  calm 
and  motionless.  The  banquet  over,  the  guests  or- 
dered their  horses,  and  prepared  to  go  to  their 
several  homes.  "  The  night  is  dark,"  said  the  host 
to  the  young  miscreant,  Berthold,  who  was  a  rela- 
tive of  this  own;  "thou  hast  to  pass  through  a 
glen  haunted  by  evil  spirits.  Something  bad  might 
happen  to  thee.  Be  advised  by  me,  and  stay  here 
to-night." 

"  Pshaw  !  "  laughed  the  officer — who  was  in  the 
service  of  France, — "  I  fear  neither  God  nor  devil !  " 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  of  that  ?  "  demanded  the 
pilgrim,  in  a  tone  of  gloomy  raillery,  which  made 
all  the  others  afraid. 

"  So  sure,  honest  pilgrim,  that  I  now  drink  to 
Lucifer,  and  beg  the  favor  of  his  company  to  escort 
me  home  to-night,  if  it  be  convenient." 

"And  thou  wouldst  deserve  it  well,"  cried  the 
host,  turning  pale. 

"  We  will  petition  Our  Lady  for  you,"  said  the 
immovable  pilgrim;  "you  will  need  her  help." 

"Oh,  pray  do  not  trouble  yourself — I  can  dis- 


*  From  "The  History  of  the  Devotion  to  Mary,"  by 
the  Abbe  Orsiui,  translated  by  Mrs.  Sadlier. 
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pense  with  your  prayers1' ;  and  he  bowed  ironically 
to  the  holy  man.  Some  minutes  after,  he  was  iii 
the  stirrups,  and  dashing  down  the  hill  on  which 
the  castle  stood,  singing  the  chorus  of  a  bac- 
chanalian song. 

The  night  was  far  advanced,  the  silence  pro- 
found, and  the  solitude  unbroken;  the  full-orbed 
moon,  fair  and  lonely,  shone  out  at  times  through 
thick,  dark  clouds,  in  a  starless  sky,  and  flashes 
of  lightning  darted  at  intervals  along  the  horizon. 
For  some  reason,  best  known  to  himself,  the  young 
man  left  off  singing,  but  kept  swearing  occasion- 
ally. He  at  last  reached  the  dangerous  place  men- 
tioned by  his  friend,  which  was  known  by  a  name 
very  common  in  Helvetia,  "The  Devil's  Road." 
It  was  a  deep  gorge,  hollowed  between  the  reddish 
flanks  of  two  mountains — a  wild  and  gloomy  spot, 
where  the  Alpine  goat  would  have  scarcely  ven- 
tured even  in  the  light  of  day.  At  that  dead  hour 
of  the  night,  when  the  deep  stillness  and  the  fear- 
ful gloom  called  forth  every  superstitious  feeling 
latent  in  the  mind,  the  young  Swiss,  becoming 
somewhat  uneasy,  mechanically  placed  his  hand 
on  his  sword;  then,  ashamed  of  himself,  he  began 
to  laugh  at  his  own  fears. 

"  I  have  specially  invited  Lucifer  to  see  me 
home,"  said  the  miscreant,  willing  to  indulge  his 
pride  by  an  idle  boast ;  "  but  he  is  deaf,  it  seems — 
or  hell  is  empty."  The  thunder  growled  in  the 
distance,  and  a  flash  of  lightning  illumined  the 
woods  and  mountains,  showing  him  two  hideous 
dwarfs  at  his  horse's  head.  "  Ha! "  cried  the  officer, 
with  a  studder;  but  quickly  resuming  his  wonted 
insolence,  "  A  vaunt,  ye  fiends  !  "  he  cned,  proudly 
waving  his  sword ;  "  two  wretched  dwarfs  would  be 
only  a  fitting  escort  for  some  Alpine  cow-herd  ! " 

The  dwarfs  disappeared,  and  the  gallop  of  two 
horses  rapidly  descending  the  almost  perpendic- 
ular face  of  the  mountain  made  Berthold  turn 
his  head.  The  horsemen  were  two  knights,~in 
black  armor,  mounted  on  steeds  of  the  same  color. 
Their  eyes  shone  like  blazing  coals  through  the 
bars  of  their  closed  helmeits ;  to  their  arms  were 
attached  the  morgensteni  of  ancient  Germany,  a 
club  studded  with  long  iron  noints  apparently  reek- 
ing writh  human  gore,  ana  streams  of  fire  waved 
above  their  helmets  instead  of  plumes. 

The  gloomy  knights  drew  up  in  silence  on  either 
side  of  the  terrified  officer,  snatched  the  reins  from 
his  trembling  hands,  and  three  horses  dashed  along 
at  lightning  speed ;  mountain  after  mountain  disap- 
peared; sparks  of  fire  darted  from  the  stones  of 
the  road,  and  distance  was  no  sooner  perceived 
than  passed.  Frail  bridges  of  flexible  branches, 
spanning  cataracts  so  fearful  that  even  the  boldest 
hunter  of  the  Alps  would  scarce  set  foot  upon  them, 
were  crossed  with  the  swiftness  of  the  wind.  The 


regions  of  eternal  snow  were  quickly  gained,  and 
the  horses,  redoubling  their  fury,  made  straight  for 
a  tremendous  gulf  where,  far  down  as  the  eye  could 
see,  rolled  a  mountain  stream,  its  uoise  hardly 
perceptible  from  the  immense  height  above.  Sud- 
denly, from  amidst  those  gloomy  wraters,  reddened 
at  times  by  subterranean  fires,  a  multitude  of  hoarse, 
hollow  voices  were  heard. 

"Revenge  !  revenge  ! "  they  cried;  "  give  us  the 
seducer,  the  false  friend,  the  duellist  ! '' 

"  We  bring  him !  "  replied  the  knights,  brandish- 
ing their  ponderous  clubs. 

A  cold  sweat  bedewed  Berthold's  brow;  his  hair 
stood  on  end,  and  his  features  were  convulsed  with 
mortal  terror;  for  amongst  those  accusing  voices 
there  were  many  that  he  well  knew — voices  that 
pierced  his  very  soul:  remorse  began  to  speak  as 
loud  as  fear  within  his  wretched  soul. 

"Give  us  the  gambler,  the  slanderer,  the  blas- 
phemer, the  perjurer!  "  cried  the  voices  from  the 
abyss;  and  Berthold's  gloomy  companions,  laugh- 
ing within  their  helmets,  with  a  clanking,  horrible 
laugh,  answered  the  voices  from  below :  "  We  bring 
him!  we  bring  him!" 

"  Give  us  the  impious!  " 

"We  bring  him!  "  was  still  the  answer  of  the 
black  knights,  and  Berthold  well  nigh  lost  his 
senses.  Already  were  the  three  horsemen  on  the 
edge  of  a  steep  rock  overhanging  the  dread  abyss. 
Another  moment,  and  all  would  be  over. 

But  suddenly  the  two  black  knights  stopped  in 
the  midst  of  a  furious  gallop,  and  stood  still  and 
mute  as  statues.  The  light  peal  of  abell  was  heard 
from  afar:  it  was  the  midnight  Office  bell  ring- 
ing in  Our  Lady's  chapel  at  Einsiedeln.  Berthold 
understood  that  Mary's  influence  had  paralyzed 
the  fearful  power  which  was  dragging  him  down 
to  hell,  and,  hastily  making  the  Sign  of  the  Cross, 
he  fervently  recommended  himself  to  the  protect- 
ing Virgin,  who  seemed  to  interpose  between  him 
and  the  condign  punishment  which  his  conscience 
told  him  he  so  well  deserved.  The  bell  ceased 
ringing,  and  the  young  officer  felt  his  heart  sink, 
as  he  saw  the  two  knights  once  more  moving  on 
their  black  coursers.  But  the  voice  of  repentance 
had  ascended  to  the  starry  throne  of  Mary;  and 
the  demons,  with  an  impotent  gesture  of  rage  and 
despair,  plunged  headlong  into  the  chasm,  leaving 
Berthold  alone  on  the  brink.  The  moon  just  then 
emerging  from  a  mass  of  dark  clouds,  shone 
brightly  down  from  her  meridian  height,  and  the 
officer  "discovered,  to  his  great  surprise,  that  he 
was  on  the  highest  ridge,  of  the  mountains,  and 
would  find  it  extremely  difficult  to  descend.  Some 
days  after,  the  young  nobleman  went  barefooted 
to  Our  Lady  of  Hermits',  to  the  great  amazement 
of  his  boon  companions,  and  made  a  vow,  in  expi- 
ation of  his  sinful  orgies,  never  to  drink  any  other 
beverage  than  the  pure  water  from  the  spring. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Ang-elus.  , 

No.  XXXIV.— [CONCLUSION.] 
This  prayer  commands  respect  and  inspires  con- 
fidence. It  is  venerable,  because  of  its  origin ;  it 
is  divinely  beautiful,  by  reason  of  the  persons  who 
have  composed  it,  and  the  mysteries  which  it  pro- 
claims; it  is  solemn,  in  the  manner  in  which  it  is 
recited;  of  all  the  Catholic  prayers,  the  Angelas 
is  the  only  one  which  must,  rigorously  speaking, 
be  recited  kneeling  and  at  the  sound  of  the  trum- 
pets of  the  Church  militant;  it  is  efficacious,  for  all 
Christian  ages  prove  it;  it  is  rich,  by  the  spiritual 
favors  attached  to  it. 

Let  us  leave  then  in  their  stupid  indifference 
those  poor  wretched  souls  who  have  neither  mind 
to  understand  the  wonderful  splendor  of  the  su- 
pernatural order,  nor  heart  to  feel  it;  let  us  Cath- 
olics of  the  nineteenth  century  love  the  Angelus. 
Let  us  love  it  as  it  was  loved  by  those  great  Popes 
who  did  so  much  to  make  it  popular.  Let  us  love 
it  as  our  fathers  and  all  the  saints  loved  it;  as  St. 
Vincent  of  Paul  loved  it — who,  wherever  he  was, 
even  when  at  court,  fell  on  his  knees  at  the  sound 
of  the  bell,  and  his  example  was  followed  by 
those  present.  Let  us  love  it  for  our  country ;  for 
the  whole  Church;  for  sinners;  for  ourselves. 
This  love  is  an  integral  part  of  devotion  towards 
the  Blessed  Virgin;  and  devotion  to  her  is  for 
each  one  of  us  a  great  consolation  during  the  pres- 
ent life,  and  a  pledge  of  happiness  for  the  future. 
In  proof  of  this  we  narrate  the  following,  with 
which  we  will  finish  our  treatise. 

About  the  year  1842  there  was  at  Rome  an  old 
octogenarian,  who  had  had  the  great  happiness  of 
living  four  years  with  one  of  the  most  illustrious 
saints  of  our  epoch.  This  Saint,  who  was  canon- 
ized in  1839,  and  whom  the  Church  has  just  raised 
to  the  rank  of  her*- Doctors,  is  St.  Alphonsus  Li- 
guori.  This  venerable  religious  spoke  with  great 


feeling  of  the  Saint,  his  habits  of  life,  his  amiabil- 
ity, and  his  tender  devotion  towards  the  sweet 
Mother  of  God.  Never  will  I  forget  these  consol- 
ing words  written  by  the  Saint:  To  love  the  Blessed 
Virgin  is  a  great  sign  of  predestination,  and  a  grace 
which  God -grants  to  those  whom  He  wishes  to  save. 

Nothing  is  more  certain;  for  the  words  of  the 
holy  Doctor  are  but  a  translation  of  the  Divine 
promise,  placed  by  the  Church  on  the  lips  of  the 
Queen  of  Heaven:  "Those  who  embellish  me 
will  have  eternal  life."  Qui  elucidant  me,  mtam 
ceternam  habebunt.  But,  it  will  be  asked:  What 
does  it  mean  to  embellish  the  Blessed  Virgin? 
What  need  has  she  of  it?  Is  she  not  the  most 
beautiful  creature  that  ever  came  forth  from  the 
hands  of  God  ?  Most  assuredly  she  is.  To  embel- 
lish Mary  is  simply  to  add  to  her  external  and 
purely  accessory  beauty  and  glory. 

Hence  there  is  a  moral  and  a  material  ornament. 
The  first  consists  in  loving  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
This  says  everything,  for  love  is  active,  and  mani- 
fests itself  in  works.  To  love  the  Blessed  Virgin 
is  to  think  of  her,  to  clebrate  her  festivals  with 
joy,  to  frequent  her  altars,  associate  with  those 
who  honor  her;  be  faithful  to  those  practices  by 
which  Catholic  piety  shows  its  filial  confidence; 
and,  as  much  as  human  weakness  permits,  imitate 
her  in  her  horror  for  evil ;  in  her  love  of  good ;  in 
her  tenderness  towards  our  Lord,  her  Divine  Son ; 
in  her  compassion  for  sinners;  in  her  modesty, 
patience,  detachment  from  the  perishable  things 
of  earth.  In  doing  all  this  does  the  love  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  consist. 

The  second  consists  in  zeal  for  her  external  wor- 
ship. In  praising,  adorning  and  enriching  her 
altars  and  sanctuaries,  sparing  neither  fatigue  nor 
expense.  To  persevere  in  these  dispositions  in 
spite  of  indifference  and  hostility,  is  to  embellish 
Mary;  and,  consequently,  to  have  stamped  upon 
our  brow  the  seal  of  the  elect,  and  to  have  the 
consoling  assurance  of  possessing  a  grace  which 
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God  gives  only  to  those  whom  Ho  wishes  to  save. 
"Those  who  embellish  me  will  have  eternal  life"; 
Qui  elucidant  me,  mtam  cuter  i\ain  habebunt.  "\Vith 
this  thought  we  end.  May  our  fidelity  to  the  An- 
gelas be  the  pledge  of  our  future  happiness. 


Holy  Mother  of  God. 


BT  MARIAPHILOS. 


If  we  look  on  the  sun  when  he  sweeps  with  his  ray, 
Seas,  cities  and  plains  in  the  blaze  of  noonday, 
The  dazzling  light  that  pours  down  from  the  skies, 
Earth's  best  forms  and  colors  doth  steal  from  our  eyes. 

ir. 

Thus,  MOTHER  OF  GOD!  thy  mysterious  crown, 
Fixed  in  God,  like  the  evening  star  in  the  sun, 
Evanishing,  glowing  in  the  light  of  His  light, 
Leads  forth  the  frail  heart  from  the  shadows  of  night. 

in. 

O  Virgin  sublimest!  Pearl  of  Motherhood! 
The  great  God  of  Hosts  is  the  Blood  of  thy  blood. 
As  long  as  the  pillars  of  Heaven  shall  stand 
Thy  word  to  the  Word  shall  be  as  a  command. 

IV. 

The  reign  of  sweet  Mercy  and  pity  begun, 
When  a  Virgin  could  say  to  the  Godhead:  "  My  Son!" 
'Twas  a  great  "Fiat  lax"  which  all  darkness  dis- 
pelled,— 
A  more  beautiful  Eden  than  Eve  e'er  beheld. 

v. 

Earth,  lift  up  your  arms  before  Mary's  high  throne, 
For  the  will  of  her  Son  had  made  thee  all  her  own, 
Her  will  is  His  will  and  Heaven  beside, 
For  He  knows  who  wept  with  Him  when  He  wept 
and  died. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BT  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  VIII.— [CONTINUED.] 
"  She's  got  a  will  of  her  own.  Commend  me  to 
a  blonde  for  that.  It  will  be  no  end  of  trouble  to 
manage  her.  I'll  speak  to  her  father  about  these 
expeditions  to  St.  Xavier's,  for  it  will  not  really  be 
prudent  to  allow  her  to  go  there  to  confession,  so 
far,  and  in  such  a  mixture.  I  don't  know  what 
Louise  Waite  could  have  been  thinking  about! 
Peter,  give  me  just  a  thimbleful  of  curacoa;  I  can't 
get  up  my  strength  in  the  least:  then  throw  out 
those  flowers,  they  suffocate  me." 

Peter  brought  the  curacoa,  in  a  small  scarlet 
goblet  of  crystal  that  with  its  gold  devices  looked 
as  much  like  a  flame  as  the  fluid  within  it  really 
was  pungent,  fiery  and  subtle:  but  he  did  not 
throw  away  the  flowers;  he  never  did,  for  he  con- 
sidered the  scarcely  faded  blossoms  of  yesterday 


that  were  replaced  by  fresh  ones  to-day  his  special 
perquisite,  and  turned  them  over  to  a  bedridden 
daughter  he  had  at  home,  who  made  them  up  into 
brettonieres  and  arranged  them  in  a  moss-lined 
basket,  which  her  little  son,  a  bright,  merry-faced 
chap,  carried  to  the  fashionable  hotels,  where  they 
had  a  ready  sale  among  the  exquisites  who  fre- 
quented the  receptions,  germans,  and  other  gaieties 
of  the  Capital.  But  Miss  Arnold  was  never  without 
her  violets,  geranium-leaves  and  winter  roses.  Sybil 
saw  to  that;  and  let  who  may  disbelieve  it,  the 
little  attention  was  such  a  balm  to  her,  and  the 
flowers  glorified  her  lonely  room  with  so  many  old 
springtime  memories  of  the  past,  that  she  seemed 
to  grow  more  patient  with  Edyth's  shortcomings, 
having  pleasant  things  to  occupy  her  mind  which 
left  less  scope  for  the  monotonous  fret  and  wrorry  of 
her  daily  existence.  It  was  worth  kind  words  and  a 
few  flowers  to  open  the  haunted  spots  of  a  life 
like  hers  to  let  in  the  sunshine. 

"  It's  them  vi'lets ;  they've  sort  of  sot  the  po'  old 
thing  up ! "  was  Maumy  Barbara's  remark  to 
Peter  one  day,  when  they  were  discussing  various 
members  of  the  household,  and  Miss  Arnold  in 
particular.  "If  you  b'lieve  me,  that  chile  takes 
'em  to  her  her  own  self,  the  next  niinit  after  she 
gets  'em  herself.  She  aint  been  'custoined  to  sech 
'tentions, — not  sence  she  come  here  anyways,  an'  I 
reckon  they  does  her  good." 

"In  course  they  does.  Po'  white  folks  has  ther 
feelin's  as  well  as  colored  pussons;  an'  I  tell  you 
the  young  Missis  makes  a  sort  o'  warm  brightness 
in  the  house ;  not  that  she  says  or  does  much,  but 
her  ways  is  kind,  and  her  looks  is  kind ;  she  ain't 
al'ays  thinkiu'  'bout  herself,  as  if  ther  wasn't  no- 
body else  in  the  world.  An'  I  tell  you,  it  won't 
be  safe  for  to  go  crossin'  of  her,  for  the  way  master 
watches  her  when  he  thinks  nobody  sees  him  is  a 
pity !  I  sees  many  a  thing  from  my  pantry  do',  for  I 
has  nothin'  to  do  but  look  on,  you  know,  an'  make 
my  own  observations,  that  I  keeps  mostly  to  myself." 

That  Saturday  morning,  expecting  Sybil,  Mrs. 
Waite  had  arranged  her  household  matters,  and 
was  waiting  for  her  when  her  note  came.  She 
laid  off  her  wraps  and  bonnet  and  went  to  the 
schoolroom,  where  the  young  people  were  waiting 
for  their  cousin,  everything  in  order  for  her  enter- 
tainment according  to  their  ideas  of  order — for 
tables,  chairs,  and  floor  were  covered  with  their 
treasures,  fishing-tackle  and  flies,  curious  games, 
bat  and  ball,  air-guns,  and  other  cherished  ob- 
jects which  were  dearest  and  most  enjoyable  to 
their  hearts,  possessed  as  they  were  of  a  wide  capac- 
ity for  boyish  pleasures.  And  they  took  it  for 
granted  that  whatever  delighted  them  must  neces- 
sarily delight  everyone  else,  giris  or  not.  They  felt 
like  young  knights,  in  the  possession  of  a  beautiful 
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gro\vn  up  cousin;  they  were  to  be  her  champions, 
she  having  no  brothers  of  her  own ;  and  if  she 
failed  to  have  a  good  time,  it  should  not  be  their 
fault.  These  were  the  sentiments  that  in  a  crude, 
boyish  form  animated  their  hearts  towards  Sybil, 
and  kept  them  from  their  out-door  games  and  en- 
joyments to  do  her  honor  on  this  their  eagerly 
longed  for  holiday;  and  now,  having  got  every- 
thing ready,  they  were  waiting  around  impatiently, 
and  beginning  to  fume  because  she  did  not  come. 
At  this  juncture  Mrs.  Waite  appeared,  and  before 
they  had  time  to  swarm  around  her  with  a  thou- 
sand-and-one  questions,  slie  said: 

"  Boys,  you'd  better  go  out  and  have  a  run ;  and 
Natalie,  dear,  you  and  Clara  will  have  time  for  a 
nice  walk." 

"  Where's  Sybil  ?  I  say,  mother,  where  is  she  ?  " 
querried  John,  in  his  big  voice. 

"Yes,"  put  in  Baste,  "I  want  to  know  where 
she  is  ? " 

"  I  know  it's  some  of  Aunt  Weston's  fid-fad  do- 
ings! "  added  Con,  in  indignant  tones. 

"Oh,  mamma!  why  is  not  Sybil  coming?"  ex- 
claimed Clara,  not  to  be  behindhand  with  the  others. 

"She  is  coming  by-and-by,  but  has  to  go  to  the 
dressmaker's." 

"  Hang  the  dressmaker!  Sybil's  not  going  to  be 
a  circus-rider  that  she  must  have  so  much  finery 
and  nonsense." 

"John!" 

"And  she  promised!"  growled  Con. 

"  Oh,  pshaw !  it's  no  use !  she's  to  be  ground  up 
into  a  fashionable  young  lady.  Good-bye,  Sybil !  we 
boys  aren't  company  for  the  'Duchess  May.'  " 

"Baste!  how  silly  you  are!  You  are  all  really 
rude  sometimes,  do  you  know?  You  haven't 
given  me  time  to  explain.  Your  cousin  will  be 
here  after  a  while,  and  will  take  tea  with  us,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite. 

"If  she  don't  have  to  go  to  the  tailor's  or  the 
milliner's  or  somewhere!"  was  John's  indignant 
response 

"  Boys,  do  you  remember  what  to-morrow  is  ?  " 
asked  their  mother. 

"  Of  course,  mother !  Catch  Father  Tracy  letting 
us  forget!  I  tell  you  he  keeps  us  up  to  drill. 
Come  Con,  get  the  bat  and  ball  and  let's  be  off; 
and  after  the  game,  we'll  go  and  be  done  with  it," 
answered  Baste. 

"  Baste,  you  are  speaking  irreverently  ?  "  said  his 
mother. 

"  I  don't  mean  to,  mother;  but  tell  me  honestly, 
do  you  like  to  go  to  confession  ?  I  say  it's  no  joke 
for  a  fellow  to  go  and  tell  how  bad  he  is." 

"If  there  were  an  easier  way  to  forgiveness,  I 
dare  say,  Baste,  that  none  of  us  would  be  slow  in 
choosing  it;  as  it  is — " 


"  We've  got  to  face  the  music,  to  the  right  about 
march!  "  exclaimed  Con,  with  his  merry  laugh. 

"  I  think  it's  worse  for  the  priest  than  for  the 
people:  to  think  of  his  having  to  listen  to  their 
wickedness,  and  foolishness,  all  his  days!  faugh  I 
it  makes  me  sick  just  to  think  of  it! "  said  John, 
with  one  of  those  deep  looks  that  made  his  face 
have  an  eerie  expression  when  they  came  into  it. 

It  was  a  peculiarity  of  these  brothers  for  each 
one  to  have  a  say  on  whatever  subject  that  might 
be  started  in  their  presence ;  and  Mrs.  Waite,  wish- 
ing each  one  to  develop  his  individual  charac- 
teristics, would  not  check  them ;  she  wanted  them 
to  have  opinions  of  their  own,  and  independence 
to  express  them,  otherwise  she  would  have  no  way 
of  knowing  what  were  the  workings  of  each  mind 
or  how  to  guide  them  out  of  the  erroneous  ideas 
and  fallacies  that  will  spring  up  like  weeds  in  the 
best-guarded  hearts  of  the  young  and  inexperi- 
enced. 

"And,  mother!  I  tell  you  what,  it's  hard  lines 
for  Con  and  I,  when  boys  say  things  to  us  about 
being  Catholics — " 

"Yes,  and  tell  us  to  our  faces  that  we  can  lie  or 
steal,  or  do  anything  bad  we  want  to,  and  the 
priest  will  forgive  us  for  money." 

"And  when  we  tell  them  it  is  no  such  thing, 
they  say  they  know  better,  for  they  read  it  in  books 
and  in  the  newspapers,"  added  Baste. 

"  And  then — "  she  asked. 

"Well,  one  word  brings  on  another,  and  some- 
body gets  knocked  down,  and  some  others  get 
their  heads  punched  occasionally." 

"  That  is  not  a  good  way  to  argue,  boys.  It  is 
bringing  human  passions  against  error,  anger  and 
blows  against  ignorance;  for  you  must  know  that 
most  of  those  who  are  outside  the  Faith  have  no 
conception  of  its  truths,  except  as  they  learn 
them  from  others  who  know  as  little.  In  this  way 
they  judge  us  erroneously." 

"  But  they  needn't  be  insulting,  mother,  and  tell 
us  they  know  more  about  our  religion  than  we  do 
ourselves!  You  can't  argue  with  such  fellows  ex- 
cept with  your  fists! "  said  Con. 

"  Con,  I  wish  I  could  make  it  clear  to  you,  that 
it  is  self-love,  I  fear,  more  than  zeal  for  your  relig- 
ion that  makes  you  take  offence,  and  resent  the 
foolish  expressions  of  those  who  know  no  better, 
and  who  can  judge  you  only  by  your  daily  life. 
It  is  very  provoking,  I  grant;  but,  my  boy,  you 
can't  begin  too  soon  to  learn  to  '  possess  your  soul 
in  patience'." 

"Anyhow,  mother,  St.  Peter  cut  off  the  ear  of 
the  high-priest's  servant,  and  I  think  it's  a  pity  he 
didn't  take  some  of  their  heads  off  instead  of  an 
ear,"  said  John. 

"And  our  Lord,  in  whose  defence  it  was  done, 
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rebuked  him,  and  healed  the  man's  wound.  Come 
now,  boys,  never  do  you  be  ashamed  of  your  re- 
ligion, no  matter  what  people  may  say  or  think 
about  it,  but  show  by  your  lives  what  it  is;  if  need 
be,  die  for  it,  but  sin  not  even  in  its  defence." 

"  But  how  would  you  like  to  be  called  a  Paddy 
because  you're  a  Catholic  ? "  asked  Baste,  indig- 
nantly. 

"I  shouldn't  mind  in  the  least,  since  'Paddy' 
means  a  people  who  have  suffered  martyrdom  for 
their  Faith,  for  centuries.  Well  may  their  native 
land  be  called  the  '  Isle  of  Saints'." 

"But  they're  just  like  St.  Peter,  if  I  know  any- 
thing about  them ;  it's  a  word  and  a  blow !"  said 
John,  with  a  chuckle,  thinking  he  had  cornered 
his  mother. 

"They  have  his  Faith, — and  endure  all  things 
even  death,  rather  than  betray  it.  But  it  is  time  for 
you  to  be  oft  now,  and  don't  forget  that  it  is  only 
by  your  own  acts  that  you  can  prove  what  your 
faith  teaches  in  deed  and  in  truth,"  said  the  patient 
mother,  as  she  pushed  back  the  crisp,  black  curls 
from  Baste's  forehead,  where  they  were  continually 
upsetting  themselves  and  dangling  in  his  eyes,  es- 
pecially if  he  got  to  talking  about  anything  that 
excited  or  worried  him;  for  then  he  had  a  fashion 
of  throwing  his  head  back  with  a  quick  motion  by 
way  of  emphasis,  now  and  again,  which  set  them 
every  one  in  motion. 

"  Get  him  a  girl's  round  comb,  mother,  to  keep 
them  out  of  his  eyes ;  they  might  make  him  squint !" 
suggested  John- 

"  Stop  your  chaff,  old  fellow !"  laughed  Baste. 

"  And,  I  say :  don't  you  and  Con  go  to  cutting  off 
somebody's  ears  before  you  get  home!"  retorted 
John. 

"  All  right !"  said  the  lads,  goodnaturedly,  as  they 
gathered  up  their  baseball  things,  hunted  up  their 
caps,  and  finally  scampered  down  their  own  stair- 
case and  out  of  the  side  door,  with  a  merry  whoop 
and  hurra. 

"  Ileigh-ho !  I'm  left  alone  in  my  glory !  "  said 
John,  as  the  last  sound  of  their  voices  died  away. 

"  Not  quite  alone,  my  lad.  I  am  going  to  sit  here 
•with  you.  See!  I  have  De  Chaillu's  adventures 
among  the  gorillas  to  read  to  you." 

"  Oh,  mother !  what  a  treat !  "  exclaimed  the  boy, 
his  intelligent  face  lit  up  with  a  sudden  glow. 

John  was  happy  now,  having  her  thus  all  to  him- 
self, and  she  reading  aloud  to  him  of  scenes  and  ad- 
ventures that,  like  a  miracle,  seemed  to  rehabilitate 
his  crippled  body  with  new  life  and  strength,  as  in 
imagination  he  followed  the  adventurous  traveller 
through  the  deep  jungles  and  forests  of  Africa,  in 
company  with  savages,  searching  for  the  hideous 
animals  scarcely  a  scale  lower  than  themselves. 
The  moments  passed  rapidly,  they  did  not  know 


how  rapidly,  until  a  shadow  fell  across  them,  and 
on  looking  up  they  saw  Sybil,  who  had  come  in 
unheard  by  either  Mrs.  Waite  or  John,  so  deeply 
were  they  both  interested  in  the  book. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


THE    LIFE 

OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 


CHAPTER  VII.  [CONTINUED.] 
A  still  greater  trial  was  at  hand  for  poor  Euge- 
nie; the  friend  and  the  benefactress  who  had  been 
hitherto  the  mainstay  of  her  institute,  and  the 
P£re  Assant,  who  had  been  her  spiritual  director 
during  its  arduous  beginnings,  left  Paris  about  the 
same  time,  leaving  her  destitute  of  the  constant 
sympathy  and  consolation  they  had  afforded  her, 
and  impressing  on  her  mind  and  on  her  heart  a 
fresh  sense  of  her — in  one  sense — solitary  position. 
The  wounds  inflicted  by  her  total  separation  from 
her  family  reopened,  as  it  were,  under  the  influ- 
ence of  this  new  bereavement,  and  she  wrote  in 
the  fulness  of  her  heart,  to  the  Cure  d'Ars,  a  letter 
which  the  Abbe  Toccanier  in  M.  Vianney's  name 
answered  as  follows: 

"M.  le  Cure  smiles  when  I  tell  him  all  you  have  to 
go  through,  and  he  bids  me  to  repeat  to  you  what  he 
desired  me  to  say  to  a  good  widow  devoted  to  all  sorts 
of  holy  works,  aud  who  suffers  cruel  persecution :  '  As- 
sure her  that  those  crosses  are  flowers  which  will  soon 
bear  fruit-' 

"You  have  thought,  prayed,  taken  advice  and  thor- 
oughly weighed  the  sacrifices  you  are  called  upon  to 
make;  you  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  in  under- 
taking this  work  you  are  doing  God's  will;  the  energy 
which  He  alone  can  give  will  enable  you  to  accom- 
plish what  you  have  begun.  M.  le  Cure  has  said  to 
me  over  and  over  again,  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  con- 
viction: 'Their  enterprise  is  certain  to  succeed;  but 
tlie  foundress  will  have  to  learn  that  such  a  work  can 
only  be  consolidated  by  labor,  anxiety,  efforts  and  suf- 
ferings.' But  he  always  adds  :  'If  God  be  with  them, 
who  shall  be  against  them'?" 

Another  time  the  Abbe  writes  to  a  third  person: 

"  I  feel  deeply  concerned  at  the  thought  of  tlie  many 
and  severe  trials  which  beset  your  friend.  Tell  her 
that  the  holy  Cure  forbids  her  to  look  back,  and  ex- 
horts her  to  obey  the  blessed  call  she  has  received. 
The  Souls  in  Purgatory  must  be  enabled  to  feel  that 
their  advocates  on  earth  sympathize  with  them  from 
an  experimental  knowledge  of  suffering;  and  mind 
you  continue  praying  to  St.  Philomena  and  begging1 
of  her  to  obtain  the  necessary  means  for  the  accom- 
plishment of  this  holy  project." 

These  and  many  other    assurances  from  the 
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Saint  of  Ars  gave  Eugenie  courage  to  persevere 
and  even  rejoice  in  the  midst  of  continual  crosses. 
One  of  the  most  painful  circumstances  attending 
this  period  of  her  work  was  the  ever-Increasing 
conviction  that  her  coadjutor — the  Vicaire  of  the 
Church  of  St.  Therry,  who  had  given  the  first  im- 
pulse to  it  in  Paris,  and  herself,  into  whose  hands 
he  had  committed  it,  differed  so  much  on  various 
points  that  it  was  becoming  impossible  to  carry  it 
on  conjointly.  She  spoke  to  him  frankly  on  the 
subject,  and  he  fully  agreed  with  her  that  a  divided 
direction  could  only  injure  its  progress.  In  con- 
sequence of  this  explanation  he  withdrew  more 
or  less,  and  in  the  end  retired  altogether  from  the 
undertaking.  Eugenie  then  asked  the  Abbe  Ga- 
briel, the  zealous  Cure  of  St.  Therry,  to  accept  the 
functions  of  Superior  of  her  Community.  He 
agreed  to  her  proposal,  and  the  first  act  of  author- 
ity he  performed  in  that  capacity  was  to  give  to 
each  of  the  Sisters  a  name  in  religion.  From  that 
time  forward,  Eugenie  was  called  "Mere  Marie 
de  la  Providence,"  and  it  is  under  that  name  that 
we  shall  now  speak  of  her. 

The  Associates,  now  regarded  as  Religious, 
went  on  praying,  working  and  suffering  with  pa- 
tience and  cheerfulness.  At  last  they  received 
some  unexpected  assistance.  New  members  pro- 
posed to  join  them.  It  then  became  absolutely 
necessary  to  find  a  house.  The  Superioress 
searched  for  one  in  every  direction,  but  without 
success.  It  seems  as  if  the  words  "  There  was  no 
room  for  them,"  were  destined  to  prove  for  a 
while.applicable  to  all  the  Religious  families  which 
tread  in  the  footsteps  of  the  Mother  and  Child 
who  heard  them  uttered  in  the  streets  of  Bethle- 
hem on  the  night  of  the  Nativity.  One  day  the 
foundress  received  a'letter  from  her  absent  director, 
the  Rev.  Pere  Assant,  in  which  he  said:  "As  you 
have  so  great  a  trust  in  Providence,  ask  Provi- 
dence to  lead  you  where  God  means  you  to  be; 
then  walk  up  and  down  the  Rue  de  Sevres,  the 
Rue  de  Vaugirard,  and  the  Rue  Cherche  Midi, 
but  you  need  not  look  at  all  the  boards  you  may 
happen  to  see,  for  your  house  is  in  one  of  the  by- 
streets. Go  doggedly  backwards  and  forwards, 
and  when  you  shall  feel  an  impulse  to  turn  in  a 
particular  direction — follow  it," 

Full  of  faith  in  the  virtue  of  obedience,  Me"re 
Marie  de  la  Providence  went  off  with  one  of  her 
companions  to  the  part  of  the  town  mentioned  by 
the  good  Father.  As  they  walked  down  the  Rue 
Cherche  Midi,  she  felt  no  inward  monition  till 
on  arriving  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  la  Baroul- 
liere  she  had  a  sort  of  inspiration  that  it  was  down 
that  street  she  was  to  go.  And  it  did  so  happen 
that  before  they  had  walked  half  way  along  it  she 
observed  a  board  on  an  entrance  gate,  with  the 


words  "  To  be  sold"  staring  her  in  the  face. 
Her  heart  began  to  beat  quite  fast,  and  she  said 
afterwards  that  it  seemed  as  if  some  one  were  say- 
ing to  her:  "You  shall  be  here  or  nowhere." 
She  looked  at  the  house,  and  it  seemed  to  be  just 
what  she  wanted;  but  then  the  landlord,  she  was 
told,  had  made  up  his  mind  to  sell  it,  and  would 
on  no  account  think  of  letting  it  She  did  not 
feel  at  all  disheartened.  With  God  all  things 
are  possible,  and  M.  d'Assouvillier's  resolutions 
would  not  stand  against  the  will  of  Providence. 

A  number  of  complications  had  made  it  quite 
impossible  to  remain  any  longer  in  the  Rue  St. 
Martin ;  she  concluded  it  must  follow  that  another 
house  would  be  provided  for  them.  Twice,  at  dif- 
ferent intervals,  she  sent  to  ask  whether  there  was 
any  hope  of  their  obtaining  a  lease  of  the  one  in 
the  Rue  de  la  Baroullie're,  but  M.  d'Assouvillier's 
man  of  business  each  time  replied  that  he  was  de- 
termined to  sell,  and  not  to  let. 

The  whole  Community  betook  themselves  to 
prayer,  and  entreated  St.  Joseph  to  evince  his 
power  by  bringing  about  on  the  following  19th  of 
June  a  change  in  that  gentleman's  intentions.  It 
was  on  the  19th  of  April  that  these  prayers  began. 
For  two  months  they  did  not  let  St.  Joseph  rest. 
Each  day  their  supplications  became  more  fervent; 
but  whenever  their  kind  cJtarge-d' 'affaires  who 
transacted  their  business  made  any  inquiry  as  to 
the  house  which  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  have,  the  answer  was 
always  the  same,  and  this  went  on  up  to  the  veiy 
time  named  in  their  prayer.  On  the  morning  of 
the  19th,  however,  she  received  a  letter  from  her 
said  chary e-tf 'affaires  informing  her  that  M.  d'As- 
souvillier's lawyer  had  just  sent  him  word  that 
his  client  had,  contraiy  to  all  his  intentions  and 
protestations,  suddenly  made  up  his  mind  to  let 
his  house,  and  particularly  wished  to  let  it  to 
Mdlle.  Smet;  so  eager  had  he  become  to  conclude 
the  business  that,  if  convenient  to  that  lady,  he 
would  meet  her  at  his  the  said  lawyer's  residence, 
in  order  to  draw  up  and  to  sign  the  agreement. 

The  joy  of  the  little  community  can  hardly  be 
described.  It  was  like  the  light  of  a  new  day,  full 
of  hope  and  blessings;  they  were  now  really  about 
to  begin  that  double  apostolate  they  had  so  long 
contemplated,  and  by  works  of  mercy  towards 
Christ's  suffering  children  on  earth  bring  relief  to 
His  loved  ones  in  Purgatory.  They  all  knelt  down 
round  their  foundress,  and  poured  out  their  hearts 
in  grateful  thanksgivings;  then  she  sallied  forth, 
with  one  companion,  to  face  M.  1'Assouvilliers  and 
his  lawyer  Her  own  ckarge-d'1 affaires  was  to  meet 
her. 

It  was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she  had 
transacted  this  sort  of  business,  and  she  was  quite 
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in  the  dark  as  to  the  terms  of  the  lease  or  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  agreement  she  had  to  sign.  She 
kept  repeating  to  herself  that  it  was  in  the  name 
of  Providence  she  was  engaging  in  this  responsi- 
bility, and  that  Providence  would  see  to  it.  Hu- 
manly speaking,  she  looked  for  the  payment  of 
the  rent  to  certain  subscriptions  which  her  pa- 
rents and  some  other  persons  had  promised ;  others 
wise  she  had  nothing  to  reckon  on,  and  no  income 
whatever.  The  lawyer  read  the  long  series  of  con- 
ditions included  in  the  agreement;  M.  d'Assouvill 
liers  keenly  watching  every  detail ;  the  foundress" 
friend,  who  knew  the  state  of  her  finances,  listen- 
ing somewhat  anxiously  to  all  she  was  binding 
herself  to  pay,  without  having  a  penny  in  hand  to- 
wards it,  and  M6re  Marie  herself  perfectly  serenr 
and  contented,  and  without  the  slightest  misgiving 
as  to  the  future.  She  had  a  right  to  feel  that  con- 
fidence after  the  miraculous  answer  to  prayer  she 
had  received  that  day.  It  was  her  intense  faith, 
and  not  a  foolish  rashness,  that  inspired  her  with 
this  unshaken  trust.  Just  as  M.  d'Assouvilliers 
was  taking  up  a  pen  to  sign  the  agreement  anp 
adjusting  his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  he  looked 
straight  at  MSre  Marie  and  said :  "  How  glad  I  am 
Mademoiselle,  that  I  have  arranged  this  affair 
with  you!  They  wanted  me  to  let  my  house  to 
some  persons  who  are  going  to  be  nuns."  "  Oh 
indeed!"  Mdre  Marie  ejaculated,  not  knowing 
quite  what  to  say.  "Yes,  and  I  can  tell  you  I  did 
not  at  all  like  the  idea." 

The  poor  foundress  felt  a  little  uncomfortable  at 
this  remark ;  she  said  nothing  at  the  time,  but  a 
day  or  two  afterwards  she  had  a  misgiving  on  the 
subject.  Straightforwardness  was  one  of  the  strong- 
est features  of  her  character,  and  her  joy  was  a  lit 
tie  disturbed  by  this  incident.  She  made  up  her 
mind  to  go  and  see  M.  d'Assouvilliers,  and  told 
him  exactly  the  state  of  the  case.  This  was  a 
really  heroic  step  to  take  in  a  matter  where  there 
was  no  positive  obligation  to  speak,  and  where  his 
withdrawal  from  his  bargain — or,  at  any  rate,  the 
difficulties  he  might  have  raised  on  the  subject — 
might  have  caused  her  such  serious  annoyance. 
But,  as  so  often  happens,  honesty  proved  the  best 
policy;  and  Providence,  again  invoked  with  un- 
hesitating confidence,  smoothed  away  the  appre- 
hended obstacles.  Her  words,  her  frankness,  her 
manner,  won  over  completely  the  testy  landlord  to 
her  side.  His  prejudices  were  dissipated,  and  he 
expressed  himself  perfectly  satisfied  that  a  Relig- 
ious Community  should  inhabit  his  house. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  little  injury  done  to  another  is  a  great  injury 
done  to  ourselves. 


Monica  and  Angnstine* 

BY   LUCY   LARCOM. 

In  the  martyr  Cyprian's  chapel  there  was  moaning 
through  the  night; 

Monica's  low  prayer  stole  upward  till  it  met  the  morn- 
ing light; 

Till  the  dawn  came,  walking  softly  o'er  the  troubled 
sea  without, 

Monica  for  her  Augustine  wept  the  dreary  watches 
out. 

"Lord  of  all  the  holy  martyrs!  Girer  of  the  crown  of 

flame 
Set  on  hoary-headed  Cypria'n,  who  to  Thee  child- 

hearted  came, 
Hear  me  for  my  child  of  promise!   Thou  his  erring 

way  canst  see; 
Long  from  Thee  a  restleas  wanderer,  must  he  go 

away  from  me? 

"'Tis  for  Thee,  O  God,  a  mother  this  her  wondrous 

child  would  keep; 
Through  the  ripening  of  his  manhood  Thou  hast  seen 

me  watch  and  weep. 
Tangled  in  the  mesh  of  Mani,  groping  through  the 

maze  of  sense, 
Other  deadlier  snares  await  him,  if  from  me  he  wander 

hence. 

"Thine  he  shall  be,  Lord;  Thy  promise  brightens  up 

my  night  of  fears: 
Faith  beholds  him  at  Thy  threshold,  yet  baptized  with 

only  tears; 
For  the  angel  of  my  vision,  came  he  not  from  Thy 

right  hand, 
Whispering  unto  me,  his  mother,  'Where  thou  stand- 

est,  he  shall  stand'? 

"  Saviour,  Lord,  whose  name  is  Faithful,  I  am  Thine,  I 

rest  on  Thee; 
And  beside  me  in  Thy  kingdom  I  this  wanderer  shall 

see. 
Check  the  tide!  hold  still  the  breezes!  for  his  soul's 

beloved  sake, 
Do  not  let  him  leave  me!    Keep  him — keep  him — lest 

my  heart  should  break  I" 

Man  must  ask,  and  God  will  answer,  yet  we  may  not 

understand, 
Knowing  but  our  own  poor  language,  all  the  writing 

of  His  hand. 
In  our  meagre  speech  we  ask  Him,  and  He  answers  in 

His  own; 
Vast  beyond  our  thought  the  blessing  that  we  blindly 

judge  is  none. 

When  the  sun  rose  on  the  water,  Monica  was  on  the 
shore; 

Out  of  sight  had  dropped  the  vessel  that  afar  Augus- 
tine bore. 

Home  she  turned,  her  sad  heart  singing,  underneath 
its  load  of  care, 
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"Still  I  know  Thy  name  is  faithful,  0  Thou  God  that 
hearest  prayer." 

By  the  garden  beds  of  Ostia  now  together  stand  the 

twain, 
Monica  and  her  Augustine,  gazing  far  across  the 

main, 

4 

Towards  the  home  land  of  Numidia,  hiding  in  the  dis- 
tance dim, 

Where  God  parted  them  in  sorrow,  both  to  bring  the 
nearer  Him. 

And  the  mother's  prayer  is  answered,  for  their  souls 
are  side  by  side, 

Where  His  peace  flows  in  upon  them  with  a  full  eter- 
nal tide. 

And  Augustine's  thought  is  blending  with  the  mur- 
mur of  the  sea ; 

"  Bless  Thee,  Lord,  that  we  are  restless,  till  we  find 
our  rest  in  Thee!" 

And  their  talk,  the  son  and  mother,  leanuig  out  above 
the  flowers, 

Is  like  lapse  of  angel  music,  linking  heaven's  'enrap- 
tured hours. 

Hushed  is  all  the  song  of  Nature;  hushed  is  care,  and 
passion's  din, 

In  that  hush  they  hear  a  welcome  from  the  Highest:— 
"Enter  in!" 

"What  new  mercy  has  befallen?  every  earthly  wish 

is  gone," 
Monica  half  speaks,  half  muses;  "  Why  should  earthly 

life  move  on? 
Ah,  my  son,  what  peace  and  gladness  surging  from 

this  silence  roll! 
'Tis  the  Eternal  Deep  that  answers  to  the  deep  within 

my  soul! 

"Not  a  sigh  of  homesick  longing  moves  the  stillness 

of  my  heart; 
In  the  light  of  this  great  glory,  unto  God  would  I 

depart. 
Though  more  dear  thou  art  than  ever,  standing  at 

heav.en's  gate  with  me, 
For  the  sweetness  of  His  presence  I  could  say  farewell 

to  thee." 

There's  a  silent  room  in  Ostia  ;  tearless  mourners  by 

a  bed: 
Since  the  angels  roused  that  sleeper,  who  shall  weep, 

or  call  her  dead? 

Not  beside  the  dust  beloved  shall  her  exiled  ashes  lie; 
She  awaits  the  Resurrection  underneath  a  Roman  sky. 

Now  Augustine  in  his  bosom  keeps  the  image  of  & 

saint, 
Whose  warm  tears  of  consecration  drop  on  thoughts  of 

sinful  taint. 
In  the  home  that  knew  him  erring,  a  bewildered  Man- 

ichee, 
Minister  at  Truth's  high  altar,  him  that  mother-saint 

shall  see. 

In  the  dreams  of  midnight,  haunted  by  the  ghosts 
of  buried  sins; 


In  the  days  of  calm,  the  spirit,  struggling  through 

temptation,  wins; 
Monica  looks  down  upon  him,  joy  to  bless,  and  gloom 

beguile; 
And  the  world  can  see  Augustine  clearer  for  that 

saintly  smile. 

Still  the  billows  from  Numidia  seek  the  lovely  Roman 

shore, 
Though  Augustine  to  his  mother  sailed   long  since 

the  death-wave  o'er, 
Still  his  word  sweeps  down  the  ages,  like  the  surging 

of  the  sea: 
"Bless  Thee,  Lord,  that  we  are  restless,  till  we  find 

our  rest  in  Thee. 


The  Holy  Father  and  the  Freemasons, 

The  Bishop  of  Orleans  has  received  the  follow- 
ing letter  from  his  Holiness,  congratulating  him 
on  his  pamphlet  against  Freemasonry: 

"Venerable  Brother, — Salutation  and  Apostolical 
Benediction.  In  this  war  waged  on  all  sides  against 
the  Catholic  Church  by  the  Masonic  sect,  your  publi- 
cation was  most  useful  and  opportune,  especially  be- 
cause this  sect,  long  secret,  has  now  unmasked  itself. 
It  avows  its  designs,  and  in  a  certain  country,  not  un- 
der the  pretext  of  public  rights,  but  in  its  own  name, 
does  guilty  battle  with  the  Church.  It  is  useful,  be- 
cause the  nefarious  character  of  the  sect  being  known, 
there  is  no  honest  man  who  must  not  turn  from  it 
with  horror,  and,  perhaps,  many  members  who  did 
not  know  the  secret  mysteries  will  now  withdraw. 
What  is  particularly  useful  is  the  perspicacity  with 
which  you  demonstrate  to  all  attentive  minds  the 
real  tendency  of  the  taking  words,  'Fraternity  and 
Equality,'  which  have  deceived  and  seduced  so  many, 
and  the  true  origin  and  object  of  the  much  boasted 
liberties  of  conscience,  of  public  worship,  and  of  the 
Press.  After  reading  your  work,  nobody  can  doubt 
that  all  this  came  from  Freemasonry  to  overturn  civil 
and  religious  order,  and  consequently  the  Church  has 
wisely  condemned  those  who  practise  and  defend  such 
liberties.  It  is  manifest  that  all  partizans  of  these 
liberties,  albeit  unknown  to  themselves,  favor  the  Ma- 
sonic sect,  and  the  more  honest  they  are  the  more 
disastrous  is  their  support  to  such  principles.  We, 
therefore,  wish  you  many  intelligent  readers,  for  it  is 
no  small  advantage  to  perceive  the  snare  ;  and  as  a 
pledge  of  Divine  favor  and  our  special  good  will  we 
give  you,  venerable  brother,  from  the  bottom  of  our 
heart,  to  you  and  your  diocese,  our  Apostolical  Bene- 
diction. 

In  the  twenty-ninth  year  of  our  Pontificate. 

"Pius  IX,  Pope." 
«i» 

The  Bollandists. 

The  great  work  of  the  "Bollandists,"  as  the  com- 
pilers of  the  "  Acta  Sanctorum"  are  called,  is  slowly 
but  quietly  and  surely,  progressing  at  Brussels. 
At  present,  says  the  Times,,  this  huge  work  con- 
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sists  of  about  sixty  folio  volumes,  which  bring  the 
student  down  to  within  three  days  of  the  end  of  the 
month  of  October;  but  a  large  store  of  materials  is 
being  utilized  in  order  to  complete  that  month 
forthwith,  and  further  stores  have  been  accumulated 
towards  "  The  Lives  of  the  Saints"  for  November  and 
December,  about  4,000  of  such  biographies  being  still 
to  be  actual^  written.  Out  of  the  six  Jesuit  Fath- 
ers whose  names  appear  on  the  title-page  of  the 
last  instalment  of  the  work,  issued  from  the  press  in 
1867,  four  are  already  dead,  and  one  more  is  disabled 
by  illness.  The  editorial  work  is  now  being  carried 
out  by  the  survivor,  Father  de  Buck,  assisted  by  an- 
other Father,  Dr.  van  Hoof,  with  whom  others,  it  is 
expected,  will  soon  be  associated.  The  Bookseller  for 
the  current  month  contains  an  account  of  a  visit  lately 
paid  by  an  enthusiastic  correspondent  to  the  College 
at  Brussels,  which  serves  as  the  "  officina"  or  workshop 
of  this  gigantic  undertaking,  which  was  commenced 
in  the  reign  of  our  Charles  I,  and  has  since  been  is- 
sued at  intervals  as  a  serial  publication.  The  Book- 
seller states  that  "  the  difficulty  felt  by  the  Fathers  in 
the  purchase  of  books  for  their  work  is  greater  than 
ever,  since  the  Belgian  Government,  yielding  to  a 
party  cry  for  retrenchment,  withdrew  its  subsidy  of 
£240,  which  it  had  for  many  years  contributed  in  aid 
of  their  labors."  Other  nations  and  private  individ- 
uals, however,  have  stepped  in,  and  a  set  of  the  series 
of  State  Papers,  published  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Master  of  the  Rolls,  figures  on  their  shelves.  Still, 
the  writer  doubts  whether,  even  if  the  work  is  allowed 
to  proceed  without  interruption,  it  can  possibly  be 
completed  by  A.  D.  2000,  and  even  in  that  case  it  is 
clear  that  a  large  supplement  will  have  become  neces- 
sary, as  the  process  of  beatification  and  canonization 
is  going  on  from  time  to  time  at  Rome. 


The   Dying  Words   of  the   Shepherd  of  La- 
Salette. 

We  have  all  heard  of  the  wonderful  apparition 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  the  shepherd  children  of 
La  Salette,  now  near  thirty  years  ago.  Maximin, 
the  shepherd  boy  who  saw  her,  died  a  few  weeks 
ago,  and  confirmed  the  truth  of  his  statement  with 
his  dying  breath.  He  made  a  will,  from  which 
the  following  is  an  extract: 

"I  believe  in  all  that  the  Holy,  Apostolical,  and 
Roman  Church  teaches,  and  in  all  the  dogmas  of 
our  Holy  Father  the  Pope,  the  august  and  infalli- 
ble Pius  IX.  I  believe  firmly,  even  at  the  price 
of  my  blood,  in  the  celebrated  apparition  of  the 
very  Holy  Virgin  on  the  holy  mountain  of  La 
Salette,  on  the  19th  of  September,  1846,  which  I 
have  already  defended  by  work,  writing,  and  suf- 
fering. After  my  death  let  nobody  come  and  say 
that  he  heard  me  deny  the  grand  event  of  La  Salette, 
for  to  deny  it  would  be  tantamount  to  denying  the 
existence  of  the  universe.  With  these  sentiments 


I  bequeath  my  heart  to   Kotre  Dame  de  la  Sa- 
lette, etc."-^Catholic  Mirror. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

RO-.IE,  May  20, 13¥5. 

That  was  an  honest  burst  of  enthusiasm  which 
greeted  our  Holy  Father  on  his  eighty-third  birthday, 
" Hoch  dem  heilirjen  Vater!"  It  is  not  often  that  the 
Vatican  resounds  with  such  a  greeting,  and  it  was  so 
much  the  more  acceptable  to  the  august  Prisoner  be- 
cause it  came  from  stout  hearts,  whose  positive  and 
unyielding  nature  is  not  susceptible  of  any  but  the 
strongest  emotions.  There  were  hearts  there  among 
those  German  Pilgrims  that  were  not  strangers  to 
persecution  and  suffering  for  Christ's  sake,  and  for  the 
sake  of  Christ's  Vicar;  hearts  too,  that  on  their  return 
to  Vaterland  had  nothing  to  expect  but  a  continuation 
of  the  trials  they  had  left  ^behind  them.  The  Holy 
Father  made  his  appearance  in  the  ducal  hall  at  mid- 
day of*the  13th,  surrounded  by  fourteen  Cardinals,  the 
Patriarchs  of  Cilicia  and  Antioch,  the  Archbishops  of 
Ravenna  and  Algiers,  many  other  Bishops  and  Prel- 
ates, and  the  flower  of  the  Roman  nobility.  The  vast 
Hall  was  crowded  to  the  full  by  strangers  from  every 
land;  but  foremost  among  them  stood  the 

INTREPID    SONS  OF   ST.   BONIFACE, 

in  whose  name  a  bold  address  was  delivered  in  classic 
Latin,  by  the  Baron  of  Loe,  a  member  of  the  German 
Reichstag,  and  President  of  the  Catholic  Union  of 
Mentz.  He  spoke  of  the  late  attempts  of  the  German 
Chancellor  to  intermeddle  in  the  election  of  the  next 
Pope.  Against  this  he  made  the  following  protesta- 
tion: "In  the  first  place,  Most  Holy  Father,  we  be- 
lieve it  incumbent  upon  us  to  profess  solemnly,  in 
your  presence,  that  no  human  machination  can  sep- 
arate or  divide  us  from  the  legitimate  Roman  Pontiff, 
since  we  have  well  at  heart  the  saying  most  true: 

"  SUBESSE    HOMAXO    POXT1FICI    OMXI    HUMANE    CKEA- 
TURJ3  OMXIXO  E8SE  DE   XEC'ESSITATE  SALUTIfi" — 

"  To  be  subject  to  the  Roman  Pontiff  is  a  necessity  of 
salvation  to  every  human  creature; — and  the  legiti- 
mate Sovereign  Pontiff  is  he  who  is  raised  to  the  Chair 
of  Peter  according  to  the  sanction  of  the  ecclesiastical 
laws."  He  deplored  the  removal  of  the  representa- 
tive of  the  German  nation  from  the  Vatican.  Although 
this  fact  did  not  render  the  condition  of  His  Holiness 
any  more  helpless,  or  that  of  the  German  Catholics 
more  unbearable,  still  it  was  an  open  disregard  of  the 
sentiments  of 

UPWARDS  OF  200,000  GERM  AX  CATHOLICS. 

But,  he  added,  the  German  people  were  resolved  to 
send  representatives  to  His  Holiness:  and  here  they 
were,  in  the  persons  of  the  German  Pilgrims,  who,  in 
the  name  of  their  countrymen,  avow  their  attachment 
to  the  See  of  Peter  ;  and  that  although  the  legation  of 
the  Prussian  Empire  be  removed,  still  the  German 
Catholics  would  be  bound  to  the  Vatican  by  that 

SPIRITUAL   LEGATIOX, 

of  which  the  angels  are  the  ministers.  He  spoke  of 
the  trials  which  awaited  them  on  their  return  home, 
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but  trusted  in  the  grace  of  God  to  sustain  them  in  the 
struggle,  and  in  the  efficacy  of  the  Apostolic  Benedic- 
tion, which  he  implored  for  all  present  and  for  his 
absent  brethren.  He  conclucdcd  with  these  words: 
Quceomnia,  quadecet,  humilitateproferentes  atque  rogantes, 
sumus  eriinu&que  ad  pcdes  Taos  provoluti,  Qermanicefilii 
Sanctitate  Tuce  obedientissimi.  ("Giving  expression  to, 
and  asking  for  all  these  things  with  becoming  humil- 
ity, we  are,  and  shall  remain,  prostrate  at  thy  feet,  the 
most  obedient  children  of  Germany  to  thy  Holiness.) 

Close  to  the  throne  of  the  Holy  Father  were  placed 
eighteen  immense  volumes,  elegantly  bound,  and 
containing  the  names  of  nearly  all  the  Catholics  in  the 
German  Empire,  who  had  subscribed  to  the  address 
just  delivered. 

The  reply  of  the  Holy  Father  was  characteristic  of 
himself,  and  beautiful.  He  has  never  yet  been  known 
to  deliver  a  discourse  into  which  he  has  not  introduced 
some  very  happy  similitudes,  and  in  this  he  has  imi- 
tated his  Divine  Master,  of  whom  it  is  written:  Locutus 
est  eis  inparabolis"  (He  spoke  to  them  in  parables). 
He  began  by  saying  that  the 

FEAR  AND  UNCERTAINTY  WITH  WHICH  THE  ENEMIES  OF 
THE  CHURCH  ARE  TORMENTED, 

notwithstanding  their  apparent  triumphs  over  her, 
are  subjects  of  serious  thought  to  him.  How  is  it  that 
they  are  always  apprehensive,  always  in  fear?  St- 
John  gives  the  reason,  in  the  terse  trueism:JVo«  estpax 
iinpiis, — 

"THERE  is  NO  PEACE  FOR  THE  •WICKED." 
On  the  contrary,  these  sons-  of  Germany  had  come 
away  from  the  scene  of  a  most  unjust  persecution, 
many  of  them  had  already  been  in  the  fire  thereof, 
and  on  their  return  to  their  country  they  had  little  to 
hope  for,  nothing  in  fact  but  a  renewal  of  their  suffer- 
ings. Yet  they  feared  not,  but  walked  on  in  that  calm 
and  tranquillity  which  arc  so  aptly  set  forth  in  another 
inspired  saying  of  the  virgin  Apostle,  Charitas  mittit 
Joras  timorem,  charity  drives  out  fear."  In  the  warmth 
of  this  charity, 

"  THE  GERMAN  CATHOLICS  FEAR  NOT  THOSE  WHO  CAN 
DESTROY  THE  BODY, 

fear  not  threats,  exile,  imprisonment  or  death,  and 
hence  are  they,  with  their  Bishops  and  priests,  made 
a  spectacle  for  the  admiration  of  men  and  angels.  He 
then  spoke  in  similitudes.  Many  of  the  pilgrims  had, 
doubtless,  visited  the  catacombs.  In  their  walks 
through  those  subterraneous  passages,  they  stood  in 
need  of  a  taper,  to  light  up  the  darkness,  and  a  guide; 
who  would  conduct  them.  After  they  had  visited  the 
principal  places  of  interest,  the  chapels  wherein  the 
Roman'Pontiffs  used  to  celebrate  the  Divine  Myster- 
ies and  preach  the  word  of  God,  they  would  return 
again  to  enjoy  the  light  of  the  sun.  So  it  is  with 
Christians  in  their  walk  through  life.  They  have  need 
of  the  light  of  faith,  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness  of  the 
numberless  errors  which  cast  a  shadow  over  the  world. 
They  need  the  guidance  of  their  Pastors,  their  author- 
ity, as  a  counterweapon  against  the  spirit  of  private 
judgment,  which  is  the  sin  of  this  age.  "You  may 
answer  that  many  of  our  Pastors  themselves  err.  This 
may  happen  in  such  a  widely  spread  kingdom  as  that 
of  the  Church,  and  there  may  be  some  who  have  for- 


gotten the  way  of  truth,  therefore  cannot  point  it  out 
to  others.  In  this  case,  you  have  the  Supreme  Pastor 
of  all,  who  will  reclaim  the  wanderer;  who  will  say  to 
the  so  called  Old-Catholic,  and  to  the  lame  Catholic, 
and  to  all  those  who  would  make  the  incontrovertible 
rights  of  the  Church  subservient  to  politics,  in  the 
Words  of  our  Lord,  '  He  that  gathereth  not  with  Me, 
scattereth.'  And  as  the  guide  who  leads  the  pilgrim 
through  the  Catacombs  points  out,  here  and  there, 
the  images  of  the  saints  and  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  so 
should  the  lives  of  the  Saints,  their  virtues  and  heroic 
acts  of  Mortification  be  subjects  of  deep  reflection  to 
us  in  life. 

EVERY    CONDITION    OP    LIFE    HAS    PRODUCED    SAINTS, 

and  every  person,  in  every  class,  will  find  a  saint  in 
heaven  for  his  especial  imitation.  Beyond  this,  noth- 
ing was  required  of  the  Christian.  A  lively  faith,  an 
imitation  of  thelivesof  the  saints, and  a  staunch  adhe- 
rence to  the  Apostolic  See,  to  the  Chair  of  Peter,  to 
whom  it  was  said,  "feed  My  lambs,  feed  My  sheep."  And 
as  the  visitor  to  the  Catacombs  mounts  up  to  the  world 
above,  to  enjoy  once  more  the  light  of  day,  so  must 
we  hope  for  the  rising  of  that  sun  which  will  reveal  to 
us  the  vile  appearance  of  those  who  call  good  evil, 
and  evil  good.  But  even  after  this  temporary  triumph, 
we  would  not  have  a  lasting  peace,  no  more  than  did 
the  Jews  enjoy  uninterrupted  tranquillity  after  their 
coming  into  the  Promised  Land;  and  this  because 

OUR  HOME  IS  NOT  HERE  BELOW; 

we  are  pilgrims  here,  journeying  afar,  and  shall  only 
be  entirely  happy  when  we  reach  our  home,  where 
dvvelleth  Our  Father."  With  these  sentiments,  the 
Holy  Father  imparted  the  Apostolic  Benediction. 

He  granted  an  audience  on  the  following  day  to  a 
great  number  of  foreigners,  and  to  the  eighty  priests 
who  accompanied  the  German  Pilgrims.  On  the 
evening  of  the  same  day,  the  Society  for  the  Promo- 
tion of  Catholic  Interests  in  Rome  gave  a  reception 
in  the  apartments  of  Cardinal  Borromeo,  to  the  Ger- 
mans. The  Pesident  of  the  Society,  Prince  Campu- 
gnano,  read  an  affectionate  address  to  the  Pilgrims, 
the  substance  of  which  was,  that  since  the  faith  had 
been  planted  in  Germany  by  St.  Boniface,  who  received 
his  mission  from  Pope  St.  Gregory  II,  a  bond  of  sym- 
pathy and  charity  had  bound  the  Germans  and  the 
Roman  people  together.  That  bond  had  never  been 
severed;  but  it  is  stronger  now  than  ever,  because, 
to  the  charity  and  faith  which  bound  both  nations  to- 
gether, is  added,  on  the  part  of  the  Romans,  the  high- 
est admiration  and  most  profound  sympathy  for  the 
Germans  in  their  struggle,  not  against  a  few  Empe- 
rors, who  were  thirsting  for  the  possessions  of  the 
Church,  as  of  old,  nor  against  a  few  children,  who 
were  carried  away  into  schism  and  heresy,  as  in  the 
case  of  Luther,  but  against  an  iniquitous  policy, 
which  Avould  place  the  galling  yoke  of  the  Pagan 
Caesars  upon  Christian  consciences.  The  Prince 
said  the  Romans  had,  too,  had  an  enemy,  more  subtle, 
hence  more  dangerous,  to  contend  against,  but  it  was 
his  pious  hope  that,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  by  the 
example  and  prayers  of  their  German  brothers,  they 
too  would  triumph.  Besides  the  members  of  the  Soci- 
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ety,  there  were  several  illustrious  Prelates  and  other 
personages  of  note  present. 

The  Voce  della  Veritd,  the  official  organ  of  the  Soci- 
ety, was  sequestrated  on  the  following  day  by  the  royal 
fisc  for  publishing  nothing  more  than  what  we  have 
just  summarily  related.  The  sequestration  was  ef- 
fected at  tlie  request  of  the  Prussian  Ambassador, 
whose 
SPIES  FOLLOWED  THE  GEIJMAN  PILGRIMS  ALL  OVER 

THE  CITT. 

Indeed  they  were  followed  into  the  restaurants.  It 
chanced  one  evening,  that  a  strolling  musician  came 
into  an  eating-house,  where  several  of  the  Pilgrims 
were  refreshing  themselves.  Among  other  pieces  of 
music,  he  played  a  German  air,  the  poetry  of  which  is 
descriptive  of  some  romantic  spot  on  the  Rhine.  The 
musical  tendencies  of  the  Germans  are  proverbial.  On 
this  occasion  "Achilles  betrayed  himself,"  and  they 
joined  most  lustily  in  the  chorus.  It  was  given  out 
next  day  by  the  Liberal  papers  that  the  Germans  had 
been  singing  Catholic  hymns  and  incendiary  songs- 
One  of  these,  however,  who  knew  the  Italian  language 
sufficiently  well,  wrote  a  very  plain  letter  to  one  of  the 
papers,  enclosing  a  translation  of  the  song.  There  was 
an  honest  bluntness  in  the  letter,  which  would  entitle 
it  to  a  place  here,  but  we  must  on  apace.  Enough  to 
say  that  the  "fair-haired  Teuton  "  refuted  the  calumny 
effectively,  and  the  whole  substance  of  the  letter  was 
embodied  in  the  concluding  words — thou  Ifest. 

The  Holy  Father  sent  a  beautiful  basket  of  flowers  to 
the  Baron  von  Loe,  and  a  medallion  in  finely  worked 
ivory  of  the  Holy  Family.  The  flowers  had  but  a  short 
existence.  Every  pilgrim  who  saw  them  plucked  a 
leaf,  or  a  whole  flower,  as  a  holy  souvenir  of  the  Pil- 
grimage, and  before  the  day  was  gone,  nothing  was  left 
the  good  Baron  but  the  basket.  We  had  almost  for- 
gotten to  mention  that  early  on  the  morning  of  his 
birthday,  the  Pope  received  the  felicitations  of  all  the 
members  of  his  household,  and  later  on  of  the  College 
of  Cardinals,  in  whose  name  Cardinal  Patrizi,  as  Dean, 
pronounced  a  short  congratulatory  address, beginning 
with  the  old,  old  formula,  consecrated  to  the  occasion, 
ad  multos  annos, "  for  many  years,"  i.  e.,  that  you  may 
see  many  years.  His  Holiness  smiled  sweetly,  and 
merely  looked  up  towards  heaven,  as  who  should  say 
"  Fiat  voluntas  Tua,  Pater." 

HIS  EMINENCE  CARDINAL  CULLEN 

has  arrived  in  Rome.  There  is  an  apparent  calm  in 
the  political  world  of  Italy.  Garibaldi  has  gone  to 
Velletri  to  enjoy  the  honor  of  a  triumph  as  the  anni- 
versary of  his  fight  with  the  Bourbon  troops  in  that 
city.  The  chronicles  tell  us  that  he  was  shamefully 
beaten  on  the  occasion  which  they  are  commemora- 
ting with  so  much  eclat.  History  used  to  be  the  ex- 
ponent of  Truth.  But  Truth  is  trodden  under  foot 
nowadays,  and  that  history  should  be  ignored,  or 
wilfully  distorted,  ceases  to  be  matter  of  wonder. 

A.  E.  J. 


Otrn  Blessed  Lord  declared  to  Sister  Margaret 
Mary  that  He  took  an  especial  pleasure  in  the 
honor  paid  to  the  symbol  of  His  Sacred  Heart. 


New   Publications. 


"THE  BAKER'S  BOY,"—"  TUB  HOLT  ISLE,"—"  BERTHA." 
Messrs.  Benziger  Bros,  intend  publishing  a 
"  Catholic  Premium-book  Library,"  of  which  the 
ab  ive  are  the  first  volumes,  there  being  three 
series.  They  are  very  cheap,  and  to  children  will 
no  doubt  be  attractive  and  interesting.  All  are 
translations  from  the  French. 

"CONFESSION,"  by  Monseigneur  Segur.    New  York: 
P.  O'Shea. 

We  are  glad  to  see  in  English  another  of  the 
popular  works  of  Mgr.  Segur.  All  the  objections 
that  could  be  made  to  confession  are  proposed  and 
cleverly  refuted  in  this  little  work.  It  is  written 
in  an  easy,  conversational  style,  and  cannot  fail  to 
interest  the  reader. 

ADHEMAR  DE  BELCASTEL;  Or,  Be  Not  Hasty  in  Judg- 
ing. Catholic  Publication  Society,  New  York. 
Catholic  tales,  well  written,  instructive,  and  in- 
teresting are  not  plenty.  We  are  happy  to  say, 
however,  that  this  branch  of  Catholic  literature  is 
not  forgotten  by  Mr.  Kehoe.  Several  beautiful 
Catholic  stories  have  been  issued  this  year  by  the 
Catholic  Publication  Society.  "Be  Not  Hasty  in 
Judging  "  is  a  very  delightful  volume,  and  though 
there  is  nothing  tragic  in  the  plot,  the  story  is 
deeply  interesting.  It  is  published  in  elegant 
style  and  would  be  very  appropriate  as  gift  book. 

THE  LIFE  OF  OUR  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST,  by  Louis 
Veuillot.  Translated  by  Rev.  Anthony  Farley.  New 
York:  The  Catholic  Publication  Society. 

This  Life  of  Our  Lord,  which  has  received  the 
approbation  of  the  Holy  Father,  was  written  to  re- 
fute the  blasphemies  of  Renan.  Its  author,  as 
everyone  knows,  is  one  of  the  ablest  writers  in 
France ;  and  what  is  more,  is  a  fearless  champion 
of  the  Church.  Kenan's  Life  of  Christ  has  had  an 
immense  sale  in  the  United  States,  and  has  helped 
very  much  to  increase  the  infidel  element  in  the 
different  sects.  The  Catholic  Publication  Society 
has  clone  a  good  work  in  issuing  this  excellent 
work  of  Louis  Veuillot.  We  hope  it  will  have  a 
•wide  circulation  among  non-Catholics  as  well  as 
Catholics. 

THE  ORPHAN'S  FRIEND,  by  Rev.  A.  A.  Lambing.   New 

York:  Sadlier  &  Co. 

The  "  Orphan's  Friend,"  which  we  noticed  at  the 
time  of  its  publication,  is  having  a  good  sale,  and 
has  received  very  flattering  notices  from  the  Catho- 
lic press.  Those  who  have  the  care  of  orphans 
will  find  no  better  book  to  place  in  their  hands 
than  "The  Orphan's  Friend." 

The  first  number  of  the  Catfiolic  School  Rec- 
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ord,  a  paper  devoted  to  the  interests  of  Catholic 
schools  in  the  Northwest,  is  received.  It  is  pub- 
lished at  Milwaukee,  Wis. 

— — The  C  cecilia  for  June  contains  the  following: 
A  continued  article  on  the  "  Use  and  Abuse  of  the 
Organ";  "The  Singing  of  Children";  "Biogra- 
phies of  Oberhoffer  and  Baini,"  etc.,  etc.  The 
Music  supplementing  this  No.  consists  of  a  set  of 
Vespers  for  Feasts  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  arranged 
for  two  choirs,  unison  and  harmonized  singing 
alternately. 

Received. — "  Rapport  Du  Ministre  De  L'lnstruc- 
tioii  Publique  de  La  Province  de  Quebec.  Pour 
L'Annee  1872-73,  et  partie  de  L'annee  1874." 
Montreal. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Archbishop  Wood,  who  has  been  dangerously 

ill  of  late,  in  Cincinnati,  O-,  is  recovering. 

The  Catholic  Columbian  is  soon  to  be  enlarged; 

we  are  glad  to  hear  that  its  circulation  is  increasing 

The  will  of  Mr.  Bodrnan,  the  Chicago  millionaire' 

bequeaths  $25,000  to  the  German  Catholic  Orphan 
Asylum. 

Seventy-six  Catholic  pilgrims  lost  their  lives  by 

the  sinking  of  a  ferry-boat  on  the  Mur,  in  the  province 
of  Tyrol. 

We  are  glad  to  learn  that  Mr.  Clarke,  of  the 

Montreal  True  Witness,  who  was  dangerously  ill,  is 
convalescing. 

Mr.  Hunter  Blair,  son  of  Sir  Hunter  Blair,  Bart, 

of  Ayrshire,  N.  B.,  has  been  received  into  the  Cath- 
olic Church. 

A  church  and  convent  are  shortly  to  be  erected 

for  the  Dominican  Fathers  on  South  Orange  Avenue, 
Newark,  N.  J. 

The  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris  celebrated 

Mass  at  the  shrine  of  Paray-le-Monial,  on  the  Feast  of 
the  Sacred  Heart. 

Dr.  Rogers  delivered  his  interesting  lecture  on 

"Bismark  and  the  Church"  at  Lancaster,  O.,  last 
week.  A  large  audience  attended. 

The  Monastery  at  West  Hoboken,  N.  J.,  will  be 

dedicated  early  in  July,  with  imposing  ceremonies. 
Cardinal  McCloskey  will  preside. 

Mgr.  Dupanloup  opens  his  new  work  on  Ma- 
sonry with  this  question  and  answer:  "  Can  one  be  a 
Mason  and  a  Christian?  Answer:  "  No." 

— The  cases  of  insanity  have  increased  70  per  cent, 
in  Liverpool  and  other  English  cities  since  the  preach- 
ing of  Moody  and  Sankey  excited  the  multitudes. 

We  are  happy  to  say  that  Archbishop  Purcell  is 

in  excellent  health.  The  accident  which  occurred  to 
him  a  short  time  ago  was  without  any  serious  result. 

The  wife  of  a  Russian  Prince  has  been  received 

into  the  Church  by  Rev.  Dr.  O'Bryen,  and  was  admitted 
to  a  private  audience^by  the  Holy  Father  on  the  14th 
ult, 

The  consecration  of  Rt.  Rev.  Francis  Xavier 

Krautbauer,  D.  D.,  Bishop-elect  of  Green  Bay,  Wis., 


will  take  place  in  St.  John's  Cathedral,  Milwaukee,  on 
the  29th  of  June. 

We  learn  that  the  late  Rev.  Bernard  O'Reilly 

bequeathed  to  the  Carney  Hospital,  Little  Sisters  of 
the  Poor,  and  House  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  one  thou- 
sand dollars  each. 

The  Catholics  of  New  Hampshire  are  about  to 

hold  a  series  of  meetings  in  all  the  large  towns  and 
cities,  in  order  to  procure  the  abolition  of  the  religious 
test  in  the  Constitution. 

The  Catholic  Diocese  of  St.  John,  N.  B.,  its 

churches,  convents,  clergy,  religious  and  people  were 
formally  consecrated  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  on 
the  last  Sunday  of  May. 

V.  Rev.  Thomas  Galberry,  O.  S.  A.,  who  was  re- 
cently appointed  Bishop  of  Hartford,  has  positively  de- 
clined the  position  and  returned  the  bulls  of  his  ap- 
pointment to  the  Archbishop  of  Boston. 

— The  Rt.  Rev.  J.  J.  Kain,  D.  D.,  the  new  Bishop 
of  Wheeling,  Va.,  is  the  youngest  Bishop  in  the 
world.  He  was  born  in  Martinsburg,  W.  Va.,  in  1842, 
which  makes  him  about  thirty-three  years  old. 

The  Archbishop  of  Paris  has  addressed  a  circu- 
lar to  the  clergy  of  the  diocese,  quoting  a  letter  from 
the  Archbishop  of  Besancon,  and  soliciting  a  subscrip- 
tion on  behalf  of  the  persecuted  priests  of  the  Bernese 
Jura. 

The  Hon.  D.  A.  McDonald,  Postmaster-General, 

has  received  the  appointment  of  Lieutenant  Governor 
of  Ontario.  Mr.  McDonald  is  a  Canadian  by  birth, 
of  Scotch  descent,  and  in  religion  a  Catholic. — Ontario 
Tribune. 

The  British  survey  of  Palestine  makes  rapid 

progress.  The  last  place  identified  is  Bethabara,  the 
ford  of  the  Jordan  where  St.  John  baptized.  An  ac- 
count of  this  will  be  given  in  the  next  quarterly  pam- 
phlet of  the  Palestine  Fund. 

The  people  of  Shelby  county,  Ky.,  believe  that 

John  Cotton  has  been  stricken  dumb  for  blasphemy. 
He  cursed  God  because  a  frost  had  ruined  his  crops, 
and  on  the  same  day  was  attacked  by  paralysis,  which 
bereft  him  of  the  powers  of  speech. 

During  the  mission  just  closed  in  St.  John's, 

Paterson,  N.  J.,  Father  McNulty,  pastor,  about  ten 
thousand  persons  received  Holy  Communion,  and 
forty  were  received  into  the  Church.  The  exercises 
were  conducted  by  six  Jesuit  Fathers,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Father  Damen. 

The  Right  Rev.  J.  B.  Salpoint,  D.  D.,  Vicar  Apos- 
tolic of  Arizona,  and  the  Abb6  Burgade,  were  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.,  last  week,  transacting  business  with  the 
Indian  Bureau.  The  Abbe  Burgade  has  recently  ar- 
rived from  France,  and  brought  with  him  several  mis- 
sioners  from  that  country,  who  are  at  present  in  Bal- 
timore. 

The  Gazette  de  la  Baltique,  a  German  paper,  says 

that  the  Russian  Government  has  determined  tc; 

press  with  a  single  stroke  of  the  pen  the  Cat 

of  Varsovia,  and  to  place  all  the  dioceseXof/Tblnnc 

under  the  supervision  of  the  Archbishc 

Mohilew.     The  latter  resides  at  St.  Petej 

henceforth  to  be  sole  Metropolitan  for 

Russian  Poland. 
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Speaking  about  the  Pope's  eighty-fourth  birth- 
day, the  Voce  delta  Vcrita  says  :  "  His  elastic  step,  se- 
rene brow,  bright  eye,  ready  word,  robust  voice,  and 
unfailing  memory,  show  that  in  him  the  laws  of  na- 
ture have  been  set  aside." 

Every  historical  student  will  be  glad  to  hear, 

says  the  the  Atlienceum,  that  the  English  Government, 
through  the  Public  Kecord  Office,  now  employs  an 
agent  in  Rome  to  collect  materials  for  English  his» 
tory  from  the  secret  archives  of  the  Vatican.  The 
privilege,  the  first  ever  granted  by  the  Pope  to  any 
nation,  was  obtained  chiefly  through  the  influence  of 
Cardinal  Manning. 

Of  the  proposed  Catholic  Industrial  School,  the 

St.  Paul  Chronicle  says:  "We  are  pleased  to  learn 
from  Father  Ireland  that  the  preliminaries  to  the 
commencement  and  establishment  of  this  noble  refor- 
matory and  truly  Christian  institution  are  being 
rapidly  mastered,  and  that  we  may  confidently  an- 
ticipate an  asylun  where  trades  may  be  taught  and 
instruction  imparted  to  those  needing  the  like." 

The  wife  of  Senator  Sharon,  the  San  Francisco 

millionaire,  and  representative  from  Nevada  in  the 
United  States  Senate,  died  in  the  above-named  city  on 
the  14th  ultimo.  Two  of  her  sisters  are  now  nuns  of 
St.  Dominic,  one  a  superior  of  a  convent  of  that  order 
in  Vallejo,  Cal.  A  brother  of  the  deceased  is  a  Do- 
minican priest.  Her  funeral  was  one  of  the  grandest 
funeral  pageants  ever  witnessed  in  San  Francisco. — 
Western  Watchman. 

The  Governor  of  Malta,  who  is  a  Protestant,  at 

a  dinner  given  in  honor  of  the  new  Bishop  of  that 
island,  gave  the  following  toast: — "I  drink  to  the 
health  of  that  great  and  sovereign  man,  who  although 
despoiled  of  all  is  yet  the  most  powerful  monarch  on 
earth;  that  is— Pius  IX.  His  words  make  the  circuit 
of  the  world,  and  his  constancy  and  firmness  are  ad- 
mired by  all.  Even  I  had  the  honor  of  being  admit- 
ted to  an  audience  with  him,  and  I  can  assure  you 
that  I  was  stricken  with  veneration  and  admiration 
for  that  grand,  holy  High-Priest,  who  is  the  greatest 
man  on  earth." — Pilot. 

The  Papal  Ablegates,  Mgr.  Roncetti  and  Padre 

Ubaldi,  visited  Notre  Dame  last  week.  The  distin- 
guished visitors  left  Chicago  by  the  morning  train  on 
the  M.  S.  and  L.  S.  R.  R.,  in  company  with  Rev.  Father 
Oakley  S.  J.,  Rev.  Father  Riordan  of  Chicago,  and 
Rev.  P.  P.  Cooney,  C.  S.  C.  At  Laporte,  Ind.,  Rt.  Rev. 
Bp.  Dwenger,  Rev.  Father  Sullivan  aud  Rev.  Father 
Lauth,  C.  S.  C.,  joined  the  party.  On  the  arrival  of 
the  train  at  South  Bend,  Rev.  Fathers  Colovin  and 
O'Connell,  C.  S.  C.,  met  the  visitors  and  conducted 
them  to  Notre  Dame,  where  they  received  an  enthusi- 
astic reception.  On  Thursday  morning  the  party 
visited  St.  Mary's  Academy,  and  in  the  afternoon  re- 
turned to  Chicago. 

::-^On  Wednesday,  the  2d  instant,  Rt.  Rev.  James  A. 
,.Hftaly,thenewly  appointed  Bishop  of  Portland,  Maine, 
was  consecrated.  Among  the  piominent  dignitaries 
-  present  were  Archbishops  Williams  of  Boston,  and  Con- 
nolly of  Halifax;  Bishops  Lynch,  of  Charleston,  S.  C.; 
De  Goesbriand  , of  Burlington,  Vt.;  O'Reilly  of  Spring- 


field, Mass. ;  McNierney  of  Albany,  Rogers  of  Chatham, 
N.  B.;  Wadhams  of  Ogdeusburg,  N.  Y.;  Hendricken  of 
Providence,  R.  I.;  Sweeny,  of  St.  John,  N.  B. ;  and 
Loughlin,  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.;  Vicar-General  Quinn,  of 
New  York,  and  Very  Rev.  Father  Baile,  of  Montreal. 
In  addition  to  these  there  were  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  priests  from  all  parts  of  the  diocese. 

The  Diocese  of  Portland  was  established  in  1855. 
It  embraces  the  States  of  Maine  and  New  Hampshire. 
The  faithful  in  these  two  States  may  well  rejoice  over 
their  new  Bishop  who  is  loved  by  all  who  know  him. 

— —The  national  Piedmontese  festivity  of  the  Ma- 
donna della  Consolata  has  been  celebrated  with  great 
solemnity  in  Turin  this  year,  the  Archbishop  presid- 
ing at  the  services  in  the  church.  The  procession, 
which  for  some  years  has  been  discontinued,  took 
place  also,  as  it  formerly  did.  Amongst  the  various 
ornaments  exhibited  in  the  church  and  sacristy  is  a 
fine  stole  worked  by  the  Venerable  Clotilde  of  France, 
wife  of  King  Charles  Emmanuel  IV,  and  sister  of  Louis 
XVI.  It  is  in  blue  silk,  and  very  richly  embroidered 
in  gold.  The  feast  of  the  Consolata  was  decreed  na- 
tional by  Charles  Emmanuel  II  in  1648.  It  will  be  re- 
membered that  his  Holiness,  in  a  recent  allocution, 
entreating  the  king  to  desist  from  his  iniquities  "in 
the  name  of  the  Madonna  della  Consolata,"  Victor 
Emmanuel  must  have  been  struck  by  this  speech,  for 
both  his  wife  and  his  mother  were  exceedingly  devout 
to  our  Lady  under  this  invocation,  and  their  statues 
still  adorn  the  sanctuary.  They  are  represented  in 
white  marble,  kneeling  in  adoration  before  the  famous 
shrine,  which  they  enriched  with  offerings  embroidered 
by  their  owh  hands.  Let  us  hope  that  Our  Lady  of 
Consolation  will  soften  the  hard  heart  of  Victor  Em- 
manuel, inspire  in  him  thoughts  of  repentance,  and 
then  induce  him  to  hear  and  to  obey  the  voice  of  Pius 
IX. 


Obituary. 

On  Thursday  June  3rd,  Madam  Murray,  one  of 

the  nuns  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  sister  to  the  Rev.  Mr 
Murray,  died  at  the  Convent,  Waterloo  street,  St. 
John,  N.  B.,  after  a  long  illness. 

Rev.  Mr.  Carney,  a  deacon  of  the  diocese  of  Al- 
bany, died  of  smallpox,  April  26th,  at  the  Hospital  of 
St.  John  of  God,  Paris.  Deceased  was  a  student  at  the 
Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice,  and  was  to  be  ordained  priest 
in  a  few  months. — Catholic  Union,  Buffalo. 

On  Friday  night,  the  4th  inst.,  Rev.  Michael 

McKenna,  pastor  of  the  Church  of  Saint  Rose  of  Lima, 
in  Cannon  Street,  N.  Y.,  expired  after  a  very  long  and 
severe  illness.  The  reverend  gentleman  was  born  at 
Greencastle,  County  Donegal,  Ireland,  in  the  year  1820, 
and  was  therefore  in  the  fifty  fith  year  of  his  age.  He 
was  educated  at  Maynooth  College  and  ordained 
priest  on  the  6th  day  of  June,  1846.  Father  McKenna 
was  a  devoted  priest,  and  his  loss  is  mourned  by  a 
large  circle  of  friends. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 


Jive  Maria. 
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Religious  News. 

ORDINATIONS. 

—On  Tuesday,  May  25,  Rt.  Rev.  M.  de  St.  Palais, 
D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Vincennes,  promoted  Revs.  John  YV. 
Boyle  and  Andrew  Oster  to  the  holy  order  of  Priest- 
hood. The  ceremony  of  ordination  took  place  in  St. 
John's  Cathedral,  Indianapolis,  and  was  witnessed  by 
a  large  concourse  of  people. 

The  following  gentlemen  from  the  American 

College  in  Rome  will  be  promoted  to  orders  at  the 
Trinity  ordinations: — FIRST  TONSURE  AND  MINOR  OR- 
DERS.— Messrs.  Eugene  J.  Donnelly,  Brooklyn;  Jo- 
seph J.  O'Keefe,  Scran  ton;  Denis  J.  O'Conuell,  Rich- 
mond; Henry  C.  Semple,  Mobile;  John  J.  O'Connor 
Newark.  SUBDEACONSHIP  AND  DEACONSHIP. — Messrs. 
Francis  P.  Fitzmaurice,  Philadelphia;  Michael  J.  Bren- 
nan,  Newark;  Andrew  J.  Byrne,  C.  S.  P.  PRIEST- 
HOOD.— Revs.  Maurice  F.  Burke,  Chicago;  James  J. 
Curran,  New  York;  Cornelius  V.  Mahoney,  New  York; 
Michael  J.  Holland,  and  Michael  J.  Brennan,  of  New- 
ark ;  Francis  P.  Fitzmaurice,  Philadelphia ;  Andrew 
J.  Byrne,  C.  S.  P. 

The  Trinity  ordination  took  place  Saturday,  May 

22,  at  the  Grand  Seminary  of  Montreal,  and  was  chiefly 
remarkable  for  the  large  number,  there  being  112  can- 
didates, representing  28  diocesses.  The  following  are 
the  names  of  the  gentlemen  promoted  to  the  respec- 
tive orders:— PRIESHOOD.— Revs.  Jos.  Leveille,  and  A. 
Houle,  Montreal.  DEACONSHIP. — Revs.  Wm.  Duckett, 
M.  Emard,  and  C.  Seguin,  of  Montreal;  Revs.  P.  J- 
Sheedy,  Boston;  J.  M.  Gal  van,  Brooklyn;  M.  Larkin, 
Kingston;  G.  T.  Mahoney,  Providence.  SUBDEACON- 
snip. — Revs.  A.  Colaneri,  Rome ;  C.  Viger,  J.  Callag- 
han,  of  Montreal;  H.  Charpentier,  E.  Ecrement,  P. 
Beauchamp,  E.  Croteau,  P.  Brady,  A.  Corbell,  D. 
Laduc,  J.  Charlebois,  and  R.  Prudhomme,  of  Mon- 
treal; M.  F.  Delaney,  and  T.  F.  Cusack,  of  Boston; 
D.  O'Sullivan,  and  E.  Maloney  of  Burlington;  P.  G. 
McCabe,  Thos.  Mulvany,  and  M.  Byrne,  of  Hartford; 
James  Ryan,  and  M.  McGrath,  of  London;  W.  Loner - 
gan,  Providence  ;  M.  E.  Synott,  Scranton  ;  R.  J.  Burke, 
Springfield  ;  J.  Lefloch,  C.  S.  C.;  M.  McGcrry,  C.  S.  C. 
MINOR  ORDERS. — Mr.  L.  Lajeunesse,  and  M.  Bissen, 
of  Montreal;  F.  Yoiuec,  Burlington;  T.Preston,  and 
Jos.  Gleeson,  of  Hartford;  Jno.  Quinlivau,  and  Jno. 
Rouau,  of  London;  Thos.  Coffey,  Scranton;  C.  Ber- 
nard, and  J.  Girard,  of  St.  Hyacinthe;  M.  Wurst,  St. 
Paul;  E.  Desfossais,  C.  S.  C.;  A.  Dion,  C.  S.  C.;  A. 
Leblanc,  C.  S.  C.;  A.  Fatord,  0.  M.  I.  Sixty-six  also 
received  Tonsure. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  26xn  DAY  OF  MAY  TO  THE  2ND  DAY  OF  JUNE 
One  hundred  and  thirty-one  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  one  hundered  and  twenty  two 
new  members  have  been  admitted;  prayers  have  been 
asked  to  obtain  health  for  ninety-eight  persons  and   ! 
one  family;   conversion  has   been  asked  for  seventy-  ! 
four  persons  and  fifteen  families ;  special  favors  have   ' 


been  solicited  for  thirty  individuals,  three  families' 
two  schools,  seven  communities  and  one  parish. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  accounts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Rev.  Father:  You  will  please  receive  my 
thanks  for  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdesyou  sent  me. 
It  has  quite  cured  my  mother  of  her  rheumatic  pains, 

at  the  first  application ."  "I  gave  the  last  of  the 

water  I  had  to  a  lady  whose  sister  has  been  danger- 
ously ill  for  some  time,  and  from  the  first  time  she 

took  it  she  improved."  "My  mother  had  suffered 

for  two  years  with  a  pain  in  the  back,  caused  by  liver 
complaint.  We  received  the  Lourdes  water  on  the 
18th  of  April,  and  after  two  Novenas  my  mother  has 
been  completely  cured. "  The  Superioress  of  an  acad- 
emy gives  the  following  information:  "I  gave  some 
of  the  water  to  one  of  our  pupils  who  had  been  suffer- 
ing for  several  weeks  from  the  effects  of  scrofula, 
broken  out  in  sores.  She  had  been  taking  remedies, 
but  none  could  cure,  her.  While  the  sores  were 
open,  she  felt  better,  but  as  soon  as  they  dried  up  and 
healed,  she  was  sick  and  feverish.  After  commenc- 
ing the  Novena  and  the  use  of  water  of  Lourdes,  the 
sores,  five  in  number  on  one  leg,  between  the  instep 
and  knee,  seemed  not  to  get  any  better  till  near  the 
end  of  the  first  Novena;  but  at  the  close  of  the  second 
the  sores  were  healed  up  without  fever  or  sickness. 
This  happened  about  a  month  ago,  and  the  young 
lady  has  had  no  symptoms  of  a  return  of  the  disease. 
We  have  two  other  cases  cured  in  the  same  manner, 
for  which  they  wish  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  said.  One 
case  was  an  ulcerated  sore  throat;  the  other  person 
had  been  suffering  from  an  inward  disease,  for  which 
she  had  taken  remedies  for  six  months  without  relief. 
She  is  perfectly  cured."  ....  "  Very  Rev.  and  dear  Sir, 
— The  water  of  Lourdes  sent  by  you  two  weeks  ago 
was  received  in  safety,  and  immediately  its  use  was 
begun  by  the  person  for  whom  it  was  intended.  The 
result,  thank  God,  was  all  that  could  be  hoped  for. 
My  friend  was  overjoyed  at  the  possession  of  the  holy 
water,  and  used  it  with  a  firm  Catholic  faith.  Its 
good  effects  were,  I  may  almost  say,  instantly  appar- 
ent. In  the  short  space  of  two  weeks  he  has  improved 
more  than  I  could  think  possible,  jet,  there  is  nothing 
impossible  with  God." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  persons:  Miss 
ANNE  KANE,  who  died  lately  in  Pittsburgh,  Pa.;  MR. 
MICHAEL  DALY,  who  died  at  his  residence  in  Shoe- 
makerstown,  Pa.,  on  the  12th  day  of  March,  after  hav- 
ing received  all  the  rites  of  our  Holy  Church,  in  the 
67th  year  of  his  age  ;  Miss  HANLEY,  of  New  Haven 
Conn.,  who  died  on  the  8th  of  April  ;.M».  A.  A.  KEN- 
NEDY, of  Pacific,  Mo.  ;  MR.  THOMAS  McMAHON,  Sen.; 
MR.  THOS.  McMAiiON,  Jr. ;  MRS.  BRIDGET  MCMAHON, 
Miss.  MARGARET  MGMAHON,  MR.  GEORGE  BETHEL  ; 
MR.  EDWARD  CADEN,  of  Boston,  Mass.,  who  departed 
this  life  on  the  4th  of  May,  after  having  received  the 
last  rites  of  our  Holy  Church  in  the  most  edifying  dis- 
positions. Mr.  Caden  was  among  the  first  to  intro- 
duce the  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in 
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the  city  of  Boston,  and  was  always  remarkable  for  his 
devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God.    And  several  others 
whose  names  have  not  been  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


THE  NEW  STAIXED-OIASS  WINDOWS  FOR  THE  CHURCH 
OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 

Seven  of  the  admirable  stained-glass  windows  in- 
tended for  the  new  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  at  Notre  Dame  have  lately  been  put  up,  and 
visitors  from  all  parts,  and  at  almost  every  hour  of 
the  day,  may  be  seen  gazing  with  rapt  astonishment 
upon  the  sacred  scenes  depicted  on  them  with  such 
artistic  skill.  All  declare  that  they  had  never  seen 
such  perfection  of  coloring  and  general  execution. 
Nor  can  such  praises  be  considered  as  merely  common 
flattery,  for  the  community  from  whom  these  windows 
were  obtained  received — scarcely  two  years  ago — at  the 
World's  Fair  in  Vienna,  the  first  premium,  from  among 
hundreds  of  able  competitors.  The  manufacturers — 
the  Carmelite  Nuns  of  Le  Mans,  France,  also  intend  ex- 
hibiting a  specimen  of  their  productions  at  the  Centen- 
nial Exhibition  in  Philadelphia,  next  year,  and  it  has 
been  decided  that  one  of  the  stained-glass  windows  at 
Notre  Dame  shall  be  chosen  to  represent  their  world- 
renowned  productions. 

When  completed,  the  number  of  these  beautiful 
windows  will  be  twenty-two.  There  are  nine  distinct 
subjects  portrayed  in  each  window,  four  of  them  rep- 
resenting full-size  figures,  from  five  to  six  feet  in 
height,  and  five  of  smaller  dimensions.  Each  window 
is  %%%  feet  high  and  5  feet  wide.  In  the  transepts  are 
two  large  stained-glass  windows  of  three  times  the 
dimension  of  the  others. 

Several  of  these  rich  windows — as  is  customary 
everywhere— have  already  been  assigned,  by  request, 
to  some  special  Christian  family,  whose  names  they 
will  bear,  in  gold  characters,  as  being  their  gift,  for- 
ever to  proclaim  the  faith  and  liberality  of  the  gener- 
ous donors.  We  can  well  understand  with  what  grat- 
ification generation  after  generation  will  be  welcome 
visitors  to  a  church  the  brilliant  windows  of  which 
proclaim  the  generosity  and  piety  of  their  ancestors. 
Every  donor  of  a  window  is  also  entitled  to  the  benefit 
of  the  daily  Mass  for  the  benefactors  of  the  church. 

The  end  of  fine  arts  is  to  elevate  our  souls  to  God; 
and  unless  they  fall  under  depraved  influences  the 
higher  they  reach  in  perfection,  the  nearer  will  they 
bring  us  to  the  Source  of  all  perfection.  This  applies 
very  strikingly  to  stained-glass  windows  in  the  House 
of  God,  provided  they  deserve  the  name  of  flue  arts. 
They  form,  as  it  were,  a  long  chain,  or  rather  belt,  of 
luminous  regular  openings,  through  which  a  thou- 
sand colors  pour  in  and  reflect  their  ever-changing 
hues  on  the  pavement,  on  the  pillars,  and  on  every- 
thing within,  as  the  rays  of  the  sun  strike  upon  them 
from  a  continually  moving  centre.  Thus  the  light  is 
made  to  bless  the  Lord  with  new  praises  all  the  clay. 
"  Benedicite  lux,  etc.,  Domino."  Through  these  win- 
clows,  the  light  floods  a  church  with  bright  shapes, 
and  forms  so  pure,  so  innocent  and  so  beautiful,  that 


none  but  a  stony  heart  can  resist  its  touching  im- 
pressions. When  completed,  these  series  of  stained 
glasses  will  form  the  history  of  the  Church,  beginning, 
as  you  may  see,  in  the  first  window  of  the  Sanctuary, 
with  the  expulsion  of  our  first  parents  from  Eden; 
then  recording  the  Promise,  the  Incarnation,  and  all 
the  mysteries  of  our  Holy  Faith.  It  is  the  interest- 
ing drama  of  the  entire  Christian  life,  with  its  elevat- 
ing teachings,  its  trials  and  blessings,  its  sufferings 
and  battles,  and  its  rewards  and  triumphs.  In  the  midst 
of  such  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  all  praising  God  in  celes- 
tial, harmonious  accents,  who  could  remain  unmoved, 
and  cold,  or  indifferent?  The  object  in  the  building 
of  this  temple  has  been  to  bring  from  the  ceiling, 
from  the  walls  and  columns,  from  the  altar  aiid  the 
tabernacle,  from  the  lamp  burning  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  the  holiest  inspirations;  and  the  projec- 
tors trust  to  the  rich  stained  glasses  for  the  first  and 
most  striking  impressions  upon  all  sensible  souls. 

Subscriptions  to  the  New  Tabernacle. 

Patrick  Donnelly $10  00 

Margaret  Donnelly 10  00 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

Mrs.   A.  A.  Kennedy,  Pacific,  Mo $1000 

Mrs.  Ann  Meenon,  Philadelphia,  Pa 10  00 


Saint  Aloysius. 

[From  the  London  Lamp.] 

Infensus  Hostis  glorue, 
Omnisque  culpae  nescius, 
Et  mollis  osor  curiae, 
Laudetur  Aloysius. 

On  the  ninth  of  March,  1568,  there  was  great 
joy  in  the  Castle  of  Castiglione,  for  a  son  was  born 
to  its  noble  lord,  Don  Ferrante  di  Gonzaga. 
Amidst  the  booming  of  the  fortress  guns,  and  the 
Vivas  of  the  joyous  vassals,  the  young  prince 
was  brought  for  baptism  to  the  Church  of  SS.  Cel- 
sus  and  Nazarius.  As  he  was  borne  homewards, 
coins  and  sweetmeats  were  scattered  amidst  the 
crowd;  flowers  were  strewn  before  his  carriage, 
and  from  the  merry  throng  arose  shouts  of  joy, 
and  "  Long  live  the  Prince  Aluigi !  " 

But  on  that  day,  who  imagined  the  heir  of  Cas- 
tiglione would  one  day  abandon  all  its  pomp  and 
splendor  for  the  serge  habit  of  the  Company  of 
Jesus ! 

Every  day  the  pious  Donna  Marta,  bending 
over  the  cradle  of  her  "angel,"  whispered  in  his 
ear  the  holy  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  and  formed 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross  with  his  infant  hand.  After- 
wards she  taught  him  the  "  Our  Father  "  and  "  Hail 
Mary  " ;  and  it  was  his  greatest  delight,  when  able 
to  run  about,  to  steal  behind  the  tapestry,  and  on 
his  knees,  with  hands  joined  and  eyes  closed,  to 
repeat  those  prayers. 

lu  the  year  1571,  the  Marquis  brought  him  to 
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the  camp  of  Casal,  Imping  that  the  novelty  of 
military  spectacles  might  excite  a  taste  for  arms 
in  his  too  gentle  son. 

While  Louis  was  with  the  troops,  his  tender 
conscience  was  burdened  with  two  faults,  if  we 
may  call  them  by  that  name,  which  caused  him 
much  grief  in  after  years.*  Once  while  the 
soldiers  were  sleeping  he  took  a  charge  of  powxler 
from  one  of  their  flasks,  that  was  one;  and  to 
repeat,  ignorant  of  their  meaning,  coarse  words 
spoken  by  a  soldier,  was  the  second. 

After  his  return  home,  his  mother  told  him  of 
her  ardent  desire  to  see  one  of  her  sous  consecrated 
to  the  service  of  God,  and  how  she  feared  his 
brother  Ridolfo  was  not  called  to  it.  Louis 
answered,  "  It  will  be  me,  perhaps."  On  another 
occasion  he  said,  "  I  believe  it  will  be  me." 

When  nine  years  old,  Louis  and  Ridolfo  were 
placed  under  the  tuition  of  Father  Giulio  Bresciani 
at  Florence.  In  this  city,  "the  nurse  of  his 
devotion,"  Louis  made  his  first  confession,  at 
which  he  fainted  because  "God  was  so  good,  and 
he  had  offended  Him  so  much."  One  day  he 
went  to  the  Church  of  the  Annunciation,  where 
having  cast  himself  before  a  miraculous  picture 
of  Mary,  he  consecrated  to  her  his  spotless  purity 
by  an  irrevocable  vow. 

In  the  year  1580,  he  received  his  First  Commu- 
nion from  the  hands  of  the  great  St.  Charles  Bor- 
romeo.  From  this  time  all  his  thoughts  and  affec- 
tions were  centred  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  At 
Mass  he  could  not  repress  the  tears  that  gushed 
from  his  eyes  in  such  abundance  as  to  wet  the 
pavement  where  he  knelt.  His  prayers  became 
more  frequent,  and  his  mortifications  more  rigor- 
ous. He  fasted  three  days  in  the  week,  on  Fridays 
and  Saturdays  he  eat  but  bread  dipped  in  water. 
To  these  austerities  he  added  disciplines  with 
rough  ropes,  or  strong  lashes,  and  the  torture  of 
wearing  next  his  skin  a  girdle  armed  with  spur- 
wheels,  which  tore  his  flesh  at  every  move.  In  1581 
he  went  to  Spain  with  his  mother  and  the  Marquis, 
who  was  appointed  chamberlain  to  the  king.  But 
amidst  the  gay  courtiers  of  that  gorgeous  court,  he 
was  as  recollected  and  mortified  as  if  in  his  room 
at  Castiglione.  Though  he  was  daily  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Empress,  yet  he  never  saw  her  face. 
When  he  had  only  his  own  honor  to  support,  he 
would  lay  aside  the  costly  garments  of  court  and 
put  on  worn  out  clothes.  Father  Cepari  states  that 
he  often  wore  trousers  mended  at  the  knees.  And 
he  the  heir  of  Castiglione,  Solferino,  and  Castel 
Goffredo!  Truly  he  was  in  the  world  but  not  of  it. 
That  he  might  escape  the  company  of  the  young 
nobles  who  often  called  to  visit  him,  and  pray  un- 
interruptedly, he  used  to  steal  into  a  lumber  room 
where  no  one  dreamt  of  finding  him  when  every 
place  was  searched  in  vain. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption,  1583,  while  be- 
seeching the  Blessed  Virgin  to  direct  him  in  the 
choice  of  a  religious  order  (for  he  had  determined 
to  quit  the  world),  he  heard  an  interior  voice  call 
him  to  the  Society  of  Jesus.  The  evening  of  the 
same  day  he  informed  Donna  Marta  of  his  resolve. 
She  undertook  to  break  the  subject  to  Ferrante. 
But  Louis'  path  was  beset  with  crosses.  The 
thought  that  his  heir  was  desirous  to  quit  the 
world,  and  pass  his  life  unknown  to  all,  put  the 


*  St.  Aloysius  is  also  called  St.  Louis  of  Gouzaga. 
His  Italian  uauie  is  Aluhri. 


Marquis  in  a  rage.  After  a  few  days  Louis  went 
to  him,  but  he  threatened  to  have  him  stripped 
and  caned  by  his  varlets.  Louis  only  bowed  his 
head,  and  said,  "Would  to  God  that  He  would 
grant  me  the  grace  to  suffer  such  treatment  for  His 
love." 

At  length  the  Marquis  reluctantly  consented 
to  allow  him  to  join  the  Society  on  their  return  to 
Italy.  But  when  they  came  to  Castiglione,  he 
and  Ridolfo  were  sent  to  visit  the  several  Italian 
princes.  Whilst  his  sons  were  on  this  embassy, 
Ferrante  called  to  his  aid  several  ecclesiastics 
and  laymen,  who  were  to  persuade  Louis  either  to 
remain  in  the  world  or  join  another  Order.  All 
their  efforts  were  vain,  for  to  use  the  words  of 
Father  Francesco  Paniacorala,  "he  was  so  firm 
and  immovable  that  it  was  impossible  to  shake 
him." 

One  day  as  the  Marquis  lay  suffering  from  the 
gout,  he  sent  for  Louis.  During  this  interview 
he  used  language  far  from  gentle;  at  its  close  he 
angrily  bade  his  son  retire  to  his  room.  Louis,  al- 
ways meek  and  obedient,  bending  his  head  and 
saying,  "I  go,"  went  immediately. 

Scarcely  had  his  angelic  son  closed  the  door 
than  the  Marquis  repented  of  his  harshness.  For 
a  time  he  remained  a  prey  to  conflicting  thoughts. 
Calling  a  servant  he  told  him  to  go  and  see  what 
Louis  was  doing.  The  messenger  found  him 
bathed  in  tears,  and  covered  witii  blood,  which 
the  rough  discipline  drew  from  his  tender  shoul- 
ders. Astonished  and  edified,  he  returned  and 
told  what  he  saw.  Ferrante  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve him.  The  next  day  as  soon  as  the,  sounds  of 
the  discipline  were  heard,  he  had  himself  carried 
to  his  son's  door,  that  he  might  behold  with  his 
own  eyes  what  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  be- 
lieve on  the  word  of  his  attendant.  Looking 
through  a  crack  in  a  panel,  lie  saw  a  spectacle 
which  conquered  his  stern  will.  Overcome,  he 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  wept.  The  serv- 
ants knocked  at  the  door,  but  Louis  did  not  hear 
them.  They  knocked  again,  and  the  discipline 
ceased  tearing  the  shoulders  of  their  young  lord. 
At  length  the  door  was  opened,  and  Ferrante  was 
carried  in.  Louis  knelt  at  his  feet  and  renewed 
his  entreaties. 

This  time  they  were  listened  to,  and  the  longed 
for  permission  was  given.  But  the  cross  lies  yet 
in  the  path  of  Louis. 

Affairs  of  importance  required  the  presence  of 
Don  Ferrante  at  Milan.  Unable  to  leave  his 
room,  he  sent  Louis  in  his  stead.  In  the  mean- 
time the  emperor  assented  to  the  deed  of  renunci. 
ation,  and  now  there  is  required  but  the  signature 
of  Aloysius  to  transfer  the  fief  to  Ridolfo.  But 
the  Marquis  determines  to  make  another  struggle. 
He  went  to  Milan  and  entreated  his  son  in  the 
most  touching,  manner  to  remain  in  the  world. 

"If  you  forsuke  me,  and  go  into  religion,"  said 
he,  "affairs  will  arise  which  I  shall  be  quite  un- 
able to  manage;  and  thus  worn  with  anxiety, 
fatigue,  and  suffering,  I  shall  sink  under  their 
united  pressure,  and  you,  Louis,  will  be  the  cause 
of  my  death."  Then  he  wept  bitterly.  Louis 
was  grieved  at  his  father's  sorrow,  but  natural  af- 
fection could  not  change  his  heart,  which  was 
entirely  given  to  his  God  and  his  all.  Again  the 
the  Marquis  returned  to  the  charge.  This  time 
he  brought  with  him  Father  Gagliardi,  of  the  So- 
ciety of  Jesus,  to  test  his  sou's  vocation.  After 
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two  hours  the  Father  exclaimed,  "Signor  Aluigi, 
jrou  are  right!"  and  tlie  Marquis  for  the  third 
time  consented  to  his  son's  joining  the  Company. 
Louis  after  this  conference  went  to  Mantua,  and 
his  father  returned  to  Castiglione. 

After  having  gone  through  the  spiritual  exer- 
cises of  St.  Ignatius,  at  the  house  of  the  Society  in 
Mantua,  Louis  returned  to  Castiglione,  and  found, 
though  not  unexpectedly,  his  father  as  reluctant 
as  before  to  allow  him  to  leave  the  world.  Know- 
ing how  little  entreaties  would  avail,  he  betook 
himself  to  prayer,  fasting,  and  works  of  penance. 
One  day  while  at  prayer,  he  felt  a  sudden  impulse, 
or  rather  inspiration,  to  seek  his  father,  and  again 
ask  his  consent.  He  went  to  him  and  said,  "My 
lord  and  father,  I  place  myself  entirely  in  your 
hands;  do  with  me  what  you  will;  but  I  protest 
to  you  that  I  am  called  by  God  to  the  Company  of 
Jesus,  and  that  in  resisting  this  call  you  resist  the 
will  of  God." 

He  then  left  the  room.  The  heart  of  the  Mar- 
quis was  well-nigh  broken.  He  feared  to  oft'end 
God,  and  he  dreaded  to  part  with  his  dear  son. 
He  wept,  and  grace  conquered  nature.  He  called 
Louis,  and  sobbing  said  to  him:  "  My  son,  you 
have  wounded  me  to  the  heart,  because  I  love  you, 
and  have  always  loved  you,  as  you  indeed  deserve 
to  be  loved.  In  you  I  had  treasured  up  all  my 
hopes,  and  the  hopes  of  our  house;  but  since  God 
calls  you,  as  you  say,  I  will  not  hinder  you;  go, 
my  son,  whither  you  list,  and  I  give  you  my 
blessing."  Then  the  Marquis  sobbed  and  wept, 
and  Louis,  having  thanked  him,  returned  to  his 
room. 

On  the  second  of  November,  1585,  Louis  signed 
the  deed  that  freed  him  forever  from  the  service 
of  the  world.  In  the  evening,  Ferraute  and  Marta 
gave  their  parting  benediction  to  "the  angel," 
who  knelt  at  their  feet.  The  next  morning  Aloy- 
sius  Gonzaga,  no  longer  Prince  of  Castiglione, 
bade  adieu  to  his  weeping  friends,  and  turned 
his  steps  towards  Rome,  "his  rest  forever."  On 
the  25th  he  entered  the  Gesu,  as  a  novice  of  the 
Company  of  Jesus.  When  he  reached  his  cell,  with 
a  joyful  heart  he  exclaimed:  "This  is  my  rest 
forever  and  ever;  here  wTill  I  dwell,  for  I  have 
chosen  it!"  Ps.  cxxxi,  14. 

In  the  world  Aloysius  was  a  Saint,  but  in  re- 
ligion he  seemed  an  angel.  Father  Bernardino 
Medici  affirmed  that  he  never  saw  him  commit  a 
wilful  fault  in  the  least  thing,  or  infringe  the 
minutest  rule.  On  all  occasions  he  sought  hu- 
miliations; and  as  soon  as  persons  of  distinction 
entered  the  college,  he  used  to  leave  his  room  to 
sweep  the  corridors  or  remove  cobwebs.  He  was 
only  a  few  days  in  the  Company  when  he  got 
the  master  of  novices,  Father  Pescatore,  to  give 
him  a  coarse  habit,  and  an  ungil.t  breviary  like 
those  of  his  fellow-novices.  His  own,  he  playfully 
said,  smelt  of  Egypt.  His  love  for  poverty  was 
not  satisfied  till  he  had  parted  with  all  he  pos- 
sessed, save  a  Bible  and  two  paper  prints:  one  of 
St.  Thomas  of  Aquin,  and  the  other  of  St.  Cathe- 
rine of  Siena.  At  the  college  of  Brera,  he  earn- 
estly requested,  and  was  at  length  allowed,  to 
take  up  his  abode  under  an  old  wooden  staircase; 
and  at  the  Roman  College  he  got  leave  to  live  in 
a  garret,  which  could  hold  but  his  bed,  a  chair 
and  a  kneeliug-stool. 

lie  was  wont  to  say  that  he  was  a  crooked  piece 
of  iron,  and  come  into  religion  to  be  made  straight 


by  the  hammer  of  mortification  and  penance.  Yet 
in  religion  his  greatest  mortification  was  that  he 
could  not  practice  half  the  austerities  he  practised 
in  the  world. 

While  carrying  a  plague-stricken  creature  to  the 
hospital  of  La  Consolazione,  he  caught  the  malady 
which  terminated  his  life.  To  others  his  illness 
caused  the  greatest  sorrow,  but  to  himself  the 
greatest  joy,  for  he  longed  to  leave  "  this  land  of 
the  dead."  One  da}'  he  begged  Father  Carmiata 
to  allowhim  to  take  the  discipline.  Being  refused, 
he  said:  "Then  let  Father  Belmisseri  beat  me 
from  head  to  foot."  This  was  denied  him.  Where- 
upon he  asked,  "  at  least,  to  be  left  on  the  ground 
to  die."  But  he  was  again  refused.  During  his 
illness  he  used  to  sip  the  most  bitter  draughts  as 
people  do  the  most  delicious  wines. 

One  day  being  told  that  his  end  was  nigh,  he 
asked  Father  Belmisseri:  "Had  he  heard  the 
good  news,  that  he  was  to  die  in  a  week's  time?" 
and  then  got  the  father  to  join  him  in  saying  a 
Te  Deum  for  the  great  favor  God  had  granted  him. 
In  a  letter  to  his  mother,  written  June  10,  1592,  he 
said,  "I  am%radually  approaching  the  dear  em- 
brace of  our  Heavenly  Father,  in  whose  bosom 
I  hope  to  repose  in  security  forever.  Do  you,  sig- 
nora,  take  heed  and  beware  not  to  do  this  Infinite 
Goodness  the  wrong,  which  it  would  assuredly  be, 
of  weeping  as  dead  him  who  will  be  living  before 
God  to  aid  you  with  his  prayers  far  better  than  he 
has  hitherto  done."  "  From  Heaven  He  invites  me, 
and  calls  me  to  that  Sovereign  Good,  which  I  have 
I  so  negligently  sought,  and  promises  me  the  fruit 
of  those  tears  which  I  have  so  sparingly  sown." 

But,  as  men  live,  so  they  die;  Aloysius  lived 
mortified,  and  so  he  died.  While  gazing  on  the 
crucifix,  which  stood  at  the  foot  of  his  bed,  he 
took  off  his  small  linen  cap.  Father  Cepari  re- 
placed it;  but  Aloysius  laid  it  down  again. 
Cepari  then  said,  that  evening  air  would  be  inju- 
rious were  his  head  not  covered.  But  Aloysius 
answered  by  pointing  to  the  crucifix,  and  saying: 
"Christ,  when  He  expired,  had  nothing  on  His 
Head."  A  short  time  before  his  agony,  Aloysius 
made  his  last  request:  it  was  to  be  moved  from 
the  right  side  to  the  left.  It  was  not  granted.  The 
infirrnarian,  fearing  a  change  would  hasten  his 
death,  refused  to  comply.  Aloysius  said,  "  What 
harm  would  there  be  in  trying V"  "I  grieve  that 
we  cannot  satisfy  your  desire,"  answered  Father 
Gualfueri,  "  but  there  would  be  danger  of  hasten- 
ing your  death.  Bear  it;  it  is  the  last  drop  in  the 
cup  of  the  Lord,  which  He  gives  you  to  drink." 
Aloysius  did  not  put  the  bitter  chalice  from  him; 
he  fixed  his  eyes  on  his  crucified  Jesus,  and  in 
His  Sufferings  he  found  his  own  consolation. 
Whilst  strength  remained,  he  answered  the  Litan- 
ies, or  murmured  the  holy  names.  After  mid- 
night his  pure  soul  winged  its  way  from  this  vale 
of  tears  to  the  land  of  his  Lord. 

His  last  act  was  a  sacrifice,  and  his  last  words, 
as  his  first,  were  Jesus  and  Mary. 


EXCUSE  the  intention  when  you  cannot  justify 
the  action. — St.  Liyuori. 

You  ought  to  know  that  God  will  comply  with 
our  wishes  in  prayer  only  in  proportion  as  \ve 
try  to  comply  with  His  commandments. — St. 
Augustine. 
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Our  Lady  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  a  new 
name  for  a  very  ancient  reality.  We  venerate 
most  justly  all  the  mysteries  of  the  life  of  the 
Mother  of  God.  Contemplative  souls  find  in  the 
life  of  Mary  at  Nazareth  an  example  to  follow,  as 
souls  in  desolation  find  a  consolation  in  Our  Lady 
of  the  Seven  Dolors.  In  every  action,  in  every 
phase  of  the  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  we  find 
some  grace  which  sweetly  attracts  us  to  honor  and 
to  imitate  her,  each  one  of  us  according  to  our  vo- 
cation. 

Mary  lived  more  than  fifteen  years  after  the 
Ascension  of  her  Divine  Son.  What  was  the  oc- 
cupation of  these  long  years  of  exile,  and  what 
particular  grace  did  this  important  part  of  the 
life  of  our  Mother  exhibit?  The  book  of  the  Acts 
of  the  Apostles  appears  to  indicate  this  very 
clearly.  The  first  Christians,  it  is  therein  related, 
lived  in  peace,  and  the  most  fervent  union  of 
charity — in  the  ardent  desire  for  martyrdom,  pre- 
paring themselves  for  it  by  "  persevering  in  the 
Breaking  of  Bread."*  Living  for  the  Sacrament 
of  the  Altar  and  by  the  Sacrament  of  the  Altar, 
surrounding  the  Tabernacle  with  hymns  and  spir- 
itual canticles,  delineates  the  distinctive  character 
of  the  primitive  Christians.  The  Holy  Spirit  has 
drawn  this  picture,  leaving  it  to  be  recorded  in 
the  sublime  ecclesiastical  history  penned  by  St. 
Luke.  Such  must  also  have  been  the  resume  of 
the  last  years  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who  found 
again  in  the  adorable  Host  the  blessed  Fruit  of 
her  womb;  and  in  the  life  of  union  with  our  Lord 
in  His  tabernacle,  a  renewal  of  the  happy  times  of 
Bethlehem  and  of  Nazareth. 


*  Acts  ii,  45. 


Most  truly  could  it  be  said  of  Mary,  above  all 
others,  that  she  "persevered  in  the  Breaking  of 
Bread."  Souls  devoted  to  the  Most  Holy  Sacra- 
ment, you  who  live  for  It  alone,  making  It  the 
centre  around  which  your  lives  revolve,  and  to 
serve  your  Lord  therein  your  only  end,  Mary  is 
your  model,  her  life  your  grace — persevere  like 
her  in  the  "Breaking  of  Bread."  Our  Lord  hav- 
ing given  Mary  to  us  for  our  mother,  we  are 
bound  to  honor  and  to  love  her  like  children. 
But  in  order  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  our  voca- 
tion, or  particular  attraction,  and  to  make  all  serve 
to  augment  our  fundamental  grace,  (outside  of 
which  we  can  produce  nothing  useful  for  our 
own  souls,  nothing  to  conduce  to  the  glory  of  our 
Lord)  it  is  the  life  of  Mary  near  the  tabernacle, 
entirely  devoted  to  the  service  and  to  the  glory  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  that  souls  whose  special 
attraction  it  is  should  study  and  endeavor  to 
imitate. 

Mary  ascended  Calvary  to  die  with  Jesus.  She 
descended  from  Calvary  with  the  Beloved  Disciple, 
the  son  of  her  adoption,  to  return  to  the  room  of 
the  Last  Supper,  there  to  commence  at  the  feet  of 
Jesus  in  the  Sacred  Host  her  new  maternity.  Oh, 
let  us  never  question  but  that  if  we  are  indeed 
chosen  souls,  the  elect  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
it  is  Mary  who  has  drawn  us — that  it  is  she  who 
will  lead  us  by  the  hand  still  nearer  to  our  Lord ! 
Place  yourselves  under  her  direction,  and  in  order 
to  become  the  worthy  servants  of  our  King  and 
Lord,  be  devoted  children  to  Mary,  the  Queen  and 
the  Mother  of  all  His  servants.  She  is  the  only 
true  and  perfect  copy  of  the  virtues  of  her  Divine 
Son.  She  has  the  secret  of  His  love;  her  grand 
mission  is  to  form  Jesus  in  us.  It  is  the  mother 
who  educates;  and  it  seems  as  if  in  dying  Jesus 
said  to  Mary :  "  I  remit  into  your  hands  the  fruits 
of  the  Redemption  I  have  wrought,  the  salvation 
of  men,  the  service  of  My  Sacrament  of  Love ;  form 
for  Me  true  adorers,  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  who 
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will  adore  and  serve  Me  as  you  yourself  have 
adored  and  served  Me."  Take  then  with  you  in 
your  intercourse  with  Jesus  the  idea  of  Mary; 
speak  as  she  would  speak,  imitate  her  behavior, 
act  as  she  acted.  Share  her  love  and  her  suffer- 
ings, for  all  in  Mary  will  tell  you  of  Jesus:  how 
to  serve  Jesus  better,  how  to  give  Jesus  the  most 
glory! 

To  enter  into  details.  The  life  of  Mary  near  the 
Tabernacle  should  be  the  type  of  your  life.  Here 
we  see  our  august  Queen  on  her  knees,  as  the  adorer 
and  servant  of  Jesus  in  His  Most  Holy  Sacrament. 
Well,  kneel  down  beside  her,  your  Mother,  and 
adore  Him  with  her,  in  union  with  her.  As- 
suredly it  cannot  be  contested  that  Mary  passed 
the  greater  part  of  her  days  and  nights  in  adora- 
tion before  the  tabernacle.  There  was  her  Jesus, 
her  Son  and  her  God !  Her  adoration  must  have 
been  profound,  interior,  from  the  depths  of  her 
soul.  All  in  Mary  tended  towards  Jesus  and  lost 
itself  in  Jesus.  One  perpetual  current  of  grace 
united  the  Heart  of  Jesus  in  the  Host  with  the 
Heart  of  Mary  in  adoration  before  It.  Two  flames 
mingled  together  in  one  centre  of  glory  and  of 
love ;  God  was  adored  perfectly  by  His  creature. 
What  a  glory  and  delight  it  must  have  been  to 
Jesus  to  receive  the  Homage  of  His  most  blessed 
Mother!  What  happiness  it  must  have  given  to 
Him  to  know  the  consolation  His  Sacramental 
Presence  afforded  to  Mary !  For  Mary  alone,  Jesus 
would  have  instituted  the  Holy  Sacrament. 

Another  of  our  great  duties  regarding  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  is  to  make  our  Communions  as  per- 
fectty  as  possible.  Well,  if  in  going  to  Holy  Com- 
munion we  invest  ourselves  with  the  merits,  with 
the  desires  of  Mary,  we  Communicate  with  her 
faith  and  with  her  love.  Is  it  not  the  mother  who 
adorns  her  daughter — using  for  that  purpose  even 
her  own  chojcest  ornaments — for  the  day  of  her 
nuptials?  At  Cana,  was  it  not  because  her 
motherly  heart  could  not  endure  the  confusion  the 
newly-wedded  would  have  felt  at  the  exposure  of 
their  indigence,  that  she  provided  for  its  being 
hidden  ?  Oh,  most  truly,  the  best  preparation  we 
can  make  for  Holy  Communion  is  made  through 
and  by  Mary.  And  not  only  so,  but  Jesus  comes 
to  us  more  willingly  if  He  sees  us  in  the  company 
of  His  Holy  Mother. 

Another  of  the  sacred  duties  respecting  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  that  Mary  fulfilled,  we  may 
well  believe,  was  taking  care  of  the  sacred  vessels, 
and  the  linens  used  at  the  Divine  Sacrifices.  We 
may  picture  her  to  ourselves  as  making  these  latter 
articles  with  those  hands  so  holily  skilful  in  such 
works — or  laving  them  in  the  purest  water,  and 
drying  them  where  the  air  was  sweetest  and  fresh- 
est, the  grass  most  verdant,  and  the  sun  most 


clear  and  bright.  We  too,  when  we  work  for  the 
service  of  the  altar,  can  unite  our  intention  with 
that  of  our  Mother,  laboring  for  Jesus  in  the  Di- 
vine Host,  as  erewhile  she  did  for  Jesus  Infant. 
How  sweet,  how  blessed  is  this  toil! 

The  science  of  the  Most  Holy  Virgin,  deeper  and 
more  penetrating  than  that  of  the  most  loving  of 
the  Seraphim — of  the  wisest  of  the  Cherubim,  gave 
to  her  the  perfect  knowledge  of  the  secrets  of  the 
Heart  of  Jesus,  and  thus,  better  than  any  creature, 
angelic  or  human,  she  comprehended  the  immen- 
sity of  the  gift  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  She 
knew  the  sacrifices  of  Jesus,  the  contention  which 
arose  in  His  soul  when  He  came  to  institute  It,  as 
she  had  been  witness  to  the  excess  of  His  agony  in 
the  Garden  of  Olives;  she  had  prescience  of  that 
other  chalice  of  ignominies  He  must  drink,  in  en- 
during the  outrages  of  the  wicked,  in  order  to  per- 
petuate His  Sacred  Presence  in  the  midst  of  un- 
grateful men. 

Tradition  constantly  affirms  that  our  Lord,  with 
the  filial  submission  of  an  obedient  Son,  asked  His 
Mother's,  permission  for  the  Sacrifice  He  was  to 
make  on  Calvary.  Then  He  announced  to  Mary 
that  at  length  the  hour  of  His  triumph — the  tri- 
umph of  His  love — was  come;  when,  through  the 
institution  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  He  would  de- 
vise a  means  by  which  all  Christians,  in  all  ages 
of  the  world,  should  become  partakers  in  the  hap- 
piness of  the  Divine  Maternity,  and  possess  incar- 
nate within  them,  by  Holy  Communion,  their  Sav- 
iour and  their  God.  Mary,  prostrate  before  Him, 
offered  Him,  from  the  depths  of  her  soul,  an  act  of 
gratitude  in  the  name  of  all  human  beings.  Then 
she  consented  that  the  day  of  her  own  reward 
should  be  delayed,  in  order  to  remain  His  one  true 
and  perfect  adorer  on  earth,  to  watch  by  and  to 
serve  Jesus  in  the  Holy  Sacrament,  to  teach  Chris- 
tians how  they  were  to  guard,  to  serve,  to  adore,  and 
to  love  this  Sacrament  of  love!  Ah,  what  a  Mother 
— what  a  model !  Happy  children,  who  have  the 
privilege  of  kneeling  beside  her  to  worship  Him, 
and  who  learn  from  her  wise  and  gentle  lips  how 
to  address  their  Saviour,  Jesus ! 

What  can  be  said  of  the  apostolate  of  intercession 
of  Mary  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment? and  of  her  spirit  of  reparation, — of  that 
life  of  immolation,  of  interior  crucifixion,  which 
made  of  the  Mother  of  God  a  victim  of  love,  united 
to  the  Divine  and  eternal  Victim  ?  Who  docs  not 
feel  there  could  have  been  nothing  more  real,  noth- 
ing more  ineffably  beautiful,  nothing  more  glorious 
on  earth  than  this  intercourse  between  the  Mother 
and  the  Son — between  Jesus  glorified  ami  Mary 
still  living  her  mortal  life — separated  from  each 
other  by  a  veil  which  only  served  to  make  more 
manifest  the  utterly  pure  faith,  the  love  without 
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trammel  or  impediment,  that  existed  in  the  soul 
of  the  Mother  of  God ! 


To  the  Sacred  Heart. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN   STARK. 

Let  the  wild  rose,  blushing  on  its  spray, 

Mark  this  day  : 

Let  the  sweetbriar  and  the  columbine, 
Flushing,  round  His  tabernacle  twine  ; 
Let  the  white  acacia  wave  its  plumes 
Where  the  censor's  precious  incense  fumes; 
Let  the  crimson  balm  show  every  dart 
Tipped  in  Blood  from  Jesu's  Sacred  Heart. 

Sing,  O  choristers,  with  tongues  of  flame, 

Jesu's  Name: 

Let  the  organ,  through  each  stop  and  reed, 
Breathe,  to  ears  celestial,  mortal  need; 
Strike  the  harps,  until  the  harps  above 
Give  to  ours  the  full  response  of  love; 
Tune  the  viols,  till  their  sweetness  soars, 
Where  each  seraph  Jesu's  Heart  adores. 

Bend,  in  azure  beauty,  from  on  high, 

Blissful  sky; 

Summer  clouds,  that  through  the  welkin  roam, 
Troop,  with  angels,  round  His  temple  dome: 
Summer  sunshine,  let  your  ardent  ray 
Urge  the  shy  blue  harebell  on  its  way, 
With  the  virgin  train  to  bear  its  part, 
Round  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

She  will  come,  Our  Lady, /UK  of  grace, 

To  her  place: 

She  will  come,  and  tell  how  Jesu's  veins 
Took,  from  hers,  the  sparkling  blood  that  rains 
From  that  open  wound;  its  human  tide 
In  Himself  to  Godhead's  self  allied; 
That  redemption's  Precious  Blood  might  start 
From  the  fountains  of  His  Sacred  Heart. 

ST.  MARY'S,  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  1874. 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 
CHAPTER  VIII.— (CONTINUED.) 

"  Here  I  am  at  last,  dear  aunt.  I  was  afraid  that 
madame  would  not  have  finished  until  it  was  too 
late;  but  she  had  just  got  a  wedding  order  and 
made  haste." 

"  You  are  quite  in  time,  my  child ;  and  I  am  very 
glad  to  see  you ;  but  we  have  a  long  walk  before  us, 
and  must  hurry  off,  "  said  Mrs.  Waite,  still  hold- 
ing Sybil's  hand  in  the  affectionate  grasp  of  her 
own,  as  she  rose  from  the  chair  beside  John. 

"  We  are  to  have  the  carriage,  mamma  was  so 
kind  as  to  say.  John,  will  you  not  come  with  us  ? 
the  carriage  is  soft  and  warm." 


"  If  I  could  get  out  when  mother  and  you  do,  I 
would;  but  thank  you,  Sybil,  all  the  same." 

"  And  how  are  you  ?  I  needn't  ask  though ;  you 
look  so  bright  and  well." 

"  I  feel  so.  I  have  had  her  and  a  jolly  book  all 
to  myself  for  two  whole  hours!  "  he  answered,  in- 
dicating who  'her'  was  by  a  nod  towards  his 
mother;  "and  so  I'm  in  high  good  humor  with 
your  French  dressmaker,  Aunt  Weston/and  every- 
body else." 

"  For  keeping  me  away?  Fie  John!"  said  Sy- 
bil, laughing. 

John  did  not  attempt  to  evade  the  imputation ; 
he  only  colored  up  and  laughed,  for  to  have  his 
mother  entirely  to  himself  was  one  of  those  rare 
and  delightful  occasions  that  always  made  him 
most  happy. 

"  I  expect,"  he  said,  "  you'll  have  to  wait  your 
turn  a  good  while  to-day." 

"  I  suppose  so;  but  we  won't  mind  that.  What 
is  it,  Uncle  Tom  ?" 

"Missis  is  a-waitin',"  answered  the  old  servant, 
who  just  then  appeared  in  the  doorway;  "and 
how  is  yourself,  young  Missis?" 

"  I  am  very  well;  how  do  you  do!"  said  Sybil, 
laying  her  fair  white  hand  in  the  old  nogro's 
dusky  palm,  who  held  it  for  an  instant  and  then 
put  it  gently  from  him  as  though  it  were  some- 
thing too  dainty  and  fragile  for  him  to  touch. 

"  I's  always  well,  young  Missis,  'cept  now  an' 
ag'in  a  tech  of  rhuinatiz  in  my  ole  bones;  but, 
Lord  bless  you,  you  grows  more  an'  more  like 
your  own  ma  every  time  I  sees  you;  an'  she  was 
the  purtiest,  soft-spoken  cretur;  but  I  forgot  what 
I  come  for.  Missis  is  waitin'  downstairs,  in  the 
hall ;  she  had  somethin'  to  'tend  to,  so  she  said 
you'd  'xcuse  her  for  not  cornin'  up  ag'in." 

"I'm  coming  this  moment.  Good-bye,  John ;  I 
am  coming  back  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  with 
you ;  but  you— will  you  be  all  alone  ?"  said  Sybil, 
waiting  a  moment  in  sudden  dread,  lest  in  taking 
her  aunt  away  there  would  be  no  one  left  with 
him. 

"  Don't  make  yourself  in  the  least  uneasy  about 
me,"  he  replied,  with  his  quaint  little  laugh; 
"Tom's  here,  and  some  boy  or  other  is  always 
bouncing  in.  I  hear  one  now  coming  up  our 
steps." 

Sure  enough  the  side  door  opened  and  there  was 
one  of  the"  Knights  of  the  Round  Table," — as  John 
called  his  friends, — a  bashful-looking  young  fellow, 
who  might  have  passed  for  a  growing  Sir  Galahad 
had  it  not  been  for  the  mischief  and  spirit  that 
sparkled  in  his  eyes.  Sybil  nodded  to  the  new- 
comer, and  ran  downstairs  to  join  her  aunt.  In  a 
moment  or  so  they  were  on  their  way  to  St.  Xa- 
vier's. 
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St.  Xavier's  Church,  when  first  erected,  was  on 
the  very  outskirts  of  the  city,  with  only  the  humble 
and  scattered  dwellings  of  the  poor  around   it; 
neither  the  streets  nor  side-walks  leading  to  it  were 
graded  or  paved,  and  there  were  settlements  at  no 
great  distance  populated   by  a  rough,  disorderly 
class,  most  of  whom  had  been  driven  by  poverty, 
and  a  precarious  struggle  for  bread,  into  a  sullen 
and  reckless  disregard  for  whatever  religious  or 
moral  training  they  had  ever  known,  too  often 
seeking  to  allay  their  hunger  and  drown  their  cares 
in  the  transitory  merriment  and  forgetfulness  of 
intoxication.     More  than  one  madman — made  so 
by  drink — had  committed  murder  there,  whom  not 
even  the  plea    that  the  deed  was  done  in  the 
phrenzy  of  drunkenness  could  save  from  the  gal- 
lows ;  others  were  expiating  crimes  against  law  and 
order  in  tne  penitentiary — which,  had  they  been 
in  their  sober  senses,  they  would  have  died  rather 
than  commit ;  but  these  examples  only  served  as 
a  temporary  check  to  their  fellows, — who,  after 
the  first  shock,  would  fall  back  into  their  old 
reckless,  disreputable  ways.    Numbers  of  these 
people  were  Catholics  by  birth  and  baptism, — 
"  strangers  in  a  strange  land" — to  which  they  had 
come  as  to  an  El  Dorado  where  they  imagined 
competence  was  to  be  found  without  effort,  and 
where  of  course  they  met  only  disappointments 
that  made  them  desperate;    and  missionary  aid 
came  none  too  soon  to  them.    The  foundations  of 
St.  Xavier's  were  dug,  and  the  building  began 
under  the  direction  of  Father  De  Haes,  who  had 
difficulty  in  getting  the  approval  of  his  superiors 
for  the  work,  so  many  obstacles  appeared  to  bar 
its  progress  and  success.    But  with  a  large  faith 
and  simple  trust  in  Divine  Providence,  the  gentle 
priest  carried  out  his  project  in  a  spirit  of  daunt- 
less courage,  undismayed  by  the  threatening  vis- 
ages and  bleared,  suspicious  eyes  that  watched 
his  coming  and  going.     They  would  come  round 
in  half-drunken  groups  and  jeer  at  the  workmen, 
who  sometimes  would  find  on  returning  to  their 
labor  in  the  morning  that  much  of  their  work  of 
the  day  before  was  demolished:  but  Father  De 
Haes  counselled  patience ;  he  would  have  no  com- 
plaint made,  no  police  watch  kept,  no  arrests  made ; 
and  by-and-by  these  men,  who  had  imagined  that 
he  would  attempt  to  assert  some  authority  over 
them,  and  become  unto  them  a  restraint  and  vex- 
ation, found  by  slow  degrees  that  his  coming  would 
prove  a  temporal  help,  and,  as  some  of  them  al- 
ready discerned,  a  blessing;  for,  as  is  usually  the 
case  wherever  a  Catholic  church  goes  up,  no  mat- 
ter how  unpromising  the  neighborhood  may  ap- 
pear, its  prosperity  dates  from  that  period.    St. 
Xavier's  was  scarcely  completed  before  the  out- 
lying lots  around  it  began  to  be  utilized  by  the  erec- 


tion of  small,  comfortable  dwellings,  streets  were 
defined  as  laid  down  in  the  plan  of  the  city,  and 
the  work  of  grading  and  paving  commenced,  with 
other  improvements,  which  gave  employment  to 
many  of  those  who  had  been  hitherto  offenders 
against  law  and  order,  because  idle,  and  unsuccess- 
ful in  their  efforts  to  put  their  brawn  and  muscle 
to  good  uses.    Father  De  Haes  had  baffled  their 
defiant  rudeness  by  gentleness,  their  coarse  threats 
by  courage  of  a  sort  new  to  them,  by  persistent 
kindness  to  the  little  ragged  children,  to  the  sick 
and  dying  of  their  poor,  want-stricken  households, 
by    getting    work    for   the   men,   establishing    a 
night-school  for  the  boys,  and  opening  a  Sunday- 
school  for  the  younger  children  of  both  sexes.    The 
rags  that  scarcely  covered  the  nakedness  of  these 
children  made  them  ashamed  when  congregated 
together  in  the  airy,  newly-painted  schoolroom,  in 
the  presence  of  Father  De  Haes,  and  two  or  three 
charitable  ladies  whom  he  had  engaged  to  assist 
him ;  they  looked  at  each  other,  and  as  in  a  mirror 
saw7  their  own  unwashed  faces,  the  squalidness  and 
dirt  of  their  tattered  garments,  their  uncombed, 
tangled  locks,  their  naked  feet,  crusted  with  the 
soil  in  which  they  paddled  about  from  morning 
until  night,  and  a  sudden  consciousness  came  upon 
them  that  reddened  some  sunburnt  cheeks  and 
and  filled  others  with  a  sullen  determination  not  to 
come  there  again.    Tne  ladies  saw  how  it  was, 
and  exactly  what  help  these  young  Bohemians 
needed  before  they  could  be  led  to  even  the  first 
rudiments  of  spiritual  and  mental  enlightenment: 
and  they  were  all  invited  to  meet  at  the  schoolroom 
on  the  following  Saturday,  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
ceiving presents  of  dresses  and  other  articles  of 
wear,  the  ladies  going  among  them  and  whispering 
into  eager  ears  "  to  be  sure  to  wash  and  comb  them- 
selves before  they  came,  for  only  those  who  did  so 
would  receive  anything."     Our  readers  can  easily 
imagine  the  raid  made  upon  the  households  of  the 
faithful  by  these  indefatigable  ladies,  and  the  bas- 
ket-loads of  outgrown  garments  they  realized  by 
their  efforts,  and  how  willingly  many  merchants 
gave  hats,  shoes,  remnants  of  drygoods  and  even 
money,  to  help  so  good  a  cause;  until,  by  the  time 
Saturday  came,  enough  of  everything  had  been 
collected — yes,  more  than  enough — for  the  success 
of  their    purpose;    and    thus  the  "naked  were 
clothed,"  and  the  "  poor  had  the  Gospel  preached 
unto  them."    So  simple  are  the  means  by  which 
some  of  the  Beatitudes  are  reached. 

The  success  of  Father  De  Haes'  missionary  work 
was  not  of  so  slow  a  growth  as  might  be  imag- 
ined ;  for  the  harvest  was  ripe,  and  by  his  apos- 
tolic spirit  and  large  faith  he  gathered  these  ne- 
glected, almost  despairing  souls  back  into  the  fold 
from  which  they  had  gone  astray,  as  well  as  many 
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others  who  had  been  in  deed  and  in  truth  the 
heathen  of  a  Christian  land.  Three  years  had  suf- 
ficed to  change  the  aspect  and  morale  of  the  re- 
gion around  St.  Xavier's;  and  the  police  reports, 
once  filled  with  miserable  records  of  its  disorderly 
population,  now  seldom  had  reason  to  name  it- 
having,  as  they  officially  reported,  but  "rare  oc- 
casions to  exercise  their  authority  there  since  St. 
Xavier's  Church  was  built,  and  the  Pastor,  a 
Father  De  Haes,  had  established  Sunday  and 
night-schools  for  the  instruction  of  the  children 
and  all  who  chose  to  attend."  Aye,  they  might 
have  added,  had  they  only  known,  when  at  the  end 
of  their  report  they  called  the  work  that  had  been 
accomplished  "a  noble  one,"  that  such  apostolic 
labors  and  the  fruits  thereof  are  of  so  common  oc- 
currence in  the  Catholic  Church  as  scarcely  to  at- 
tract attention;  but  which,  like  a  stone  cast  into  a 
lake,  agitates  its  whole  surface  and  sends  its  cir- 
cling ripples  from  shore  to  shore;  so  in  planting 
a  good  work  its  fruits  and  effects  are  infinite,  end- 
less, stretching  from  time  into  eternity  with  its 
harvests. 

And  thoughtful-minded  men,  and  men  of 
sagacious  understanding,  and  unbelierers,  and 
the  simply  curious,  used  to  come  out  to  see  the 
transformation  wrought  in  this  short  time  ago  tur- 
bulent and  unimproved  district  and  see  what  man- 
ner of  man  he  was  who,  by  the  grace  of  God,  had 
accomplished  such  great  results.  And  when  they 
saw  him, — a  small,  delicate  man,  clad  in  rusty 
black,  with  nothing  to  distinguish  him  from  his 
poor  congregation  except  the  intellectual  force 
of  his  finely  .formed  head,  and  the  keen  perceptive 
glance  of  his  eye,  which  not  even  the  habitual 
humility  of  his  expression  could  veil — and  heard 
majestic  and  divine  truths  enunciated  by  him  in 
simple  language  to  meet  the  comprehension  of  his 
people,  and  noted  the  zeal  and  fervor  that  gave 
weight  to  his  words  and  elevated  the  souls  of  his 
listeners  to  spiritual  aspirations — all  unknown  to 
them  they  would  go  away  pondering  grave  ques- 
tions in  their  own  minds,  which  eventually  led 
some  of  them  to  the  Truth,  or  babbling  with  each 
other  about  the  remarkable  skill  exercised  by  the 
Catholic  priesthood  over  the  minds  of  the  igno- 
rant masses.  To  these  latter  it  was  indeed  no  more 
than  if  they  had  gone  out  into  the  wilderness  to 
see  trees  as  men  walking;  "or  a  reed  in  the  des- 
ert shaken  by  the  wind."  But  there  was  the  grand 
fact,— nothing  could  change  that:  order  had 
sprung  out  of  disorder  by  the  authority  of  a  Divine 
Faith:  "light  had  risen  out  of  darkness,"  and  the 
people  who  had  sat  in  the  shadow  of  death  were 
delivered  and  brought  into  new  life,  as  by  a  sec- 
ond birth. 

"  That  is  St.  Xavier's,"  said  Mrs.  Waite,  "  in  the 


square  just  beyond  us.  Had  we  not  better  get  out 
and  walk  there,  my  dear?" 

"As  you  please,  Aunt  Waite,"  said  Sybil,  as  she 
signalled  Donald  through  the  check  tube  to  stop; 
and  they  got  out,  telling  him  that  they  would  walk 
the  short  distance  between  them  and  the  church. 
He  turned  into  the  next  street  and  drew  up  before  a 
new,  unoccupied  building  that  sheltered  his  horses 
and  self  from  the  keen  north  wind,  to  await  their 
return,  hoping  it  might  be  soon;  for  although  the 
cold  did  not- incommode  him,  wrapped  as  he  was 
in  a  great  fur  cape,  with  a  fine  buffalo-robe  drawn 
up  over  his  legs,  he  was  hungry,  and  thirsting  for 
his  ale,  and  indulged  in  sundry  growls  over  the 
hardships  of  the  situation. 

Mrs.  Waite  and  Sybil  joined  the  stream  of  men, 
women,  and  children  who  were  wending  their  way 
into  the  church,  and  Sybil  felt  glad  that  they  ap- 
proached as  others  did,  instead  of  dashing  up  in 
her  father's  elegant  equipage,  to  attract  attention 
and  make  a  disturbance  with  the  prancing  horses 
and  Donald's  insufferable  flourishes.  And  then  it 
was  more  fitting  to  the  errand  that  brought  her 
there,  she  thought,  that  they  should  approach  the 
tribunal  of  penance  without  any  outward  sign  that 
would  in  the  least  distinguish  her  from  others 
brought  thither  by  the  same  intention ;  she  com- 
prehended her  aunt's  motif  without  explanation, 
and  after  spending  a  short  time  before  the  altar  in 
deep  and  recollected  devotion,  Mrs.  Waite  and  her- 
self took  their  places,  kneeling  with  the  throng 
around  Father  De  Haes'  confessional. 

There  had  been  no  exaggeration  about  the 
crowds  generally  collected  there  on  the  eves  of  cer- 
tain holydays  and  festivals ;  the  individuals  com- 
posing them  were,  for  the  most  part,  of  that  class — 
the  poor — whom  our  Lord  foretold  should  always 
be  with  His  Church ;  there  were  some  in  squalid 
raiment,  there  were  laborers  covered  with  the  soil 
and  moil  of  their  daily  work,  there  were  negroes 
kneeling  side  by  side  with  the  whites,  the  marks  of 
their  race  upon  them,  the  abjectness  of  their  con- 
dition apparent  in  their  countenances  and  in  the 
poverty  of  their  garments.  Here  at  least  there  was 
no  distinction  made ;  they  were  in  their  Father's 
house,  in  whose  presence  all  were  equal ;  here  they 
knew  that  the  Sacraments  were  administered  to  all 
alike,  and  that  the  highest  and  richest  knelt  beside 
the  poor  slave,  and  often  yielded  precedence  to  him 
in  the  religious  solemnities  of  his  faith.  And  to 
her  eternal  honor  be  it  said  that  such  were  the 
teachings  and  customs  of  the  Catholic  Church 
when  the  plague  of  slavery  pervaded  the  land,  and 
before  the  question  had  been  brought  to  a  terrific 
and  bloody  issue ;  she  alone  had  the  Divine  cour- 
age to  insist  upon  the  spiritual  enlightenment  of 
the  slaves  by  making  such  instructions  as  were 
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necessary  obligatory  upon  such  of  their  owners  as 
were  Catholics;  she  alone  received  them  into  her 
fold  as  children  of  the  same  Father  and  co-heirs 
with  Christ,  and  there  were  none  to  say  unto  them: 
"  Wait  thou  here,  slave!  until  I  go  to  the  Table  of 
the  Lord,  and  then  thou  mayst  approach  and 
gather  up  th3  crumbs  that  are  left " ;  for  in  the  ad- 
ministration of  her  Divine  Sacraments  there  was 
no  such  thing  known  as  precedence ;  bond  and  free, 
black  and  white,  all  fared  alike.  Knowing,  as 
most  of  us  do,  what  slavery  was,  it  is  well  to  hold 
this  fact  in  remembrance  as  a  precious  memorial 
of  her  heaven-sent  mission. 

Sybil  and  Mrs  Waite  were  the  last  to  enter  the 
confessional ;  by  this  time  the  wintry  twilight  had 
filled  the  church  with  dim  shadows,  leaving  only 
one  luminous  spot  that  gleamed  like  a  spark 
amidst  the  surrounding  darkness,  the  lamp  of  the 
Sanctuary,  that  pointed  the  weary  soul  to  the  spot 
where  the  Lord  reposed,  as  the  mystical  star  that 
once  lit  up  the  Eastern  night  guided  men  to  the 
humble  Crib  of  the  Redeemer.  Those  who  are  sep- 
arated from  the  true  faith  by  the  accident  of  birth, 
education,  or  wilful  blindness, — who  imagine  that 
our  holy  religion  is  one  of  pomp,  ceremony  and 
form  only,  without  a  vestige  of  spirituality,  would 
be  perhaps  amazed  to  discover  the  deep  and  silent 
devotion  of  souls  in  such  a  scene  as  this,  or  at  a 
low  Mass,  where  the  beauty  and  glory  of  the 
Sanctuary  in  the  splendor  of  vestments,  the  glow 
of  flowers,  the  glitter  of  tapers,  the  aromatic  film 
of  incense  rising  from  golden  censors,  and  the 
soft  thrilling  reverberations  of  the  organ,  and  the 
lofty  authems  that  bear  up  the  sublime  language 
of  prayer  or  rejoicing  on  the  very  wings  of  mel- 
ody towards  heaven,  come  not  in  sweet  distrac- 
tions between  the  devout  soul  and  the  Presence  of 
its  Lord;  but  where,  in  the  solemn  hush  of  the 
morning,  when  only  the  low  voice  of  the  priest 
who  is  celebrating  the  Holy  Mysteries  is  heard, 
and  the  scarcely  whispered  prayers  of  the  kneel- 
ing worshippers  respond,  then  it  is  that  com- 
munion with  Him  is  as  "deep  calling  unto  deep," 
and  the  soul  laid  bare  before  Him  has  a  realiza- 
tion of  the  true  meaning  of  faith,  and  speaks  with 
Him  as  it  were  "face  to  face,"  nothing  doubting, 
and  submitting  all  things  whatever  to  His  divine 
will.  This  silent,  reverent  devotion  in  our  Church, 
when  to  their  eye  there  is  nothing  to  excite  it,  is 
a  mystery  to  Protestants,  and  it  is  sometimes  forced 
upon  their  minds  that  this  people  whom  they 
looked  upon  as  idolators  have  something  of  a  deeper 
significance  to  console  them  than  the  mere  dig- 
nity and  splendor  of  religious  externals.  Some 
even  discover  that  Catholics  have  the  same  spirit- 
ual life  that  the  Christians  of  the  Catacombs,  the 
Christians  who  fought  with  wild  beasts  in  the 


arena,  the  Christians  who  were  put  to  death  by  fire 
and  sword  for  their  faith,  had;  and  believing  thus 
far,  are  not  slow  to  comprehend  that  should  the 
Church  be  stripped  again  of  her  robes  of  peace 
and  rejoicing  by  tyrants, — 'her  children,  as  now  in 
the  devout  hours  of  silent  prayer  before  Her  altars, 
as  then,  when  compelled  to  worpship  in  hidden 
places,  in  the  gloom  and  darkness  of  caverns  and 
even  among  the  graves  of  their  dead,  without  the 
sound  of  music,  the  sweet  fragrance  of  incense, 
the  grand  ceremonials  in  which  like  a  bride  she  is 
clothed,  will  be  known  by  the  same  spirit,  rejoic- 
ing in  tribulation,  as  in  triumph,  drawn  nearer 
and  nearer  to  their  great  Head  by  suffering,  and 
ready  for  scourges  or  death,  as  of  old,  for  their 
divinely  instituted  Faith. 

After  a  devout  thanksgiving  in  the  solemn  rest- 
ful twilight  of  the  humble  church,  Mrs.  Waite 
and  Sybil  went  home;  while  D  maid,  the  coach- 
man, congratulated  himself  that  Mrs.  Weston  was 
not  given  to  such  religious  visitations  to  such  far 
and  out-of-the-way  places  as  this. 

"Do  not  come  for  me,  Donald;  my  aunt  says 
the  boys  will  bring  me  home.  Be  sure  and  tell 
mamma!" — said  Sybil, when  the  carriage  stopped 
at  Mrs.  Waite's  house. 

Of  course  Donald  was  straightways  zealous  to 
come,  fearing  that  he  had  shown  a  little  surliness 
about  waiting  out  there  at  St.  Xavier's  so  long; 
but  seeing  that  the  sweet,  pleasant  face,  upon 
which  the  carriage  lamp  shone  down,  meant  what 
it  said,  without  reserve  (for  there  are  none  who 
are  such  •  keen  physiognomists  as  those  whose 
business  it  is  to  watch  and  wait),  he  only  said :  "I 
will  do  as  you  say,  Miss," — then  drove  off". 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


The  Great  Clock  at  Venice. 

On  the  dial  plate  of  the  great  clock  the  twenty- 
four  hours  are  marked  with  signs  of  the  zodiac 
and  the  phases  of  the  moon.  Above  this  is  the 
Madonna,  sitting  in  state  upon  a  platform  between 
two  doors.  On  grand  religious  festivals,  such  as 
Epiphany  and  Ascension,  the  door  on  the  right  of 
the  Virgin  opens  and  out  walks  an  angel  with  a 
big  trumpet,  which  he  blows,  and  then  bowing  to 
the  Madonna,  passes  on.  He  is  followed  by  three 
gentlemen  representing  three  Moorish  mouarchs, 
or  three  wise  men,  or  the  three  sacred  kings,  one 
of  whom  is  as  black  as  night.  These  all  pause 
and  bow  before  the  Virgin,  and  the  whole  party 
pass  through  the  door  on  her  left,  which  immedi- 
ately closes  after  them.  On  the  platform  is  a  huge 
bell,  beside  which  stand  two  giant  figures,  who 
strike  the  hour  with  sledge  hammers,  while  above 
all  is  the  lion  of  St.  Mark  with  outstreched  wings. 
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THE    LIFE 
OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  (JEORaiAN.1  FULLERTON. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

Before  we  proceed  with  our  narrative,  it  will  be 
well  to  describe  tbe  bouse  obtained  by  so  many 
prayers  and  taken  possession  of  with  much  grate- 
ful joy  on  the  eve  of  the  Feast  of  the  Visitation, 
185—,  and  which  still  remains  the  mother-house 
of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  No.  IB,  Rue  de 
la  Barouilliere,  was  a  small  and  not  very  conve- 
nient habitation  at  the  time  of  their  installation; 
it  has  since  been  remodelled  according  to  the 
needs  of  an  increasing  congregation,  and  an 
adjoining  one  has  been  added  to  it.  This  con- 
vent soon  became  dear  to  those  who  longed  to 
help  the  many  beloved  ones  removed  from  their 
sight,  but  who  felt  the  impotency  of  their  own  ef- 
forts, their  want  of  holiness,  of  courage,  and  of 
perseverance  in  the  blessed  work.  The  aspect  of 
this  religious  house  is  very  touching.  The  inscrip- 
tions on  the  walls,  which  are  taken  from  the  holy 
Scriptures  and  the  writings  of  the  Saints,  all  bear 
reference  to  the  state  of  departed  souls  and  our 
duty  towards  them.  In  the  quiet  chapel,  where 
the  Office  for  the  Dead  is  daily  said,  a  number  of 
Masses  are  also  offered  up.  The  memorials  of 
the  holy  Curg  d'Ars,  whose  spirit  seems  to  hover 
over  the  place,  bear  witness  to  his  connection 
with  this  great  work  of  spiritual  mercy.  The 
Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  do  not  wear  a  religious 
dress;  they  are  simply  clothed  in  black,  like  per- 
sons in  deep  mourning.  They  have  to  a  remark- 
able degree  the  look  of  happiness  which  is  pecu- 
liar to  nuns.  There  is  something  singularly  joy- 
ous in  their  countenances.  Their  vocation,  beyond 
all  others,  perhaps,  causes  them  to  rejoice  in  suf- 
ferings. Sufferings  form  the  treasure  of  their 
community,  its  spirit  and  its  strength.  Joy  in 
suffering — this  thought  seems  impressed  on  all 
they  say  and  do,  and  unites  them  to  the  Holy 
Souls  to  whose  service  they  are  devoted. 

Like  all  the  convents  in  Paris,  this  one  has  a 
large  garden.  The  professed  Sisters  have  not 
much  leisure  to  avail  themselves  of  its  green 
lawn  and  shady  alleys,  but  the  novices  sit  at 
work  under  the  trees.  The  poor  women  who 
meet  every  Sunday  at  the  Convent  for  religious 
instruction  and  recreation  enjoy  there  in  the  sum- 
mer the  sight  and  smell  of  the  flowers,  whilst 
their  little  children  play  on  the  grass,  and  gather 
the  daises  which  grow  in  abundance. 

A  day  or  two  after  the  new  community  had  set- 


tled their  establishment  in  the  Rue  de  la  Barouil- 
liSre,  a  lady  called  to  ask  if  one  of  the  nuns  would 
visit  a  poor  woman  who  was  dying  a  few  doors 
off.  "  It  must  be  St.  Joseph  sends  you,"  the  Su- 
perioress said;  and  immediately  a  Sister  went  to 
the  house  in  question.  Her  patient  was  one  of 
those  old  Frenchwomen  who  hate  the  sight  and 
even  the  name  of  a  priest.  When  the  Sister  said 
something  about  God,  she  answered  that  she  was 
a  Christian,  but  that  she  never  meant  to  go  to  con- 
fession because  she  hated  priests.  The  Sister  felt 
glad  at  that  moment  that  nothing  in  her  garb  re- 
vealed her  religious  character;  she  contrived  by 
degrees  to  win  the  poor  woman's  confidence,  and 
finally  succeeded  in  overcoming  her  prejudices. 
"Oh!  how  glad  I  am  that  you  were  not  dressed 
as  a  nun!"  said  her  patient,  some  time  afterwards, 
when  she  had  fulfilled  her  religious  duties  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion.  "  If  I  had  the  least 
idea  of  your  being  a  nun  I  should  not  have  suf- 
fered you  to  approach  me,  nor  listened  to  a  word, 
you  said."  This  incident  decided  the  new  com- 
munity to  forego  the  satisfaction  of  wearing  a  re- 
ligious habit.  This  was  no  doubt  a  sacrifice;  but 
in  a  country  like  France,  where  there  are  many 
merely  nominal  Catholics,  and  deep-rooted  preju- 
dices exist  amongst  a  portion  of  the  population 
against  priests  and  nuns,  their  secular  dress  often 
enabled  them  to  approach  and  to  win  over  persons 
who  had  long  kept  aloof  from  all  religious  prac- 
tices, but  in  whose  hearts  faith  was  not  absolutely 
dead. 

Another  poor  woman  whom  they  assisted  de- 
clared at  the  outset  of  her  illness  that  she  would 
not  allow  a  Sister  to  enter  her  room,  as  she  quite 
made  up  her  mind  not  to  go  to  confession.  But 
when  they  told  her  that  a  lady  in  mourning  had 
called,  she  made  no  difficulty  in  admitting  her. 
Satisfied  with  the  attentions  of  her  visitor,  and 
especially  so  that  not  a  word  had  been  said  about 
confession,  she  condescended  to  express  a  wish  to 
see  her  again,  provided  it  was  not  to  talk  about 
Almighty  God.  "  If,  however,"  she  added,  "  you 
would  be  so  obliging  as  to  read  me  novels,  I 
should  not  mind,  once  in  ten  times  that  you 
called,  letting  you  say  a  word  or  two  about  relig- 
ion." The  bargain  was  accepted.  The  lady  in 
mourning  read  aloud  "Fabiola,"  and  soon  ob- 
tained permission  to  speak  of  religion  every  other 
day.  Before  long  the  poor  woman  begged  herself 
that  it  might  be  every  day.  Soon  she  went  to  her 
duties,  and  died  peacefully  a  short  time  afterwards. 

From  the  moment  that  the  new  community  en- 
tered on  their  work  of  mercy  their  time  was  no 
longer  their  own ;  they  were  sent  for  in  every  di- 
rection, and  found  themselves  compelled  to  give 
up  the  employment  which  had  hitherto  provided 
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for  their  support.  They  now  trusted  to  Providence 
for  their  daily  bread,  and  It  never  failed  them. 
They  experienced,  indeed,  in  those  early  days 
especially,  many  of  the  real  sufferings  of  poverty. 
The  pensions  of  a  few  of  their  members  constitute 
up  to  this  day  the  only  income  of  the  Society,  and 
just  suffices  to  pay  the  rent,  or  rather  the  inter- 
est of  the  sum  they  borrowed  for  the  purchase  of 
the  house.  For  their  own  maintenance,  and 
means  wherewith  to  assist  the  sick  poor,  in  whose 
desolate  homes  they  spend  days  and  nights,  they 
depend  solely  on  alms.  But  though  they  have  suf- 
fered, they  have  not  starved.  Their  first  refectory 
was  a  stable,  and  they  wrote  on  its  walls  the  words 
of  our  Lord :  "  Behold  the  birds  of  the  air — they, 
sow  not,  neither  do  they  reap  nor  gather  into 
barns,  and  yet  your  heavenly  Father  feedeth  them." 
So  it  has  been  with  these  children  of  Providence, 
whose  trust  has  been  rewarded  by  numberless 
graces  and  blessings. 

On  the  18th  of  August,  1856,  Monseigneur  Sibour, 
the  Archbishop  of  Paris,  came  to  visit  and  bless 
the  new  convent.  "  It  is  a  grain  of  mustard  seed," 
he  said,  "  which  will  become  a  great  tree  and 
spread  its  branches  far  and  wide."  He  approved 
of  all  that  had  been  done  since  the  house  had  been 
opened,  and  allowed  Mass  to  be  said  in  the  chapel, 
and  the  Blessed  Sacrament  to  remain  in  it.  This 
took  place  on  the  ensuing  5th  of  November.  On 
the  8th  of  the  same  month  the  house  was  conse- 
crated to  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  a  most  especial 
manner.  The  M&re  de  la  Providence  had  been 
kneeling  before  that  little  image  of  the  Immacu- 
late Mother  which  she  had  looked  upon  for  years 
as  her  greatest  treasure.  Once  in  her  youth  it  had 
seemed  to  her  that  from  its  lips  she  heard  these 
words:  "  One  day  I  shall  be  in  a  chapel,"  and  she 
had  looked  upon  this  intimation  as  a  prophecy, 
which  was  now  realized.  The  beloved  statue  was 
placed  at  the  right  hand  side  of  the  altar  in  the 
humble  sanctuary  of  the  Rue  de  la  BarouilliSre, 
and  as  she  prayed  before  it  the  thought  arose  in 
her  mind  of  delivering  up  into  the  hands  of  her 
heavenly  Mother  all  the  cares  and  responsibility 
involved  in  her  position  as  foundress  and  Superi- 
oress. She  told  her  daughters  that  such  was  her 
desire ;  they  warmly  sympathized  with  her  devout 
intention,  and  on  the  appointed  day  the  altar  of 
the  Divine  Mother  was  adorned  to  the  best  of  their 
power  in  honor  of  her  installation  as  the  superior- 
ess of  the  little  Congregation  devoted  to  the  most 
forlorn  of  her  children.  After  Mass,  Mere  Marie 
knelt  down  before  the  dear  image  which  had  wit- 
nessed the  earliest  aspirations  of  her  ardent  soul, 
and  with  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion  pro- 
nounced words  which  revealed  the  faith  and  the 
love  burning  in  her  heart.  According  to  her 


usual  practice,  she  asked  for  a  token  that  her 
prayer  had  been  heard  and  that  her  Mother  in 
heaven  had  accepted  the  office  of  Superioress  of 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  The  details  of  the 
proofs  which  she  petitioned  for,  and  of  the  aston- 
ishing way  in  which  they  were  vouchsafed,  have 
not  reached  us,  but  they  were  such  as  fully  to  sat- 
isfy her  clients  that  Mary  Immaculate  had  become 
their  special  Protectress.  The  keys  of  the  house 
had  been  laid  at  her  feet,  and  from  that  time  in  all 
the  conferences  held  by  the  religious  the  foundress 
sat  beneath  the  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  mark 
that  she  alone  was  the  Head  of  the  Community. 

A  few  days  afterwards  a  monstrance  was  pre- 
sented to  the  Congregation,  and  Mere  Marie  ex- 
claimed: "I  see  then  that  our  Lord  wants  to  give 
us  His  Blessing,"  and  off  she  went  to  the  Arch- 
bishop to  obtain  leave  for  the  Exposition  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  and  Benediction  on  several 
days  of  the  year.  When  Monseigneur  glanced  at 
the  list  she  had  drawn  up,  he  said  :  "  Why,  you 
are  asking,  my  child,  for  privileges  which  long 
established  Congregations  would  not  think  of  so- 
liciting !  "  With  that  readiness  of  reply  possessed 
by  the  French  more  than  any  other  people,  with 
the  exception  of  the  Irish,  Mere  Marie  exclaimed: 
"Oh!  Monseigneur,  don't  you  know  that  the 
youngest  children  in  a  family  are  always  the  bold- 
est and  most  indulged!"  The  kind  Archbishop 
smiled,  and  seemed  about  to  sign  the  paper;  but 
as  he  was  taking  up  his  pen  he  stopped  and  said : 
"  No;  really  I  cannot  give  so  extensive  a  permis- 
sion. "  MSre  Marie  was  not  to  be  daunted.  "  Mon- 
seigneur," she  urged,  with  a  voice  full  of  emotion, 
"do  give  it.  The  souls  in  Purgatory  are  holding 
your  pen."  "Do  you  think  so,  my  child?"  his 
grace  said,  as  if  impressed  by  the  thought,  and 
forthwith  signed  the  paper,  without  further  remark. 
A  few  days  afterwards  this  pious  Prelate  was  num- 
bered with  the  dead.  He  had  fallen  by  the  hand 
of  an  assassin,  and  closed  a  life  devoted  to  acts  of 
charity  by  a  tragical  death.  But  between  the  day 
of  her  last  interview  with  Monseigneur  Sibour  and 
that  on  which  they  shed  bitter  tears  at  his  loss, 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  had  accomplished 
the  important  act  which  united  them  forever  to 
our  Blessed  Lord  as  His  spouses.  On  the  Feast  of 
St.  John  the  Evangelist  ihey  made  their  first  vows, 
temporary  indeed  in  form,  but  in  the  secret  of  Iheir 
hearts  as  indissoluble  as  the  inward  and  entire 
consecration  of  their  whole  beings  to  Him  could 
make  them.  It  was  a  solemn  moment  for  Euge- 
nie— even  more  solemn  than  to  most  of  those  who 
make  a  similar  offering.  It  had  been  so  long  de- 
sired— so  sighed  for — and  attained  at  last  at  the 
price  of  so  many  sufferings.  A  strong  sense  came 
over  her,  in  that  hour,  even  whilst  joy  was  flood- 
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ing  her  soul  and  the  words  of  the  Magnificat  rising 
to  her  lips,  that  she  was  committing  herself  to 
more  than  ordinary  and  ever-increasing  sufferings 
— that  God  could  have  mercy  upon  her  according 
to  His  great  mercy  in  the  sense  which  many  holy 
persons  have  attached  to  those  words,  believing 
that  the  greatest  of  His  mercies  is  to  be  given  to 
drink  of  his  chalice,  and  to  be  baptized  with  His 
baptism ;  and  no  sooner  had  the  alliance  been 
formed  between  the  souls  of  these  servants  of  the 
Holy  Souls  and  their  crucified  King,  than  the 
heavy  weight  of  His  cross  was  sharply  pressing  on 
their  hearts.  The  news  of  the  assassination  of  their 
best  friend  and  protector,  Monseigneur  Sibour, 
which  happened  on  the  3rd  of  January,  1857,  came 
upon  them  like  a  thunderbolt,  and  it  needed  the 
words  of  a  saint  to  raise  their  courage  under  the 
terrible  blow.-  On  the  29th  of  January  the  Abbe 
Toccanier  wrote  to  them  as  follows,  in  the  name 
of  the  Cure  d'Ars : 

"I  own  that  I  feel  more  inclined  to  weep  with  you 
than  to  write  words  of  comfort.  The  death  of  your 
holy  Bishop  lias  indeed  deprived  you  of  a  powerful 
protector — but  he  will  watch  over  you  from  heaven. 
You  are  the  children  of  Providence,  and  it  must  be 
made  evident  that  it  is  on  God  alone  you  depend. 
The  suffering  Church  must  have  its  martyrs  on  earth. 
Our  good  Cure  prays  for  you,  and  sends  you  his  most 
heartfelt  blessing.  A  house  founded  on  the  Cross 
has  nothing  to  fear.  It  is  marked  with  the  divine  seal." 

On  the  llth  of  April  he  writes  again : 
"  The  good  Cure"  recommends  you  not  to  trouble 
your  head  about  certain  pretended  predictions  respct- 
ing  the  duration  of  good  works.  The  Church  is  now, 
as  it-has  always  been,  Militant;  and  the  good  it  does 
is  ever  accomplished  in  the  midst  of  labors,  trials  and 
persecutions.  Our  risen  Lord  says  to  you,  as  He  did 
to  His  Apostles:  "  It  is  I.  Do  not  fear:  I  shall  be  with 
you."  Is  it  not  from  His  hand  that  you  receive  the 
daily  Bread  of  your  souls  and  of  your  bodies?  At  the 
same  time  he  exhorts  you  to  confidence;  the  holy  Cure 
says  that  you  must  also  exercise  prudence.  He  does 
not  venture  yet  to  advise  you  to  buy  the  house.  You 
must  think  more  of  the  excellence  than  of  the  num- 
ber of  subjects  you  receive,  most  especially  in  these 
early  days.  The  seed  must  be  of  the  best  quality." 

M.  Vianney  was  often  sending  these  messages 
to  the  little  Community,  which  looked  upon  him 
as  their  founder  and  their  father.  On  the  30th  of 
June  of  the  same  year,  for  instance,  this  note  was 
written  by  his  faithful  Secretary : 

"Can  you  for  a  moment  doubt  that  you  are  doing 
God's  work  when  He  vouchsafes  to  give  you  so  many 
tokens  of  His  love?  Your  sufferings — your  trials — 
your  struggles — are  all  means  of  advancing  iu  virtue 
and  paying  the  debts  of  others." 

And  on  the  14th  of  July  he  says : 

"  Our  good  Cure"  thinks  that  you  have  received  so 


many  visible  proofs  of  the  divine  goodness  towards 
your  Community,  that  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that 
your  labors  are  pleasing  to  God,  and  that  the  fervent 
prayers  of  your  Sisters  and  the  sacrifices  they  make 
have  greatly  assisted  the  Holy  Souls  in  Purgatory.  As 
to  what  number  you  may  have  contributed  to  release, 
that  is  a  question  which,  not  being  a  prophet,  he  can- 
not answer;  and  he  says  we  must  not  be  over-anxious 
to  pierce  the  veil  with  which  the  Divine  will  hides 
from  us  those  mysteries  of  suffering  and  expiation. 
He  perceives  that  the  devil  does  all  he  can  to  discour- 
age you,  and  uses  every  kind  of  artifice  for  that  pur- 
pose. Do  not  be  disturbed  by  it.  Such  is  the  sub- 
stance of  the  answer  I  received  from  him  when  I 
showed  him  your  letter.  I  should  like  to  have  more 
consolations  and  still  greater  lights  to  transmit  to 
you." 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


Evening  Prayer  to  Our  Blessed  Lady. 

Night  is  falling,  dear  Mother;  the  long  day  is  o'er, 
And  before  .thy  loved  image  I'm  kneeling  once  more, 
To  thank  thee  for  keeping  me  safe  thro'  the  day, 
To  ask  thee  this  night  to  keep  evil  away. 

Many  times  have  I  fallen  to-day,  Mother  dear, 
Many  graces  neglected  since  last  I  knelt  here; 
Wilt  thou  not,  in  pity,  my  own  Mother  mild, 
Ask  Jesus  to  pardon  the  sins  of  thy  child  ? 

I  am  going  to  rest,  for  the  day's  work  is  done, 
Its  hours  and  its  moments  have  passed  one  by  one, 
And  the  God  who  will  judge  me  has  counted  them  all, 
He  has  numbered  each  grace,  He  lias  noted  each  fall. 

In  His  book  they  are  written  against  the  Last  Day, 
Oh,  Mother!  beg  Jesus  to  wash  them  away; 
For  one  drop  of  His  Blood,  which  for  sinners  was  spilt, 
Is  sufficient  to  cleanse  the  whole  world  from  its  guilt. 

And  if  ere  the  dawn  I  should  draw  my  last  breath, 
And  the  sleep  that  I  take,  be  the  long  sleep  of  death, 
Be  near  me,  dear  Mother,  for  Jesus'  dear  sake, 
"When  my  soul  on  eternity's  shore  shall  awake. 
ST.  JOSEPH'S  CONVENT  OF  MERCY, 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

—  Western  Watchman. 


Letter  from  Rome. 


ROME,  May  27, 1875. 

We  write  on  a  great  feast,  Diem  sacrum  columns. 
All  the  other  feasts  in  the  ecclesiastical  cycle  awaken 
our  religious  sentiments  for  various  motives.  Christ- 
mas is  undoubtedly  a  happy  feast,  and  its  saving,  benef- 
icent influence  upon  us  is  evident  in  our  name,  Chris- 
tians. Epiphany,  too,  is  a  beautiful  feast,  for  on  that 
day  He  appeared  to  us  Gentiles.  Passion  Week  appeals 
to  the  tenderest  sympathies  of  our  heart;  Pentecost  is 
a  glorious  commemoration  of  an  awful  mystery,  the 
descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  but 'Corpus  Christi,  blest 
be  the  day,  is  a  feast  of  love.  It  brings  our  God  so 
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near  home  to  us — not  an  avenging,  wrathful  Creator, 
ever  holding  aloft  the  thunderbolts  of  His  wrath,  as 
He  seemed  to  the  Jews,  but  the  meekest  of  men,  the 
most  loving  ever  read  of, — He  of  whom  John  wroto 
"and  having  loved  His  own,  He  loved  them  to  the 
end."  Wherefore,  we  celebrate 

THE  FEAST  OF  CORPUS  CHRIST!. 

But  our  misfortune  in  these  days  is  that  we  must  cele- 
brate the  feasts  of  the  Church  in  this  Catholic  land» 
which  once  teemed  with  sanctity  and  saints,  in  the 
spirit  only,  in  memory.  In  this  we  are  not  unlike  the 
captive  children  of  Jewry,  who  piped  mournful  threno- 
dies on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates,  when  they  thought 
of  the  deserted  Temple  away  off  on  Mount  Sion,  ot  the 
festivals  that  were  uncommemorated,  of  the  canticles 
of  the  virgins  and  the  priests,  silenced  beyond  even  an 
echo.  There  is  captivity  too  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiben 
which,  considering  the  times,  the  circumstances,  and 
the  persons,  is  as  hard  to  bear  as  was  that  of  the  Jews. 
Christians  are  not  carried  away  from  the  Holy  City,  but 
they  are  compelled  to  stay  here  to  remain  impotent 
spectators  of  the  sufferings  of  their  High  Priest,  and  to 

BEHOLD  THEIR  RELIGION  OUTRAGED  AXD  INSULTED 

by  those  who  would  be  Barbarians  to  this  day  but  for 
its  civilizing  influence.  In  short,  we  cannot  give  a 
more  faithful  account  of  Corpus  Christi  in  Rome  to- 
day than  by  describing  what  it  is  not,  and  we  will  ef- 
fect this  when  we  say  that  there  are  no  public  proces- 
sions, no,  not  one,  in  this  centre  of  Catholicity.  There 
is  hardly  a  country  on  earth  to-day  in  which  our  Lord 
is  not  carried  around  in  public  processions;  but  here 
in  Rome,  among  His  own  people,  He  cannot  be  seen. 
He  must  remain  among  the  shadows  of  the  Sanctuary, 
with  no  other  evidence  of  the  great  Feast  than  ad- 
ditional lights  on  the  altar,  and  a  concourse  of  good, 
sympathizing  people  who  go  to  visit  Him  in  His  ob- 
scurity. Formerly,  on  this  day,  it  was  He  who  per- 
formed the  visits  to  His  people,  passing  through  the 
streets,  and  byways,  and  lanes,  and  alleys,  stopping  at 
beautiful  little  altars,  erected  here  and  there,  to  bless 
the  crowd.  But  there  is  one  consolation  left.  Though 
His  blessing  is  imparted  to-day  in  secrecy  and  retire- 
ment, it  is  none  the  less  efficacious  for  those  who  re- 
ceive it,  because  He  is  the  same  Jesus  Christ,  yester- 
day, to-day,  and  forever. 

Yesterday,  too,  was  a  great  Feast.    But  it  was  exclu- 
sively a  Roman  Feast,  for 

ST.  PHILIP  NERI 

was  the  "Apostle,  and  Father "  of  Rome.  The  devo- 
tion of  the  Roman  people  towards  St.  Philip  is  not  like 
that  which  they  cherish  for  other  Saints.  He  seems  to 
be  so  near  to  them.  They  speak  of  him,  not  as  away 
off  in  heaven,  where  it  seems  so  hard  to  enter,  but  as 
still  in  Rome,  moving  about  among  the  people,  and 
working  wonders,as  he  did  in  the  flesh.  They  always 
speak  of  him  as  "  II  Padre"  "H  buon  Padre  Filippo," 
("Good  Father  Philip");  and  to  say  "II  Padre,"— the 
Father,— means  the  same  as  St.  Philip  Neri.  We  don't 
profess  to  say  that  all  saints  were  not  happy,  sweet- 
tempered,  and  affectionate  towards  everybody,  but 
St.  Philip  was  such  Ja  warm-hearted,  good-humored, 
smiling,  and  even  fun-loving  Saint,  that 


THE  VERY  HERETICS  WHO  COME  HERE  LOVE  HIM. 

Though  it  is  three  centuries  since  he  went  to  heaven, 
his  memory  is  as  fresh  among  this  generation  of  the 
Romans,  and  every  tradition  of  him  so  vivid,  that  it 
seems  not  a  tradition,  but  the  narration  of  those  who 
lived  and  conversed  with  him.  St.  Philip  was  noted 
for  his  strong,  and  withal  childlike, 

LOVE  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIX, 

whom  he  familiarly  addressed  as  "  Mamma,''  and  for 
his  love  of  boys  and  young  men.  It  was  his  custom 
every  Sunday  afternoon  to  assemble  a  large  crowd 
of  them,  and  bring  them  up  on  the  Janiculum,  under 
Tasso's  oak,  where  he  would  institute  games,  in 
which  he  himself  would  take  part;  or  he  would  have 
musicians  on  the  spot  to  play  for  them.  He  was  never 
happier  than  when  the  boys  shouted  loudest  at  play; 
and  he  was  wont  to  say:  "  Shout  away,  my  boys; 

A  HEART  FULL  OF  HONEST  MIRTH  HAS  NO   PLACE  FOR 
TflE  DEVIL." 

But  like  a  faithful  servant  of  God,  he  reaped  his  har- 
vest after  the  games  were  over.  Then  they  would 
have  spiritual  reading,  the  rosary,  and  a  hymn  to  the 
Madonna;  and  add  to  all  this,  every  boy  and  young 
man  (and  their  number  was  great)  who  followed  the 
good  Father,  was  his  penitent  in  the  confessional. 
No  wonder  then  that  the  Romans  should  have  a  ten- 
der devotion  for  him.  For  the  last  two  days  the 
Church  of  Santa  Maria  in  Vallicella,  built  by  St.  Philip, 
and  his  rooms  in  the  adjoining  convent,  where  he 
founded  his  Order,  were  thronged  with  people  of 
every  class  and  condition.  His  body  reposes  in  a  lit- 
tle chapel  on  the  left  of  the  high  altar ;  but  getting 
near,  except  very  early  in  the  morning,  was  almost  im- 
possible owing  to  the  throng.  Over  the  altar  is  a  fine 
picture  of  the  Saint,  who  is  represented  in  red  vest- 
ments, which  is  proper  only  to  martyrs.  But 

ST.  PHILIP  WAS  A  MARTYR  IX  DESIRE, 

and  he  used  to  bleed  so  copiously  that  the  physicians 
of  his  time,  while  they  could  not  explain  the  fact,  pro- 
nounced his  life  a  continued  miracle.  The  walls  of 
the  chapel  are  made  of  Sicilian  jasper,  inlaid  with 
precious  stones  and  the  rarest  specimens  of  mother-of- 
pearl.  The  music  at  first  and  second  Vespers  was  tra- 
ditional, which  is  saying  that  it  was  the  best  classical 
music.  St.  Philip  was  very  fond  of  music,  and  he  it 
was  who  instituted  sacred  oratorios.  In  the  long  win- 
ter evenings,  and  especially  during  the  Carnival,  it  was 
his  custom  to  gather  all  the  young  men  in  a  large  hall, 
built  for  the  purpose.  A  full  and  accomplished  orches- 
tra was  in  attendance,  and  for  two  or  three  hours  they 
would  execute  the  choicest  music.  After  the  enter- 
tainment a  priest  would  deliver  a  short  homily,  and 
when  rosary  and  night  prayers  were  over  the  assembly 
would  break  up.  This  custom  was  kept  up  until  lately, 
when,  with  many  other  traditional  usages,  which  were 
discontinued  in  consequence  of  the  invasion,  the  even- 
ing entertainments  at  the  Oratory  passed  among 
the  things  that  happily  were.  That  part  of  the  Con- 
vent in  which  the  room  of  St.  Philip  is  situated  has 
been  left  to  the  few  Fathers  who  attend  the  church. 
The  rest  of  the  magnificent  edifice,  not  excepting  the 
library,  has  been  converted  into  a  criminal  court. 
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Now  that  we  have  spoken  of  Feasts  which  remind  us 
of  happier  times  in  the  Church,  let  us  mention  an- 
other, which  fell  on  last  Monday,  May  14th. 

THE    FEAST  OF   OUR    LADT  AS  HELP  OP   CHRISTIANS 

18  of  world-wide  celebrity.  The  24th  of  May  is  a  mem- 
orable date  in  Church  History.  On  that  day  in  the 
year  1814,  Pius  VII,  who,  alone  and  unarmed,  was 
able  to  resist  the  greatest  pOAver  of  the  earth,  Napo- 
leon I,  re-entered  his  capital,  proving  anew  how  true 
was  the  saying  of  Bayley,  in  his  Encyclopedia: 

»  THERE  NEVER  WAS  AX  EMPEROR  WHO  STRUGGLED 

WITH  THE  POPES  AND  DID  NOT  COME  OUT  THE  LOSER 

IN  THE  STRUGGLE. 

And  although  every  means  be  put  into  execution  to 
stop  their  [the  Popes']  conquests,  it  is  all  useless  in 
the  end."  The  Pope  was  met  at  the  Milvian  Bridge 
by  twenty-four  noble  young  Romans,  who  were 
dressed  in  a  splendid  uniform,  and  these,  unhitching 
the  horses,  insisted  upon  drawing  the  Pope's  carriage 
into  the  Eternal  City.  The  King  of  Sardinia,  to  show 
his  reverence  for  Pius  VII,  sent  the  Marquis  Tappa- 
relli  d'Azeglio  to  the  Pontiff,  assuring  him  that  he 
would  do  all  in  his  power  to  remedy  the  great  evils 
which  the  Catholic  religion  and  the  Papal  States  had 
suffered  during  the  French  occupation ;  and  he  begged 
the  Pope,  in  the  name  of  his  sovereign,  to  restore  the 
bishoprics  and  archbishoprics  which  had  been  sup- 
pressed in  Sardinia.  What  is  the  state  of  Rome  on  May 
24th,  1875?  The  Pope  a  prisoner  in  the  Vatican,  iu 
the  hands  of  the  King  of  Sardinia,  who,  instead  of  ask- 
ing for  the  restoration  and  re  establishment  of  bishop- 
rics, has  stolen  their  revenues,  suppressed  the  relig- 
ious orders,  driven  the  monks  and  nuns  from  their 
cloisters,  and  is  at  this  moment  about  to  sign  a  decree 
which  will,  in  the  end,  leave  Italy  without  a  priest, 
secular  or  regular.  Things  do  not  look  very  promis- 
ing for  the  Church  at  present, 

BUT    NOT    LESS    PROMISING    THAN    THEY    DID    ON    THE 
NIGHT   OF  THE  5TH  OF  JULT,  1809, 

when  the  Baron  Rodet,  at  the  order  of  Napoleon  I,  ar- 
rested Pius  VII  and  carried  him  away  from  Rome. 
He  returned  triumphant  after  five  years'  absence, 
while  the  power  of  his  once  proud  persecutor  was 
fast  on  the  wane. 

ST.  HELENA  TELLS  THE  REST, 

and  the  narrative  is  what  may  be  found,  in  substance, 
on  any  page  in  ecclesiastical  history.  History  is  pro- 
phetic, in  its  way,  and  it  bodes  no  good  for  the  pres- 
ent persecutors  of  the  Church,  especially  for  those 
who  have  invaded  the  sanctuaries  in  the  City  of  God 
itself. 

To  return  to  the  Feast  of  "Auxilium  Chistianorum." 
The  Holy  Father  gave  an  audience  on  that  day  to  some 
nuns  of  the  Convent  of  St.  Cecilia,  who  presented  the 
wool  of  which  the  archiepiscopal  pallia  are  to  be 
made.  These  nuns  have  the  care  of  rearing  the  lambs 
which  are  blessed  every  year,  in  the  Church  of  St. 
Agnes,  on  the  Nomentan  Way.  On  the  following  day 
he  received  in  a  private  audience  Josephine  Maximi- 
lian, the  widow  of  Oscar  I,  King  of  Sweden  and  Nor- 
way. There  were  no  other  audiences  given  on  that 


day,  as  the  Holy  Father  was  suffering  slightly  from  a 
billions  attack.  We  are  happy  to  say,  however,  that 
he  appeared  on  the  following  day  as  hale  and  hearty 
as  ever.  Her  royal  Highness  after  visiting  His  Holi- 
ness, repaired,  with  her  suite,  to  the  apartments  of 
Cardinal  Antonelli,  and  paid  her  respects  to  his  Em- 
inence. 

The  University  Students  of  Naples  are  creating  quite 
a  disturbunce,  owing  to  some  recent  infringement  of 
their  rights,  effected  by  the  highly  obnoxious  Bonghi. 
The  University  has  been  closed  by  orders  from  Rome, 
and  is  now  occupied  by  the  troops. 

Cagliari  was  startled  on  last  Sunday  morning  by  a 
most  sacriligious  attempt  to  murder  a  priest,  just  as  he 
was  going  from  the  vestry  room  to  the  foot  of  the  altar 
to  say  Mass.  The  assassin  hid  himself  behind  the  door 
of  the  sacristy,  and  as  the  priest  came  out  he  sprang 
at  him  like  a  tiger,  inflicting  two  furious  blows  with 
a  long  dagger.  Luckily  they  only  entered  the  arm, 
owing  to  the  priest's,  throwing  it  up  quickly  to  ward 
off  the  blow.  The  wretch  was  seized,  and  being 
brought  before  the  authorities,  confessed  boldly  that 
he  made  the  attempt  tlirough  hatred  of  icligion,  and 
that  he  would  repeat  it  as  soon  as  he  would  recover 
his  liberty.  •  What  more  can  be  expected  from  the 
people,  when  the  Government  itself  is  daily  doing  all 
in  its  power  to  root  out  religion  from  the  Peninsula? 

A  local  paper  of  Palermo  narrates  the  destruction  of 
the  churches  in  these  terms:  "Where  are  we?  The 
destruction  of  the  churches  is  the  order  of  the  day.  It 
would  seem  that  the  Government  and  the  municipality 
are  struggling  to  see  who  can  do  most.  Oh,  God  ! 
what  an  assassination  !  What  infamous  vandalism  ! 
What  unheard  of  depravity  !  They  are  already  razing 
to  the  ground  the  beautiful  Church  of  the  Annunziata, 
of  the  Franciscan  Fathers,  near  the  gate  of  Montalto. 
Moreover,  the  Government  has  resolved  to  sell  the  gor- 
geous Church  of  San  Francesco  di  Paola.  What  race 
of  barbarians  has  invaded  Italy  ?"  Let  us  answer,  they 
are  Italians,  and  God  is  using  them  to  inflict  a  terrible 
chastisement  upon  this  unhappy  land;  and  it  would 
seem  as  if  He  would  verify  His  own  words,  in  allow- 
ing them  to  outrage  the  churches: 

"  INCIPIAM  A  DOMO  MEA  " — 

"  I  will  begin  from  My  own  house."  But,  as  the  Holy 
Father  said  last  winter,  on  the  occasion  of  Garibaldi's 
arrival  in  Rome,  "  though  God  made  use  of  the  Assy- 
rian to  punish  the  Jews,  yet  He  smote  him  too  in  the 
day  of  His  wrath,  and" — he  continued — "there  is  One 
who  sees  to-day  and  judges." 

The  Government  has  taken  his  palace  from  the  Bishop 
of  Palermo,  and  suspended  his  revenues,  because,  on 
his  appointment  by  the  Holy  See,  he  did  not  ask  per- 
mission of  the  Government  to  take  possession  of  his 
See.  Several  other  Bishops  in  the  lower  provinces 
have  also  received  an  intimation  to  be  ready  to  quit 
their  residences  at  the  shortest  notice.  This  is  Bis- 
mark's  policy.  The  fines  and  imprisonment  will  not 
delay  long,  and  the  clergy  are  already  praying  God  for 
constancy  against  the  coming  struggle. 

A.  E.  J. 
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Catholic  Notes. 

There  are  now  11  archbishoprics  in  the  United 

States. 

The  Catholic  Citizen  states  that  the  Catholic 

population  of  Newark  is  upwards  of  40,000. 

Rev.  Dora.  Edelbrook  has  been  appointed  to  suc- 
ceed Bishop  Seidenbush  as  Abbot  of  the  Benedictines 
at  St.  Louis  of  the  Lake,  Minnesota. 

— -From  the  correspondent  of  the  Baltimore  Mirror 
we  learn  that  extensive  improvements  are  soon  to  be 
made  in  St.  Aloysius'  Church,  Washington,  D.  C. 

-We  deeply  regret  to  announce,  says  the  London 

Weekly  Register,  the  death,  on  Monday  last  (May  34th), 
of  the  Rev.  Father  Ambrose  St.  John,  aged  59,  at  the 
Oratory,  Edgbaston,  Birmingham. 

At  Altoona,  Penn.,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Domenec 

recently  administered  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation 
to  three  hundred  and  fifty  children  and  sixty  adults  ; 
of  the  latter  no  less  than  forty  were  converts. 

The  Austrian  papers  declare  that  pilgrimages 

are  mush  in  vogue  in  that  Empire  this  year,  and  most 
especially  so  in  the  Tyrol.  The  Archduke  Francis 
Charles  of  Austria,  father  of  the  Emperor,  went  re- 
cently in  solemn  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of  Mariazell 
in  Styria. 

The  statue  of  his  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam 

will  add  to  the  high  reputation  of  the  sculptor, 
Mr.  O'Farrell.  His  Grace  is  represented  with  his  right 
hand  raised  imparting  a  blessing  and  in  his  left  hand 
a  scroll.  Sicilian  marble  is  the  material  used  in  the 
figure,  which  is  eight  feet  in  height. 

Rev.  J.  Allard,  of  St.  Charles,  Manitoba,  and 

Rev.  Father  LaRoque,  also  of  Canada,  are  now  at  Key 
West,  Florida,  laboring  among  the  Cubans,  who  have 
resorted  there  in  large  numbers,  and  who,  through  the 
influence  of  secret  societies  and  other  causes,  had 
abandoned  the  practice  of  their  religion. 

-The  Total  Abstinence  Union  of  Ohio  held  their 

annual  convention  at  Columbus  last  week.  Fifty  lay 
and  fifteen  priestly  delegates  were  present.  Six  soci- 
eties and  over  five  hundred  members  have  been  added 
to  the  Union  in  this  State  during  the  past  year.  The 
State  Union  has  over  three  thousand  names  on  its 
roll. 

We  are  glad  to  learn  frotn  the  Bevista  Cattolica 

de  la  Habana  that  the  condition  of  the  Church  in  Cuba 
is  now  much  more  satisfactory  than  it  has  been  for 
some  years  past.  The  Dean  of  Santiago  de  Cuba,  who 
some  years  ago  was  foolish  and  wicked  enough  to  join 
the  Old-Catholics,  has  repented  him  of  his  ways  and 
returned  to  the  Church. 

A  cable  despatch  says  the  Archbishop  of  Paris 

laid  the  foundation  stone  of  a  new  church  on  the 
heights  of  Montmartre,  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus,  on  the  16th  inst.  The  ceremonies  were  sol- 
emn and  imposing.  The  attendant  throng  indulged 
in  frequent  cries  of  "  Long  live  His  Holiness,  Pius  IX." 
The  Due  De  Nemours  and  many  other  persons  of  rank 
were  present. 

A  Mission  conducted  by  Father  Morini  and  hi8 

associates,  of  the  Order  of  Servites,  was  in  progress 


last  week  at  the  Hyde  Park  Catholic  church,  of  which 
Rev.  P.  M.  Flannigan  is  pastor.  The  interest  excited 
was  such  as  to  fill  the  church  edifice  at  each  of  the 
various  services  given  during  the  day  and  evening. 
Father  Morini  is  well  known  as  one  of  our  most  suc- 
cessful missionaries. — Catholic  Vindicator. 

We  learn  from  an  exchange  that  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 

Elder,  of  Natchez,  has  lately  been  on  a  visit  to  Holly 
Springs,  and  Corinth,  Miss.  In  the  former  place  he 
lectured  on  four  consecutive  evenings  to  large  and 
appreciative  audiences.  The  learned  and  indefatig- 
able Prelate  has  left  an  impression  that  will  not  be 
easily  forgotten  in  Holly  Springs. — Southern  Catholic. 

The  Pope  will,  it  is  said,  confer  the  Archbishop- 
ric of  Cashel,  Ireland,  by  direct  nomination  of  the 
Holy  See,  on  the  Rt.  Rev.  Thomas  Croke,  D.  D.,  Cath- 
olic bishop  of  Auckland,  in  New  Zealand.  Dr.  Croke 
is  a  nephew  of  the  late  Archdeacon  Croke,  of  Charle- 
ville,  in  Ireland.  He  made  his  divinity  studies  in  the 
Roman  College,  under  the  celebrated  Father  Passag- 
lia. 

The  beautiful  new  Church  of  St.  Dominic,  in 

Washington,  D.  C.,  was  dedicated  last  week  by  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  Bayley,  of  Baltimore.  Bishop  Becker, 
of  Wilmington,  Del.;  Bishop  Gibbons,  of  Richmond, 
Va.;  Bishop  Grace,  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.;  Very  Rev.  J.  A. 
Roccoport,  Provincial  of  the  Dominican  Order  in  the 
United  States,  and  'a  large  number  of  clergymen,  were 
present.  Bishop  Becker  preached  an  appropriate 
sermon. 

The  claims  of  the  Archbishop  of  California  pend- 
ing in  the  Mexican  Claims  Commission  for  a  propor- 
tion of  the  fund  dedicated  to  benevolent  purposes  by 
the  Mexican  Republic,  prior  to  the  acquisition  of  Cali- 
fornia by  the  United  States,  and  which  has  been  with- 
held from  the  diocese  of  California  ever  since,  has  been 
referred  to  umpire  for  decision  as  to  the  amount.  The 
principal  and  interest  claimed  amount  to  about 
$2,000,000. 

The  Pope,  in  reply  to  an  address  presented  to  him 

on  the  1st  inst.,  from  students  of  colleges  in  America, 
thanking  him  for  the  elevation  of  Archbishop  McClos- 
key  to  the  cardinalate,  alluded  to  the  excellent  recep- 
tion given  to  the  appointment  in  America,  and  added : 
"  It  seems  that  the  harvest  in  America  is  ripe,  and  labor- 
ers alone  are  wanting.  You  are  preparing  yourselves 
for  that  work.  Preach,  and  especially  by  example,  in 
order  to  convert  that  great  nation." 

The  Fathers  of  Mercy  are  about  to  erect  a  new 

church  under  the  patronage  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales, 
in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.  The  corner-stone  was  laid  on  Sun- 
day, June  6,  by  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Loughlin,  attended  by 
a  large  number  of  the  Rev.  clergy.  Among  the  clergy 
present  were  Very  Rev.  Father  Laporte,  Superior  Gen- 
eral of  the  Fathers  of  Mercy  in  Paris,  Rev.  H.  Leneuf, 
pastor  of  the  new  church,  Very  Rev.  Father  Turner, 
V.  G.,  and  others.  The  new  church  will  be  of  Phila- 
delphi*  pressed  brick,  and  will  cost  about  $40,000. — 
N.  T.  Freeman's  Journal. 

The  Dublin  Freeman  says:  We  understand  that 

the  Very  Rev.  Thomas  Burke,  whose  illness  has  caused 
so  much  anxiety,  is  much  improved.  He  has  found 


Ave  Maria. 


that  the  rest  enjoined  has  been  of  the  greatest  benetit 
to  him,  and  such  is  the  effect  of  the  native  air  of  Gal- 
way,  where  he  is  now  staying,  that  he  is  every  day  re- 
gaining strength.  Father  Burke  is  advised  not  to  un- 
dertake any  journey  or  other  exertion  for  the  present. 
We  need  scarcely  say  with  what  happiness  we  make 
this  announcement  as  to  the  health  of  the  loved  and 
illustrious  Irishman,  whose  name  is  known  and  hon- 
ored by  his  countrymen  all  the  world  over. 

Wednesday,  June  16th,  the  two  hundredth  anni- 
versary of  the  Apparition  of  Our  Lord  to  Blessed  Mar- 
garet Mary  Alacoque, — when  He  revealed  the  devo- 
tion to  His  Sacred  Heart, — was  becomingly  celebrated 
throughout  the  United  States.  Our  exchanges  con- 
tain edifying  reports  of  the  consecration  ceremony 
so  warmly  recommended  by  the  Holy  Father.  The 
fervor  with  which  this  day  was  observed  attracted 
much  attention  from  the  secular  press.  It  cannot  un- 
derstand how  it  is  that  the  word  of  one  man  can  thus 
set  the  whole  world  in  motion  and  find  an  echo  in  ev- 
ery Catholic  heart.  The  16th  of  June  is  a  memorable 
day  for  the  Church.  May  its  celebration  increase  a  thou- 
sandfold the  love  and  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart. 

The  ceremony  of  conferring  the  Pallium  on 

Archbishop  Wood  took  place  at  the  Cathedral  of 
SS.  Peter  and  Paul,  Philadelphia,  on  the  17th  inst.  The 
Envoys  of  the  Holy  Father  and  a  large  number  of  Bish- 
ops and  priests  were  in  attendance.  Cardinal  McClos- 
key  was  unable  to  be  present.  At  10  o'clock  Rt.  Rev 
Bishop  Domenec,of  Pittsburgh,  celebrated  High  Mass, 
assisted  by  Rev.  Nicholas  Cantrelle,  of  St.  Philip's ;  Rev. 
Father  Filan,  of  the  Church  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion acting  as  subdeacou,  and  the  Rev.  Thomas  Kieran, 
of  St.  Ann's,  as  deacon.  The  sermon  was  delivered  by 
Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Lynch,  of  Charleston,  S.  C.  An  aug- 
mented choir,  under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Michael 
Cross,  performed  Haydn's  Mass  No.  3.  in  an  exquisite 
manner.  Among  the  prelates  in  the  sanctuary  were 
Bishops  Shanahanof  Harrisburg;  O'Hara,  of  Scran  ton; 
Elder,  of  Natchez;  Quinlan,  of  Mobile;  Verot,  of  New 
Orleans;  Fitzgerald,  of  "Little  Rock  ;  Ryder,  of  Buffalo; 
Corrigan,  of  Newark;  Loughlin,  of  Brooklyn.  In  the 
evening  a  torchlight  procession,  composed  of  different 
religious  societies,  marched  through  the  city. 

The  diocese  of  Brooklyn  has  great  reason  to  re- 
joice that  Heaven  has  spared  us  a  serious  calamity  in 
what  might  readily  have  been  a  fatal  accident  to  our 
beloved  Bishop.  On  last  Sunday,  he  had  appointed 
to  dedicate  Father  Lane's  new  Church  of  St.  Anthony, 
Greenpoint,  L.  I.  The  pastor  had  sent  a  carriage  for 
him,  in  which  he  was  proceeding  to  the  church.  Some- 
thing having  frightened  the  horses,  they  broke  away 
from  the  driver,  throwing  him  on  the  pole  of  the  car- 
riage, from  which  he  dropped  on  the  ground,  and  the 
carriage  passed  over  him,  leaving  him  uninjured.  The 
Bishop  was  thus  left  helpless  in  the  carriage,  the  un- 
controlled horses  dashing  along  the  avenue  at  a  ter- 
rific pace.  The  driver  of  a  carriage  in  advance,  hearing 
the  noise,  turned  and  saw  the  runaway  in  time  to  drive 
out  of  the  way.  Had  he  not  done  so,  there  probably 
would  have  been  a  serious  collision,  likely  to  injure 
not  only  the  Bishop  but  six  Sisters  of  Charity  from  St. 
Paul's  who  were  going  in  the  other  carriage  to  the 


dedication.  Two  dangers  presented  themselves  very 
naturally  to  the  Bishop— either  that  the  carriage  would 
be  upset  or  that  the  horses  would  run  into  Newton 
Creek.  Providentially,  neither  anticipation  was  real- 
ized. The  horses  eventually  dashed  with  considerable 
force  into  a  railroad  car,  smashing  a  portion  of  the  car- 
riage and  giving  the  Bishop  a  sharp  shock,  bruising 
him  against  the  side  of  the  carriage.  The  Bishop, 
however,  was  able  immediately  to  proceed  to  the 
church  and  dedicate  it.  This  was  a  great  gratification 
to  all  present,  for  the  rumor  of  the  accident  had  greatly 
magnified  the  injuries  which  providentially  were  so 
slight. — Catholic  Review. 


To  Contributors. 

The  Editor  presents  bis  compliments  to  the  con- 
tributors of  the  AVE  MARIA.  He  begs  to  inform 
them  that  in  future  he  will  be  obliged  to  decline  all 
paid  MSS.  which  may  be  sent  to  him,  unless  they 
have  been  previously  ordered. 

EDITOR  OF  THE  AVE  MARIA. 

NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  June  19,  1875. 


New  Publications. 

LAND  or  THE  CID.  By  Frederic  Ozanam.  Translated 
by  P.  S.  New  York:  The  .Catholic  Publication  So- 
ciety. 

We  are  indebted  to  the  Catholic  Publication 
Society  for  this  very  entertaining  narrative  of  a 
tour  through  Spain  by  the  popular  Catholic 
writer,  Frederic  Ozanam.  Books  of  travel,  of 
which  we  have  an  abundance,  are  generally  very 
prosy.  The  "  Land  of  the  Cid  "  is  a  notable  ex- 
ception. 

MARY  STAR  OF  THE  SEA  ;  or  a  Garland  of  Living  Flow- 
ers, Culled  from  the  Divine  Scriptures,  and  woven  to 
the  Honor  of  the  Holy  Mother  of  God.  A  Story  of 
Catholic  Devotion.  New  York:  The  Catholic  Publica- 
tion Society. 

We  take  great  pleasure  in  recommending  this 
beautiful  story,  which  is  well  calculated  to  inspire 
and  increase  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  It 
was  first  published  some  years  ago,  but  has  long 
been  out  of  print.  All  our  lending  libraries 
should  possess  one  or  more  copies  of  this  charm- 
ing tale.  As  a  gift  book  or  premium,  we  know 
of  nothing  more  appropriate  or  more  likely  to 
please. 

The  Catholic  Record  for  June,  of  which  we 

publish  the  contents,  is  a  very  readable  number. 
The  "  Sketch  of  Archbishop  MacHale,"  by  Prof. 
Mulrcnan,  "Veteran  Catholic  Papers,"  by  Fa- 
ther Finotti,  and  "The  Temporal  Power  of  the 
Popes,"  by  Mr.  Daniel  Paul,  are  particularly  inter- 
esting: I,  Archbishop  MacHale;  II,  Thy  Grief, 
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Dear  Heart;  III,  The  Temporal  Power  of  the 
Popes;  IV,  Veteran  Catholic  Papers;  V,  Unto 
These  Least;  VI,  To  Whittier;  VII,  The  History 
of  Galileo;  VIII,  Albau  Burns's  Sacrifice;  IX, 
Risking  It;  X,  The  God  of  Former  Times.  A 
Prophecy;  XI,  Editorial  Notes;  XII.  New  Publi- 
cations. 

The  second  part  (for  Feb.)  of  Father  Wen- 

inger's  Lives  of  the  Saints,  which  we  noticed  a 
short  time  ago,  has  been  sent  us  by  the  publisher, 
Mr.  O'Shea,  of  New  York.  It  would  be  superflu- 
ous to  say  anything  further  in  praise  of  this  excel- 
lent work. 

Periodosche  Blatter.     Published  by  Fr.  Pustet,  New 
York  and  Cincinnati. 

This  excellent  paper  cannot  be  too  highly  rec-' 
OHitnended  to  all  persons  familiar  with  the  Ger- 
man language.  We  give  the  contents  of  the*  cur- 
rent number:  I,  Paganism  and  Christianity;  II, 
Dogmatical  Explication  of  the  Sense  of  the  Vat- 
ican Decrees  from  July  1870;  III,  Literae  Apos- 
tolicse  ad  Germanicae  Episcopos;  IV,  Vagaries  of 
the  Old  Catholics;  V,  The  Foundation  of  the 
Christian-German  Kingdom  and  Christian-Ger- 
man Culture  in  the  Tenth  and  at  the  Beginning  of 
the  Eleventh  Century. 

Messrs.  Murphy  &  Co.,  of  Baltimore,  have 

just  published  a  third  revised  edition  of  Dr.  Lin- 
gard's  History  of  England  Abridged.  It  makes  a 
handsome  octavo  volume  of  about  700  pp.  The 
continuation  of  the  History  down  to  1854  is  made 
by  James  Burke,  A.  B.,  and  there  is  an  appendix 
to  1873.  This  Edition  also  contains  a  memoir  of 
Dr.  Lingard,  by  M.  J.  Kerney,  A.  M. 

Rev.  Joseph  Jessing,  Editor  of  the  Pom- 

eroy  Waisenfreund,  proposes  to  publish  a  journal 
in  the  interests  of  the  German  Catholic  Schools  of 
the  United  States.  We  cannot  but  favor  such  an 
idea,  since  it  is  certain  such  a  periodical  will  be 
of  great  service  to  Catholic  education. 


Obituary. 

Died,  June  the  3rd,  1875,  Mrs.  RUTH  O'BRIEN,  consort 
of  Captain  Joseph  O'Brien,  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  aged  70 
years.  Mrs.  O'Brien  in  early  years  was  a  firm  believer 
in  Protestantism,  but  through  the  influence  and  exam- 
ple of  a  devoted  husband  she  saw  her  error,  and  at  the 
age  of  twenty-three  became  a  zealous  member  of  the 
Catholic  Faith.  The  many  acts  of  devotion  she  per- 
formed after  entering  the  True  Fold  can  only  be  num- 
bered by  Him  who  has  promised  an  eternal  reward  to 
even  a  "cup  of  water  given  in  His  name."  For  many 
years  Mrs.  O'Brien  was  afflicted  with  asthma.  Only  a 
year  ago,  when  she  felt  her  life  and  strength  sinking 
under  this  terrible  disease,  she  sent  for  a  bottle  of  the 


holy  water  of  Lourdes.  The  mornin.ar  it  came,  her  dis- 
tress and  sufferings  were  indescribable;  she  just  to.ik 
one  drop,  the  disease  was  removed,  and  she  was  in- 
stantly and  permanently  cured.  From  that  time  till 
her  death,  her  health  was  remarkably  good  and  her 
great  physical  strength  at  such  an  advanced  age  of 
life  was  the  source  of  astonishment  to  many.  Two 
weeks  previous  to  her  death  she  was  stricken  down 
with  pneumonia  of  the  lungs — she  had  received  all 
the  indulgences  of  the  Jubilee — a  Mission  having 
closed  in  her  parish  on  the  day  before  her  last  illness. 
During  the  Mission  it  was  her  desire  to  die  at  its 
close,  and  the  last  duties  she  performed  on  earth  were 
to  assist  at  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  Mass  and  make  the 
visits  of  the  Jubilee  to  the  four  different  churches. 
In  all  her  intense  suffering  during  her  last  illness, 
she  seemed  only  to  behold  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
her  dying  Saviour,  and  the  sorrow  of  His  Immaculate 
Mother  as  she  stood  at  the  Cross — that  throne  of  Di- 
vine Love — on  Mount  Calvary.  She  received  all  the 
rites  of  the  Church,  after  which  she  freely  and  willingly 
gave  up  her  life  to  God  and  impatiently  awaited  the 
hour  when  her  soul  would  awake  to  the  full  possession 
of  its  Eternal  Love.  No  one  ever  met  death  with 
greater  serenity,  or  with  more  perfect  resignation  to 
the  will  of  our  Divine  Redeemer.  She  leaves  a  large 
circle  of  relatives  and  friends  to  mourn  her  loss — but 
in  their  sad  bereavement  they  have  the  consolation  to 
know  that  a  life  like  hers  has  purchased  a  Love  which 
earth  cannot  fill — a  peace  and  happiness  supreme  in 
her  Eternal  Home.  May  she  rest  in  peace. 

K.  K. 

Religious  News. 


RECEPTION   AXD  PROFESSION. 

A  very  interesting  ceremony  took  place  at  the 

Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  on  the  3rd  inst.,  the  re- 
ception and  profession  of  the  following  young  ladies: 
Sister  Mary  of  the  Guardian  Angels,  (Miss  Louisa 
Bruly),  and  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales  (Miss 
Susan  Teresa  Friedly)  were  professed.  Miss  Mary 
Ellen  Bryne  (Sister  Mary  of  St.  Augustine),  Miss 
Josephine  Bosch  (Sister  Mary  of  the  Sacred_Heart  of 
Jesus),  and  Miss  Mary  Ryan  (Sister  Mary  of  the  An- 
nunciation), received  the  habit.  High  Mass  was  cel- 
ebrated by  Rev.  Father  Sorg,  (spiritual  Superior) 
and  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  delivered  a  discourse  elo- 
quent with  the  charms  of  the  religious  life,  and  espec- 
ially setting  forth  the  excellence  of  obedience.  Rev. 
Fathers  Schauer,C.  SS.  R.,  Voss,  Bellualder,  S.  J.,  and 
Cronin  were  also  present. — Buffalo  Catholic  Union. 

We  witnessed  on  Friday,  June  11,  in  the  chapel 

of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Birmingham,  the  reception 
and  profession  of  several  young  ladies  into  the  Order 
of  St.  Francis,  viz.:  Miss  Lizzie  Rose,  (Sister  M.  Clara); 
Miss  Mary  Spinneweber,  (Sister  M.  Bonaventure); 
Miss  M.  Sauer,  (Sister  M.  Dionysia);  Miss  M.  Kunkel, 
(Sister  M.  de  Chantal.)  The  following  morning  Rt- 
Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  solemnly  professed  Sister  M. 
Paul  Kabis  and  Sister  M.  Evangelista  Balx.er.  The  Rt. 
Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  performed  the  ceremonies,  as- 
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sistecl  by  Eev.  Fathers  Frederick,  Nilus,  and  Bernard, 
of  the  Passionist  Order. — nttsburt/h  Catholic. 

On  Thursday  afternoon,  June  9th,  a  most  beau- 
tiful and  touching1  ceremony  was  solemnized  by  the  lit. 
Rev.  Bishop  Loughlin  in  the  convent  chapel  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  St.  Joseph,  Flushing,  L.  I.  Two  young  ladies 
were  received  into  the  Order:  Miss  Louisa  Moreau  (Sis- 
ter Mary  Leocadia),  and  Miss  Ella  McQuade,  (Sister 
Mary  Sidouia). 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  2NTD  TO  THE  9TH  D.VY  OF  JUNE. 

One  hundred  and  twenty-eight  letters  have  been  en- 
tered  on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  forty-seven  new 
members  have  been  admitted;  one  hundred  and 
twenty  sick  persons  have  been  recommended  to  the 
prayers  of  the  Associates;  conversion  has  been  asked 
for  twenty-six  persons  and  two  families;  special  favors 
have  been  solicited  for  forty  individuals,  four  families, 
three  schools,  six  communities  and  four  congre- 
gations. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  accounts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Please  offer  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  for  the 
recovery  of  my  sister  from  her  late  illness.  She  is  a 
life  subscriber  to  the  AVE  MARIA."  ....  "I  gave  the 
blessed  water  to  a  friend  who  was  bad  with  a  cancer  for 
years;  it  improved  her  very  much;  it  consoled  her, 
and  prepared  her  in  a  few  days  after  for  a  very  edify- 
ing death."  ....  "The  blessed  water  you  sent  me  in 
April  has  helped  me  very  much,  thank  God.  My 
son-in-law,  whom  I  had  recommended  to  your  pray- 
ers, is  steadily  improving."  ....  "The  poor  woman 
whom  I  recommended  to  your  prayers,  who  is  suffer- 
ing from  a  limb  which  is  or  was  rotting  off,  was  so 
relieved  that  she  suffered  herself  to  be  fixed  comfort- 
ably on  her  bed— a  comfort  which  she  did  not  enjoy 
for  eight  months  before."  ....  "The  water  of  Lourdes 
cured  a  little  child  entirely  of  fits."  ....  "  A  good 
many  miracles  were  performed  here  by  the  use  of  the 
water  of  Lourdes.  A  girl  subject  to  vomiting,  and 
given  up  by  all,  was  cured  instantly.  A  child  afflicted 
with  St.  Anthony's  dance  got  well  after  being  en- 
rolled; two  girls  were  cured  of  spasms;  a  boy  of  a 
sore  eye;  and  several  other  little  cures  have  been  ef- 
fected. I  sent  a  vial,  a  card  and  a  medal  to  a  child  in 
California,  and  his  parents  wrote  back  that  the  child 
was  getting  better  from  the  moment  the  water  was 
received." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  BREEN, 
of  Grand  Rapids,  Mich;  REV.  FATHER  M'NULTY,  of 
Decorah,  Iowa;  SISTER  M.  ALPIIOXSUS,  a  Sister  of 
Mercy,  who  died  some  time  ago  at  St.  Mary's  Con- 
vent, Newport,  R.  I.;  MR.  PIERRE  ANTOINE  ERISEZ, 
of  Louisville,  Ohio;  MRS.  RUTH  O'BiUEN,  who  died  at 
Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  on  the  3d  of  June,  in  the  70th  year  of 
her  age;  F.  E.  FOXEN,  of  Detroit,  Michigan;  and  sev- 
eral others  whose  names  have  not  been  given. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


The  Hail  Mary. 


BY  ELIZA  R.  PARKER. 

I  arn  quite  sure  that  our  little  readers  of  the  ATE 
MARIA  all  say  this  beautiful  and  simple  little 
prayer,  the  "  Hail  Mary,"  very  often,  and  that  they 
all  know  that  by  so  doing  they  are  honoring  our 
Holy  Virgin  Mother  in  an  especial  manner,  and 
drawing  the  blessing  of  her  Divine  Son  upon  them- 
selves; yet  they  may  not  know  or  think  how  dear 
this  homage  renders  them  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
and  how  sure  she  is  to  protect  those  who  offer  it 
to  her. 

In  order  that  they  may  learn  the  great  benefit  it 
is  to  them,  I  will  tell  them  a  little  story  about  the 
"  Hail  Mary."  I  hope  they  will  never  be  so  wicked 
as  the  little  boy  I  am  going  to  tell  them  about,  but 
will  always  adhere  to  their  good  practice  of  saying 
the  "  Hail  Mary,"  which  will  cause  them  to  re- 
ceive the  grace  to  be  virtuous,  and  not  fall  from 
their  religion  and  early  teachings  as  this  poor  little 
boy  of  whom  I  am  now  going  to  tell  them. 

Henry  Tarlton  was  five  years  old,  and  the  eldest 
of  three  little  children.  He  was  not  a  very  happy 
little  boy,  for  he  was  not  a  very  good  one,  and  bad 
children  are  never  likely  to  enjoy  themselves  as 
good  ones  do.  They  cry  and  fret  for  things  they 
should  not  have,  and  often  receive  severe  punish- 
ment for  being  troublesome;  then  they  indulge  in 
temper,  and  bad  language  towards  their  playmates 
and  the  servants,  until  nobody  likes  them  or  wishes 
to  please  them.  We  never  hear  of  anyone  giving 
presents  to  naughty  children.  No,  no;  they  save 
them  for  sweet,  amiable,  polite  little  boys  and  girls. 

Well,  little  Henry,  I  allow,  was  unfortunately  one 
of  those  children  whom  few  liked.  He  had  but 
one  friend — his  gentle,  Christian  mother,  who, 
while  she  was  sorry  he  was  unruly,  had  great  pati. 
ence  with  his  faults,  always  trying  to  save  him  from 
the  severe  punishment  which  his  father,  who,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  was  not  a  Catholic  like  his  good  wife, 
but  of  (juite  as  ugly  a  temper  as  little  Henry. 

One  evening  the  children  had  been  playing  in 
the  pretty  green  yard.  The  father  and  mother  sat 
watching  them  until  the  nurse  came  to  take  them 
o  bed.  Little  Mary  and  Willie  stopped  their 
sport,  carne  and  kissed  their  parents  good-night, 
and  prepared  to  follow  Nancy,  the  maid;  but 
Henry  stood  back,  pouting. 

"  Come,  my  little  son,  it  is  bedtime.  Your  sister 
and  brother  have  gone;  follow  them — say  your 
prayers,  and  go  to  sleep  in  your  little  nest,  like  the 
little  birdies,"  said  the  gentle  mother. 
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"I  shan't!  I  cloii't  want  to!  "  answered  the  bad 
little  boy. 

"  My  little  son  must  not  talk  so  naughty.  Come, 
say  your  prayers  here,  Harry,  and  then  go  upstairs," 
continued  the  patient  mother. 

"I  won't!     I  shan't!  let  me  alone." 

"  Here  the  father  moved  restlessly,  and  going  to- 
wards the  child  shook  him  rudely  by  the  arm, 
saying:  "Come,  sir!  I'll " 

Very  gently  the  mother  removed  his  hand,  and 
said:  "William,  leave  him  to  me  this  once;" 
then  turning  to  her  boy,  she  spoke  in  firm,  mild 
tones :  "  Henry,  come  sit  beside  me." 

He  obeyed — then  she  took  his  little  hand,  and 
told  him  in  soft,  low  tones  of  a  Divine  Son  who 
always  honored  and  obeyed  His  earthly  Mother. 
When  she  was  done  the  child  was  crying  bitterly. 

"  Mamma,  mamma,  forgive  me,  and  I'll  try  to 
be  good.  I'll  go  to  bed  now," — and  he  rose  to 
start. 

"Wait,  my  son:  say  your  prayers.  And  you 
must  say  one  'Hail  Mary'  to  ask  the  protection 
of  our  Blessed  Mother,  and  her  help  in  making 
you  a  good  boy.  And,  my  child,  I  want  you  al- 
ways to  say  this  little  'Hail  Mary' — whether 
mamma  is  here  to  teach  you  or  not." 

"  Yes,  mamma,  I  will,"  sobbed  the  sleepy  child 
— who  then  quietly  went  to  bed. 

As  he  disappeared,  Mr.  Tarltou  said  to  his  wife: 
"  Mary,  you  are  ruining  that  boy.  I  would  not  set 
him  up  with  telling  him  pretty  stories!  You 
had  better  whip  him  and  lock  him  up  in  the  dark. 
Why  could  he  not  have  gone  to  bed  with  Mary 
and  Willie?" 

The  mother  smiled  sadly;  she  could  have  told 
her  husband  that  the  fiery,  unmanageable  nature  of 
their  boy  was  but  a  reproduction  of  himself,  while 
the  young  children  possessed  her  own  disposition ; 
but  she  did  not;  she  only  said:  "William,  our 
Henry's  disposition  is  very  peculiar.  I  think  I 
know  best  how  to  manage  him.  If  religion  and 
his  own  better  nature  do  not  teach  him  self-con- 
trol, nothing  else  will." 

An  impatient  "  Pshaw !  "  was  the  gentleman's 
answer.  Shortly  after  this  occurrence,  Mrs.  Tarlton 
was  called  from  home  to  visit  her  sick  mother. 
She  did  not  have  time  to  prepare  to  take  her 
children,  as  her  mother  was  dying;  so,  unwil- 
lingly, the  good  lady  left  them.  After  a  few  days' 
absence  she  returned.  Her  first  question  was: 
"  How  did  the  children  do  without  me  ?  " 

"Oh  !  very  well,  my  dear,"  replied  Mr.  Tarl- 
ton, "except  Henry,  who  was  very  rebellious  at 
first.  But  I  soon  tamed  him  with  the  lash.  You 
will  find  him  improved.  He  hardly  speaks." 

The  mother  made  no  reply,  but  sighed  deeply, 
and  resolved  never  again  to  leave  the  wayward 


child  with  the  scarcely  less  wayward  parent. 
And  she  never  did,  while  she  lived,  which  alas ! 
was  but  a  little  time,  for  the  winter  snows  covered 
her  grave. 

From  the  time  of  his  mother's  death,  Henry 
Tarlton  resisted  his  father's  harsh  rule ;  and  at  last, 
when  Mr.  Tarlton  brought  a  young  silly  wife  to 
his  home — a  new  mother  for  his  children — Henry 
ran  away.  He  was  then  thirteen  years  old, 
and  fell  into  a  life  of  vice  and  shame,  which 
was  very  sad  to  think  of  for  a  little  boy  who  had 
been  baptized  and  reared  a  Catholic.  At  first  his 
wickedness  was  only  childish,  but  after  a  time  he 
grew  to  be  a  man,  and  drank,  gambled  and  robbed. 
No  sin  seemed  too  great  for  him;  he  seemed  to 
have  lost  all  conscience.  In  those  years  he  had 
never  heard  from  his  father.  Once  he  saw  in  a 
Catholic  newspaper  he  chanced  to  pick  up,  a  no- 
tice of  his  sister  Mary's  entrance  into  a  convent 
as  a  religious.  For  a  moment  his  heart  softened. 
The  memory  of  the  sunny-haired  little  sister 
brought  to  his  mind  thoughts  of  his  dead  mother; 
the  tears  gathered  in  his  eyes,  but  he  soon  wiped 
them  away,  almost  ashamed  of  the  weakness,  ex- 
claiming to  himself:  "  Pshaw,  why  should  I  care  ? 
they  cast  me  off  years  ago.  None  of  them  care 
for  me — know  not  if  I  am  dead  or  alive." 

Henry  Tarlton  had  gone  from  one  crime  to 
another,  until  he  at  last  was  hardened.  He  had 
fallen  in  with  a  party  of  robbers  and  house-break- 
ers, who  did  not  hesitate  when  they  had  to  com- 
mit murder  to  gain  their  end.  They  had  now  a 
big  robbery  on  hand.  Everything  was  fixed  the 
evening  before,  and  the  wicked  men  went  to  their 
home,  to  meet  again  at  midnight.  Henry  Tarl- 
ton grew  restless.  He  thought  he  would  sleep  an 
hour;  but  before  he  lay  down,  he  fell  on  his  knees, 
as  lie  had  done  every  night  for  eighteen  years, 
and  said  the  little  'Hail  Mary.'  Yet,  my  little 
readers,  not  one  spark  of  faith  lived  in  his  bosom. 
Long  ago  it  had  died  out.  He  scoffed  at  every- 
thing religious,  and  believed  in  nothing.  But 
from  the  summer  evening  he  had  promised  his 
mother  to  say  it,  he  had  never  forgotten.  No  mat- 
ter what  the  days  crime  had  been,  he  always 
ended  it  with  the  prayer — the  only  remaining 
memory  of  his  childhood;  and  this  night,  as  he 
slowly  said  the  words,  every  scene  of  that  night 
came  back  to  him;  then  all  of  his  pure  gentle 
mother's  goodness  and  tenderness  returned  to  his 
memory, — tears  came  to  his  eyes, — he  murmured 
to  himself:  "Oh,  how  I  have  forgotten  her  teach- 
ings! For  vears  I  have  said  there  was  no  God — no 
Heaven.  But  surely  there  is  the  One  to  reward 
her,  the  other  to  have  received  her  when  she  quit- 
ted earth.  Oh,  mother!  pray  for  me!  Oh,  God! 
forgive!  Oh,  Blessed  Virgin,  hear  me!  " 

Grace  at  last  had  touched  his  heart,  and  Henry 
Tarlton  was  saved. 

Next  morning  the  great  city  was  startled  by  the 
news  of  an  attempted  robbery,  in  which  three 
men  were  killed. 

One  lived  to  thank  God  he  had  been  saved  by  the 
simple  recital  of  the  "Hail  Mary" — which"  was 
pleasing  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  even  when  recited 
by  an  unbeliever. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  AIE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Month  of  the  Precious  Blood. 


BY  K.   V.   R. 


What  a  real  mother  is  our  Mother  the  Church  to 
us!  So  wise  and  so  kind — so  thoughtful  and  so  in- 
dulgent— so  provident  for  the  infinitely  various 
needs  of  her  multitudinous  children,  and  so  skil- 
ful in  adapting  her  ways  and  means  not  only  to 
their  actual  needs,  but  also  to  their  differing  tastes 
and  feelings — to  the  requirements  of  their  individ- 
ual dispositions,  and  to  their  circumstances.  She 
truly  makes  herself  "  all  things  to  all  men."  She 
seeks  first  God's  glory  and  the  salvation  of  souls, 
but  she  seeks  also  to  make  her  children  happy 
and  to  keep  them  interested  in  the  practice  of 
their  religion.  Not  after  the  fashion  of  modern 
sects,  by  spasmodic  outbreaks  of  spurious  fervor — 
denominated  "revivals",— because  they  are  the  in- 
fusion of  a  temporary  semblance  of  life  into  some- 
thing that  is  dead — a.  sort  of  spiritual  galvanism, 
— but  by  providing  for  them  an  almost  endless 
variety  of  devotions,  nearly  all  of  which  are  suit- 
able for  everyone  and  for  almost  all  occasions  and 
which  are  always  more  or  less  in  use. 

Of  these  devotions  she  brings  in  the  course  of 
the  year  now  one  and  now  another  more  promi- 
nently to  their  notice,  always  in  connection  with 
some  one  of  her  festivals  which  occurs  at  the  time. 
Good  Mother!  she  knows  her  true  children  are 
children  in  very  deed,  and,  childlike,  would  get 
weary  of  monotony  even  in  piety — so  she  obviates 
this  danger  most  carefully.  All  the  devotions 
sanctioned  by  the  Church  are  aids  to  the  salvation 
of  the  soul — all  are  enriched  with  indulgences;  but 
some  of  them  are  of  a  higher  class  than  others,  and, 
we  may  believe,  productive  of  more  abundant 
spiritual  fruit  in  the  soul.  This  is  especially  the 
case  with  all  those  devotions  which  relate  more 
immediately  to  the  person  of  our  Divine  Lord. 

July  brings  us  one   of  these  devotions.    The 


month  opens  by  dedicating  the  first  Sunday  to 
honor  in  a  particular  manner  the  Precious  Blood, 
which  was  shed  for  the  redemption  of  all  man- 
kind,— without  which  shedding,  St.  Paul  tells  us, 
there  is  no  remission  of  sins.  Already,  earlier  in 
the  year,  on  the  Friday  after  the  fourth  Sunday  in 
Lent,  this  devotion  has  been  commemorated  by  a 
special  Office.  But  in  Lent  the  Church  is  ab- 
sorbed in  placing  their  sins  before  the  eyes  of  her 
children,  and  preparing  for  the  yearly  representa- 
tion in  their  sight  of  the  awful  tragedy  of  Calvary. 
Though  the  sufferings  of  our  Blessed  Lord  are 
manifested  to  us,  one  on  each  of  the  seven  Fridays 
of  Lent,  she  cannot  give  to  the  devotion  to  the 
Precious  Blood  the  importance  due  to  it,  nor 
show  what  is  its  most  marked  characteristic, 
which,  strange  to  say,  as  we  shall  see  presently, 
is  not  in  sympathy  with  that  time  of  penitence 
and  grief.  For  this  cause  the  Church  has  insti- 
tuted another  festival  in  its  honor,  and  even  dedi- 
cates to  it  a  whole  month,  ast  he  preceding  month 
was  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  Sacred 
Heart,  whose  love  gave  us  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
was  the  source  and  fountain  of  the  Precious  Blood 
also.  In  each  of  these  devotions,  and  in  those  kin- 
dred ones  to  the  Five  Wounds  and  to  the  Name  of 
Jesus,  we  find  always  the  same  adorable  Lord, 
and  abundant  graces  for  all  our  needs,  but  it  ap- 
pears as  if  particular  graces  were  annexed  to  par- 
ticular devotions  also,  and  were  more  largely 
given  in  connection  with  the  practice  of  that  par- 
ticular devotion. 

We  know  also  that  special  devotions  have  an 
aptitude  to  form  to  greater  holiness  souls  for  whom 
these  devotions  have  an  attraction.  While  all  Cath- 
olic devotions  have  a  blessed  facility  for  adapting 
themselves  in  some  degree  to  the  character  and 
needs  of  each  individual  soul,  each  devotion  ap- 
pears to  have  some  particular  fitness  for  expres- 
sing some  one  want  of  the  soul — some  one  need  of 
the  heart.  It  is  good  for  us  therefore  to  try  to  enter 
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into  the  characteristic  spirit  of  each  devotion,  ami 
this  spirit  is  best  discovered  and  understood  by 
studying  the  indulgenced  prayers  of  the  Church. 

It  will  soon  be  seen,  also  that  not  only  has  each 
devotion  its  own  spirit,  but  that  it  has  a  marked  ap- 
propriateness for  the  time  of  the  year  in  which  it 
occurs.  Thus  devotion  to  St.  Joseph  is  appointed 
especially  for  March; — the  devotions  to  the  Divine 
Infancy  and  to  the  Name  of  Jesus  having  pre- 
ceded it,  in  which  devotions  the  holy  fosterfather 
of  our  Lord  had  part ;  but  it  precedes  the  Passion, 
in  which  Tie  had  no  part,  and  the  commemoration 
of  which  is  most  usually  in  April; — Holy  Week 
seldom  coming  in  March  ;  and  when  it  does,  only 
veiy  late  in  the  month.  The  Holy  Souls  we  com- 
memorate in  what  is  always  the  last  month  of  the 
ecclesiastical  year;  a  peculiarly  appropriate  time. 

Now  we  will  see  why  the  devotion  to  the  Prec- 
ious Blood  is  so  suited  for  July,  and  what  is  its 
characteristic  spirit.  It  comes  when  the  Paschal 
Season  is  entirely  over,  and  also  the  Feast  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  and  that  of  the  Sacred  Heart; — 
when  we  have,  as  it  were,  gathered  together  and 
can  see  in  one  grand  whole  the  rich  harvest  we 
possess,  the  abundance  and  sufficiency  of  the  means 
of  grace  the  Precious  Blood  itself  purchased  for 
us — the  price  of  all.  Now  we  are  told,  though 
Passiontide  be  over,  we  must  still  keep  before  our 
souls  the  remembrance  of  the  Passion,  now  and 
always.  But  in  still  keeping  it  in  view  we  do  not, 
as  we  all  know,  have  the  same  feelings  we  had  in 
Lent;  we  do  not  realize,  live  over  again  with  our 
Lord,  the  mournful  days  of  His  humiliations  and 
agony  as  we  did  then.  Yet  devotion  to  the  Prec- 
ious Blood  brings  the  Passion  vividly  before  us, 
but  in  another  and  totally  different  aspect.  If  we 
intelligently  examine  the  various  forms  of  devo- 
tion to  the  Precious  Blood  that  have  the  author- 
ized sanction  of  the  Church,  as  given  in  the  Rac- 
colta,  we  will  be  struck  by  the  fact  that  in  all  of 
them  the  pervading  spirit  is  that  of  exultation  and 
thanksgiving.  The  hymn  "  Viva,  Viva  Jesu!  "  is 
a  marked  example  of  this.  All  the  devotions  of 
any  length  under  that  head,  include  this  spirit  of 
exultation.  In  "The  Seven  Offerings  of  the  Prec- 
ious Blood,"  each  offering  concludes  in  this 
mingled  spirit  of  dwelling  on  the  sufferings  of 
our  Redeemer,  of  gratitude,  and  of  the  gladdest 
triumph.  Again:  in  the  "Three  Offerings  to  the 
Most  Holy  Trinity,  in  thanksgiving  for  the  privi- 
leges with  which  the  Most  Holy  Virgin  Mary, 
Mother  of  God,  was  enriched  " — the  spirit  of  grat- 
itude and  of  joy  is  noticeably  perceptible. 

If  such  an  anomalous  term  be  allowable,  we 
might  designate  devotion  to  the  Precious  Blood  as 
devotion  to  the  bright  side  of  the  Passion.  It  is  a 
great  object,  if  we  wish  to  be  really  united  to  the 


spirit  of  the  Church,  and  to  follow  her  lead  in  the 
various  devotions  she  proposes  to  us  through  the 
year,  to  try  to  attune  our  ways  of  thinking,  and  of 
practicing  these  devotions,  to  her  intentions.  Let 
us  therefore  this  month  endeavor  to  enter  into  her 
evident  purpose,  and  use  this  consoling  and  beauti- 
ful devotion  to  the  Precious  Blood  in  the  spirit  of 
praise  and  exultation  chiefly;  having  in  mind  the 
fulness  of  the  redemption  and  the  immensity  of 
the  graces  the  Precious  Blood  procured  for  us  all, 
from  our  sinless  Mother,  who  is  herself  Its  chief 
praise,  to  the  least  and  last  of  us,  who,  however 
imperfectly,  yet  strive  to  correspond  to  the  grace 
It  purchased.  This  spirit  of  exultation,  mingling 
with  humble  acknowledgment  of  our  sins,  is 
above  all  suited  to  this  year  of  Jubilee. 

As  far  as  the  knowledge  of  the  writer  of  this  ar- 
ticle extends,  there  is  no  form  of  devotion  to  the 
Precious  Blood  in  use — and  there  are  others  be- 
sides those  given  in  the  Raccolta — which  is  not  in- 
dulgenced. This,  again,  makes  it  a  remarkably 
valuable  devotion,  valuable  for  the  holy  souls  in 
Purgatory  as  well  as  to  ourselves.  To  conclude, 
it  may  be  of  some  use  to  remind  our  readers  of  the 
indulgenced  ejaculation :  "Eternal  Father!  I  offer 
Thee  the  Precious  Blood  of  Jesus  iu  satisfaction 
for  my  sins,  and  for  tlie  wants  of  Holy  Churcli,"  and 
to  entreat  them  to  use  it  often,  in  this  her  time  of 
extreme  need.  The  indulgence  "is  one  hundred 
days  for  each  recital. 


The  Crowning  Mercy. 


[FOR  THE  AYE  MARIA.] 


Once  Saint  Gertrude  in  her  choir 
Listened  to  a  preaching  friar. 

Heard  him  say:  "Though  circumstances, 
Time  or  place  or  other  chances, 

"  May  a  dying  soul  dispense 
From  the  saving  Sacraments; — 

"Certain  'tis,  no  man,  alas! 
Into  Paradise  can  pass, 

"  If  he  make  not  at  his  death, 
Make  not  with  his  passing  breath, 

"  For  his  sins  (O  grave  condition !) 
One  true  act  of  heart-contrition." 

ii. 

In  her  cell,  that  night,  the  Saint, 
Like  a  wounded  dove,  her  plaint 

Poured  into  her  Lover's  ears, 
Bathed  the  crucifix  with  tears: 

"0  my  sweetest  Lord!  if  heaven 
Only  to  those  souls  is  given, 
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"  Who  in  death  for  Thy  dear  sake, 
Acts  of  perfect  sorrow  make, — 

"  What  becomes,  O  Sacred  Rood! 
Of  that  mighty  multitude, 

"  Of  that  throng  of  sinners  lying 
In  unconscious  torpors  dying, 

"  Cold  and  blind,  and  deaf  and  dumb, 
— Can  they  to  repentance  come  ?" 

in. 

Spake  a  Voice:  "My  Gertrude,  hearken  ! 
Clouds  of  death  those  souls  may  darken: 

"Clouds  of  pain  and  mortal  dread 
Shroud  them,  speechless  as  the  dead. 

"  But,  if  they  have  striv'n  to  be 
Faithful  during  life  to  Me, 

"  In  that  hour  of  dumb  unrest, 
I  to  them  shall  manifest 

"Such  a  Vision  of  delight, 
Of  My  beauty,  of  My  might; 

"Of  the  sweetness  and  the  yearning 
Of  the  Heart  within  Me  burning, 

"  Of  the  wondrous  love  I  cherish 
For  the  souls  about  to  perish, 

— "  That  all  melted  and  on  fire, 
They  will  turn  with  great  desire, 

"  Cast  themselves  upon  My  Heart, 
And  cry  out:    'How  good  Thou  art, 

"  And  how  beautiful !  Dear  Lord! 
Be  Thy  clemency  adored! 

"  Tho'  there  were  no  hell  to  fear, 
Were  no  hope  of  heaven  to  cheer, 

"  For  Thy  own  sweet  sake  alone, 
We  our  many  sins  bemoan. 

"  '  We  detest  the.m; — we  bewail  them! 
— O  my  daughter!  could  I  fail  them?" 

ELEANOR  C.  DONNELLY. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  VIII.— [CONTINUED.] 
A  merry,  happy  evening  it  was  for  Sybil!  A 
family  group  of  clean  consciences,  brightened  by 
the  expectation  of  receiving  Holy  Communion 
in  the  morning, — who  could  have  greater  cause 
for  thankfulness  and  cheerfulness? 

Even  John  had  received  absolution.  Father 
Tracy  always  came  to  him  at  such  times;  and  on 
the  morrow  he  himself  brought  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment to  the  afflicted  lad.  Every  one  of  them  would 
in  the  early  morning  receive  the  Bread  of  Life, 
and  this  ever-present  thought  touched  a  deeper 
chord  of  joy  in  each  heart  than  the  mere  human 


happiness  of  the  tender  family  ties  that  united 
them  and  the  pleasant  surroundings  of  their  exist- 
ence could  impart ;  but  no  one  spoke  of  it,  or  re- 
ferred to  it:  each  one  understood  the  mystical 
bond  that  united  them  one  to  the  other — all  except 
Natalie — and  so  their  cheerfulness  was  without 
levity,  but  enjoyable  none  the  less.  It  was  ar- 
ranged that  Mrs.  Waite  and  the  boys  would  call  for 
Sybil  on  their  way  to  the  parish  church,  in  the  morn- 
ing, in  time  to  be  present  at  one  of  the  early  Masses. 

Alone  with  Natalie  a  few  moments  while  she 
was  putting  on  her  things  to  go,  Sybil  took  a  little 
picture  from,  her  prayer-book,  representing  the 
Mother  of  Sorrows  contemplating  the  blood-stained 
Crown  of  Thorns  her  Divine  Son  had  worn  upon 
the  Cross,  and  gave  it  to  her:  "Just  to  remember," 
— she  said, — "when  you  see  it,  in  turning  the  leaves 
of  your  prayer-book,  to  say  a  little  prayer  for  me." 

Natalie's  white  face  crimsoned.  How  could  she 
shock  this  pure  soul  by  telling  her  that  she  never 
prayed,  that  she  considered  all  religion  as  a  chi- 
mera ;.and  yet  how  could  she  accept  this  simple  of- 
fering under  a  false  pretense,  and  how  would  it  be 
possible  to  reject  it  without  explanation  ? 

"I  thought  you  would  like  it;  the  face  of  our 
Holy  Mother  wears  such  a  deep  pathos,"  said  Sybil, 
observing  her  hesitation ;  "but  there  are  some  per- 
sons, I  believe,  who  object  to  pictures  as  a  distrac- 
tion— so  few  of  them  are  well  executed  ?  " 

"May  I  tell  you  something?"  said  Natalie, 
with  sudden  resolve. 

"  Certainly  you  may." 

"  I  cannot  deceive  you,  even  if  it  costs  me  that 
which  I  most  covet — your  friendship." 

"Oh,  Natalie!  let  us  be  friends  indeed!  Erer 
since  I  first  saw  you,  I  thought :  '  If  she  will  be  my 
friend  I  shall  be  happy ' ;  and  now  you  speak  as  if 
that  might  be  impossible." 

"You  must  be  the  judge.  I  wear  this" — said 
Natalie,  in  low  tones,  as  she  drew  from  her  bosom 
the  gold  medal  set  with  pearls  that  Mrs.  Bradford 
hung  around  her  neck  that  memorable  night  in 
Paris — "  because  it  is  the  gift  of  a  friend ;  but  I  be- 
lieve not.  It  may  be  that  my  soul — if  there  is  such 
a  thing — has  never  awoke." 

"  Oh,  Natalie ! "  cried  Sybil,  in  tones  of  such 
deep  pity  and  wonder  that  the  mysterious  woman's 
heart  smote  her  for  having  unveiled  its  gaunt  skel- 
eton to  her, — but  having  begun,  she  must  finish, 
and  endure  the  result;  for  had  not  her  whole  life 
been  one  of  losses— why  then  need  she  shrink 
from  the  risk  of  this  ? 

"And  having  no  beliefs,"  she  went  on,  "I  do 
not  pray;  and  so— take  back  your  picture,  my 
child ;  it  is  not  for  such  as  I." 

"Not  so,  Natalie,"  exclaimed  Sybil,  gently 
pushing  back  her  hand.  "  For  such  as  you,  was 
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all  the  bitter  anguish  of  JESUS  and  MARY  endured ; 
keep  the  picture,  look  at  it,  think  of  it,  and  try  to 
comprehend  it." 

"  It  was  a  bitter  tragedy,  I  know — but  other  hu- 
man hearts  have  been  outraged  by  injustice,  have 
been  wrung  through  their  firstborn,  ah  so  cruelly! " 
said  Natalie,  looking  clown  at  the  picture,  and 
speaking  in  those  concentrated,  clear  tones, 
scarcely  above  a  whisper,  which  sound  like  the 
echo  of  griefs  too  deep  for  utterance.  "Pardon 
me ;  outcast  me  from  the  love  I  crave,  but  do  not 
— no,  you  will  not  despise  me,  for  I  have  not  de- 
ceived you." 

"Despise  you!  Oh,  Natalie!  I  wish  I  could 
tell  you  all  the  love  and  pity  I  feel,  and  how  my 
lieart  yearns  towards  you." 

"Still?"  she  asked  with  an  infinite  longing  in 
her  sad  eyes. 

"Yes,  still;  more  than  ever,  since  I  know  your 
great  need.  Oh,  Natalie!  you  cannot,  cannot  re- 
main in  revolt  against  your  Creator,  who  has 
formed  and  fashioned  you  with  every  perfect  hu- 
man gift  of  -body  and  mind.  Prayer  must  and 
will  save  you." 

A  low  bitter  laugh,  was  the  only  answer,  and  it 
grated  on  Sybil's  ear  like  the  crash  of  a  rude 
hand  on  the  chords  of  an  instrument  of  music. 

"  Pardon  me ;  I  meant  not  scorn  for  your  faith," 
said  Natalie,  recovering  her  impassive  calm; 
"but  for  the  impossibility  your  words  suggest." 

"All  things  are  possible  with  God!"  answered 
Sybil,  with  sublime  faith. 

"Ah,  my  child !  pity  me !  love  me !  do  as  you  will. 
I  am  human !  I  love !  I  hate !  Aye,  I  am  faithful 
ufho  death  for  a  true  friend ;  so  you  may  trust  me. 
All  beyond  that  is  above  my  reach,"  said  Natalie, 
her  voice  tremulous  as  though  with  tears,  but 
there  was  no  moisture  in  her  eyes, — only  that 
look  of  infinite  longing  which  told  of  a  broken 
life  and  a  hungry  soul. 

"  Be  my  friend,  Natalie,  and  take  me  for  yours," 
said  Sybil  opening  her  arms  as  if  to  embrace  her ; 
but  Natalie  by  a  quick  gesture  gathered  both  her 
hands  in  the  soft  clasp  of  one  of  her  own,  then 
gently  drawing  the  girl's  fair  head  to  her  breast  laid 
her  cheek  upon  it,  and  let  her  go,  whispering : 
"  If  you  will,  whatever  comes,  I  am  your  friend 
until  death." 

"  I  shall  offer  my  Communion  for  you  in  the 
morning,  Natalie,"  said  Sybil,  strangely  moved. 

"And" — she  went  on,  unheeding — "if  a  time 
comes,  when,  knowing  me  better,  knowing  all 
that  I  know  about  myself,  you  will  hate  me,  I 
will  love  you  and  trust  you  still,  as  you  now  trust 
me.  Give  me  the  picture  you  offered  me;  ah! 
were  she  living  upon  earth  I  would  find  her,  and 
serve  her  for  the  sorrow  she  has  known !  But  let 


us  no  more  speak  together  as  to-night,  for  it  cannot 
help, — no!  it  would  only  stir  up  foul  waters  that 
must  rest." 

"Then  good  night,  Natalie;  here  is  the  picture 
of  her  who  is  the  Comforter  of  the  Afflicted,"  said 
Sybil,  handing  her  the  picture,  "  Now  I  must  go; 
I  hear  the  boys  calling  me.  Good  night! " 

When  Mr.  Weston  got  in  that  night  from  his 
club,  he  missed  the  face  that — now,  grown  more 
familiar — had  ceased  to  pain  him,  as  at  first. 

"  Where  is  Sybil  ? " 

"Oh  dear!  is  that  you,  Mr.  Weston?  You  are 
home  early,  and  I  really  believe  I  was  dozing, 
having  no  one  to  speak  to,"  said  Mrs.  Weston, 
awakening  from  a  nap. 

"I  am  earlier  than  usual;  I  supposed,  however, 
that  Sybil  and  you  were  spending  a  pleasant  even- 
ing together.  Where  is  she  ?  " 

"  She's  at  your  sister's.  There  are  your  slippers, 
near  the  fender.  She's  been  there  all  the  afternoon." 

"  Ah ! "  said  Mr.  Weston,  looking  pleased. 

"  Yes — and  I  must  really  tell  you  something 
that  I  don't  exactly  approve  of,  and  think  it  my 
duty  to  ask  your  interference, — that  is,  you  had 
better  speak  to  Sybil  about  it." 

"What  has  she  done?"  asked  Mr.  Weston, 
gravety. 

"  Well,  it's  an  awkward  thing  altogether  for 
me  to  meddle  with,  being  a  Catholic  myself.  But 
to  come  to  the  point,  Sybil  has  taken  it  into  her 
head  that  she  must  go  to  confession  to  Father  De 
Haes,  away  out  there  at  St.  Xavier's,  where  only 
the  lowest  class  of  people  go.  I  don't  think  it 
prudent;  indeed  I  don't;  it  is  a  long,  lonely  walk, 
out  at  the  very  edge  of  town,  with  all  sorts  of 
rough  people  swarming  around." 

"Evidently  not  fashionable!"  replied  Mr.  Wes- 
ton, with  a  quiet  twinkle  in  his  eyes. .  "But  why 
not  choose  a  confessor  nearer  home  ? " 

"Why  not,  sure  enough  ?  But  Sybil  asked  your 
sister's  advice,  and  this  is  the  result." 

"  Oh !  that  alters  the  case  entirely.  If  Sybil  is 
with  my  sister,  she  is  safe;  where  she  goes,  I 
have  no  fear  of  my  daughter's  going.  The  dis- 
tance is  nothing  when  one  has  a  carriage." 

"  I  sent  the  carriage  to  take  them  there  and 
bring  them  home,"  she  answered  curtly. 

"Thank  you,  Anne.  If  Sybil  prefers  going  to 
St.  Xavier's,  she  must  not  be  opposed.  One's 
spiritual  affairs  must  be  left  to  oneself." 

"As  yours,  for  instance?" 

"Exactly;  such  as  they  are.  I  am  willing  for 
all  to  exercise  the  same  right  as  myself.  But  how 
is  Sybil  to  get  home  ?  " ' 

"  She  sent  word  by  Donald  that  Con  and  Baste 
would  fetch  her;  and  forbade  his  bringing  the 
carriage." 
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"  Just  what  her  mother  would  have  done.  Self 
was  her  last  thought,"  passed  through  Mr.  Wes- 
toa's  mind;  but  he  said  nothing,  for  just  then  the 
hall  doer  opened,  and  a  ripple  of  young  voices, 
a  merry  sound  of  laughter  mingled  with  "good 
nights,"  floated  through  the  silent  rooms;  then 
Sybil,  all  glowing  with  her  walk  in  tke  cold, 
frosty  air,  came  in,  serene  and  smiling, 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  kept  you  up,  mamma;  I  am 
glad  to  see  you,  papa,  and  say  *good  morning' 
and  'good  night'  together,""  she  said,  offering  her 
hand  to  Mr.  Weston  as  he  stood  upon  the  rug,  a 
very  English  fashion  he  had-;  he  held  her  hand  for 
a  moment  pressed  close  in  a  warm  clasp,  then  he 
dropped  it,  and  walked  over  to  his  chair  and  sat 
down,  choking  back  the  rising  tenderness,  the 
very  least  manifestations  of  which  would  have 
been  a  boon  to  Sybil,  waiting  aad  watching  and 
hoping  for  his  love. 

"  I  am  glad  you  got  safely  back  from  St.  Xav- 
ier's!  How  did  you  like  it?"  said  Mrs.  Weston, 
amused  at  the  idea  of  *  being  kept  up,'  and  it  not 
yet  eleven  o'clock. 

"Very  much,  mamma,"  she  replied,  thinking 
only  of  Father  De  Haes  and  the  church. 

"  A  rough  crowd  as  usual,  I  suppose?  " 

"I  did  not  notice,  mamma.  No  one  behaved 
roughly.1" 

"  I  suppose  you  go  to  early  Mass  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mamma.  Aunt  Waite  and  the  boys  are 
coming  by  for  rae,  and  if  you  and  papa  will  ex- 
cuse me,  Til  run  away  to  bed," 

"  At  what  hour,  Sybil?" 

"Six  o'clock.  Good  night,  mamma.  Goodnight, 
papa." 

"  G  ood  heavens,  Mr.  Weston,  your  daughter  will 
kill  herself  at  this  rate!  why,  it  is  not  light  at  six 
o'clock!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Weston,  after  Sybil 
went  out. 

"  No,  I  doa't  think  she  will,"  he  replied.  "  It 
won't  hurt  her  one  half  as  much  as  the  late  hours 
and  all  the  rest  of  tke  nonsense  of  the  season 
will." 

"But  we  shall  see  nothing  of  her  if  this  is  to  be 
the  routine,  going  to  bed  at  poultry  hours  and  ris- 
ing at  cock-crow  to  go  to  church  in  the  dark!  " 

"  If  I  remember  rightly,  Tom  always  goes  along, 
with  a  lantern;  the  boys  since  they  were  old  en- 
uogh  also  go  with  their  mother.  Besides  this,  if 
you  should  ever  happen  to  be  up  about  that  time  of 
the  morning  on  your  way  home  from  a  ball,  as  I 
have  sometimes,  when  I  have  had  to  be  all  night  at 
the  bank  getting  my  foreign  exchanges  worked  up 
in  time  to  go  out  by  the  European  mail — you  will 
see  a  procession  of  twinkling  lights  approaching 
the  church  from  every  direction,  borne  by  men 
and  women  on  their  way  to  the  first  Mass;  and  a 


very  pretty  sight  it  is,  as  seen  through  the  darkness. 
I  stepped  into  St.  Mark's  one  morning,  out  of 
curiosity,  to  see  what  was  going  on,  and  noticed 
that  but  for  these  lights — lanterns  or  candles,  or 
whatever  they  might  be  that  sparkled  here  and 
there  and  everywhere — the  whole  body  of  the 
church  would  have  been  dark;  as  only  the  altar- 
candles  were  lit,  and  the  people  were  praying  as 
devoutly  by  them  as  if  there  had  been  music  and 
incense  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  I  don't  know  what." 

"Good  gracious,  Mr.  Weston  1  who  would  ever 
suppose  you  noticed  such  things!" 

"  I  notice  a  great  deal,  Aane,  that  I  keep  to  my- 
self. As  to  Sybil,  it  is  not  church-going  that  will 
hurt  her;  but  the  late  hours,  the  dancing,  the  bad 
air  of  crowded  ball-rooms,  and  the  glare  aad  the 
miserable  false  atmosphere  that  will  surround  her 
day  and  night,  will  do  the  mischief.  I  would  to 
God  she  could  remain  as  she  is — so  pure,  so  true,  so 
like "  said  Mr.  Weston,  with  strange  earnest- 
ness, but  without  completing  the  last  sentence,  sud- 
denly remembering  himself  in  time. 

"How  extremely  odd  for  you  to  object  to  your 
daughter's  shining  in  society!  "  said  Mrs.  Weston 
in  a  tone  of  blended  wonder  and  sarcasm. 

"  It  would  be  more  odd  to  expect  you  ever  to  un- 
derstand me,  Anne,"  he  answered,  in  a  fretted  tone 
half  ashamed  of  his  outburst, 

"I  confess  my  stupidity,"  she  said,  yawning. 
«'  But  let  us  change  the  subject,  and  have  a  game  of 
whist;  I  understand  tkat,  you'll  allow!  "  said  Mrs. 
Weston,  lighting  tke  wax  candles  oa  tke  card-table. 
<l  Shall  I  deal?" 

He  sat  down  mechanically  to  the  table  ^  his  wife's 
white  jewelled  hands  flashed  and  fluttered  over  the 
cards,  and,  everything  being  ready,  the  game  be- 
gan,— the  game  which  usually  absorbed  every  fac- 
ulty of  this  man's  mind  when  he  played,  and  which 
he  invariably  won;  but  to-night  he  blundered — 
his  thoughts  were  otherwhere,  and  Mrs.  Weston 
won. 

[TO  BK  CONTINUED.] 


Sow  not  wishes  in  other  people's  gardens;  wish 
not  for  that  which  you  are  not,  but  earnestly  de- 
sire to  be  the  very  best  of  what  you  are. — St.  Fran, 
cis  of  Sales. 

WHENEVER  we  have  done  some  good  in  order  to 
please  God,  let  us  not  torment  ourselves  in  en- 
deavoring to  drive  away  vainglory;  if  we  are 
praised  for  it,  it  is  enough  to  say :  '  To  God  be  tke 
honor  and  glory ! '  And  let  us  never  omit  doing 
any  good  action  wkick  may  edify  our  neighbor 
through  the  fear  of  vainglory.  '  So  let  your  light 
shine  before  men,  that  they  may  see  your  good 
works,  and  glorify  your  Father  who  is  in  heaven. 
(St.  Matk.  v.  16.)— St.  Liguorf.  ' 
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BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FXJLLERTON. 

CHAPTER  VIII.  [CONTINUED.] 
In  the  mean  time,  and  amidst  many  privations 
and  a  very  practical  kind  of  poverty,  the  Helpers 
of  the  Holy  Souls  carried  on  their  mission.  They 
accepted  every  opportunity  which  occurred  of 
practising  abnegation,  patience  and  mortification 
in  the  dwellings  of  the  poor,  when  sickness,  old 
age  or  infirmities  called  for  their  assistance. 
With  the  fervor  which  specially  marks  the  early 
days  of  a  Religious  Order,  they  gave  themselves 
without  intermission  to  this  work  of  charity,  and 
often  the  lay-Sister  who  acted  as  cook  to  the  com- 
munity was  dispatched  on  errands  of  mercy,  leav- 
ing the  dinner  of  the  Sisters  to  shift  for  itself.  To 
illustrate  the  spirit  of  their  apostolate  amongst 
the  poor,  we  will  give  the  following  specimen  of 
the  cases  with  which  they  dealt,  and  of  the  suc- 
cess which  attended  their  ministrations. 

In  an  attic  on  the  7th  story  of  a  house  in  their 
neighborhood  lived  an  old  lady  who  for  twenty 
years  suffered  from  an  ulcer  which  had  by  degrees 
so  destroyed  her  legs  that  at  last  they  were  re- 
duced to  nothing  but  blackened  and  diseased 
bones.  For  years  she  had  been  unable  to  walk, 
and  at  last  to  stand.  When  first  obliged  to  take  to 
her  bed,  the  members  of  a  Confraternity  to  which 
she  belonged  paid  her  frequent  visits  and  afforded 
her  assistance,  but  gradually  almost  everyone 
ceased  to  climb  up  to  the  poor  attic,  and  she  was 
left  in  the  most  helpless  solitude.  The  fact  was, 
that  the  stench  caused  by  her  disease  had  become 
so  overpowering  that  persons  had  been  known  to 
faint  in  her  room.  A  lady  advised  her  to  invite 
the  attendance  of  one  of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy 
Souls,  and  from  that  day  for  five  months  they  ex- 
ercised towards  this  poor  sufferer  the  most  heroic 
charity.  Though  a  pious  and  good  creature  in 
her  way,  Mile.  Gramillet  would  have  often  tried 
the  patience  of  her  religious  nurses  beyond  endur- 
ance if  they  had  not  looked  upon  her  as  the  source 
of  countless  graces  for  their  own  souls  and  for  the 
sufferers  in  Purgatory.  She  had  a  mania  for  the 
arrangement  and  rearrangement  of  the  scanty  fur- 
niture in  her  room,  of  her  bedclothes,  and  of  ev. 
erything  about  her,  which  took  up  hours  of  their 
time  and  was  a  never-ending  labor.  The  slightest 
speck  of  dust  on  the  walls — the  least  fold  in  the 
curtains — she  remarked;  and  with  many  apolo- 
gies indeed,  but  in  the  most  stringent  manner,  in- 
sisted on  being  removed.  Nothing  could  remain 


in  the  same  place  for  five  minutes  together.  The 
activity  of  nature,  forcibly  repressed  by  her  own 
helplessness,  found  vent  in  these  continual  exac- 
tions on  the  time  and  attention  of  those  who  at- 
tended upon  her.  But  this  was  nothing  to  the  suf- 
ferings which  were  to  follow.  At  the  beginning 
of  October,  1857,  Mile.  Gramillet  was  taken  dan- 
gerously ill,  and  received  the  last  Sacraments. 
Naturally  enough  for  a  person  who  was  pious,  and 
whose  life  had  been  so  long  one  course  of  pain  and 
privation,  she  was  glad  of  the  news  of  her  approach- 
ing departure ;  but  she  was  apparently  destined  to 
go  through  her  Purgatory  on  earth,  and  those  who 
attended  upon  her  to  share  it.  For  more  than 
three  weeks  she  lingered,  her  body  in  a  state  of 
frightful  decomposition,  exhaling  so  horrid  an  ef- 
fluvia that  it  required  the  spirit  of  martyrdom  to 
endure  it;  an  appalling  number  of  worms  issued 
from  that  living  corpse,  and  the  soul  which  lingered 
in  it  rebelled  against  its  sufferings  and  was  angry 
because  death  did  not  come.  But  the  work  was  at 
last  consummated  which  God  was  intending  to 
effect  by  this  prolonged  agony.  Resignation  and 
peace  at  last  took  the  place  of  irritation  and  mur 
murs.  The  dying  woman  gently  thanked  her  pa 
tient  nurses,  and  sent  a  message  of  reconciliation 
to  a  relative  whom  for  ten  years  she  had  refused  to 
see.  Then  death  came ;  it  seemed  as  if  the  word 
of  release  was  spoken  when  the  word  of  pardon 
had  passed  her  lips.  She  lingered  some  hours, 
waiting  as  it  were  for  the  presence  of  one  of  the 
Religious,  who  had  been  her  ministering  angel} 
and  breathed  out  her  soul  in  her  arms.  We 
scarcely  venture  to  speak  of  the  task  they  had  to 
perform  towards  the  earthly  remains  of  this  poor 
creature,  but  they  did  not  abandon  them  until  they 
were  consigned  to  the  grave. 

A  man  who  lived  in  a  street  adjoining  to  the 
Rue  de  la  Barouillier  was  a  Freemason,  and  noted 
as  a  most  desperate  character.  He  always  worked, 
bought  and  sold  on  Sundays,  had  a  violent  aver, 
sion  to  priests  and  religious,  and  scarcely  opened 
his  mouth  without  swearing  and  blaspheming.  A 
woman  who  had  lodged  in  the  same  house  had 
been  brought  back  to  her  duties  by  the  efforts  of 
the  Sisters.  She  mentioned  one  day  to  her  neigh- 
bor how  carefully  she  had  been  nursed  by  one  of 
the  ladies  in  black.  "  Well,  I  wish  I  had  the 
same  luck,"  he  exclaimed,  "for  I  am  always  alone 
now.  My  wife  is  at  work  till  midnight."  Upon 
this  hint,  which  was  conveyed  to  the  nuns,  one  of 
them  offered  her  services.  She  came  in  for  the 
first  time  at  a  moment  when  the  sick  man  was 
suffering  great  pain,  and  happened  to  be  able  to 
give  him  relief.  He  begged  her  to  visit  him  every 
day ;  and  she  had  often  to  sit  for  hours  with  him, 
listening  to  the  most  absurd  speeches  about  relig- 
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ion,  and  especially  against  priests ;  the  world  went 
on  so  badly  because  people  listened  to  them. 
This  was  the  continual  theme  of  the  importunate 
man's  declamations.  But  the  nun  found  means 
now  and  then  to  get  in  a  word,  and  to  show  him 
by  degrees  the  senseless  nature  of  his  prejudices. 
One  day  she  Was  agreeably  surprised  by  his  giving 
her  a  lilac  which  somebody  had  made  him  a  pres- 
ent of,  and  saying:  "There  now:  take  that  to 
your  Mother,  as  you  call  her,  and  tell  her  she  can 
put  it  before  the  statue  of  St.  Joseph,  my  patron 
Saint.  He  will,  perhaps,  help  you  to  convert  me; 
and  I  hope  you  will  be  rewarded  for  all  your 
goodness  to  me." 

The  poor  man  grew  rapidly  worse.  He  still 
refused  to  see  a  priest;  but  said:  "Pray  for  me; 
and  if  I  get  well,  next  Easter  I'll  go  to  church." 
Each  day  his  strength  diminished.  Then,  of  his 
own  accord,  he  asked  the  Sister  to  make  a  novena 
to  Our  Lady  of  Liesse — the  holy  Virgin  of  his  na- 
tive place  he  said.  He  also  consented  to  wear  a 
medal  and  to  learn  the  "  Hail  Mary.1'  He  said 
nine  Hail  Marys  every  day  during  the  novena. 
At  the  end  of  that  time  he  was  not  better  in  health, 
but  his  dispositions  were  completely  changed. 
He  was  like  another  man;  he  left  off  swearing, 
and  expressed  a  wish  to  see  a  priest  whom  he  liad 
very  ill-received  a  few  days  before.  When  he 
came,  he  said:  "Forgive  me,  sir:  I  did  not  like 
priests,  but  you  will  be  satisfied  with  rne  now." 
He  went  to  confession.  Before  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament was  brought  to  him,  he  insisted  on  being 
shaved,  and  begged  his  poor  room  might  be  nicely 
arranged.  After  he  had  been  to  Communion  and 
received  Extreme  Unction,  he  threw  his  arms 
around  the  neck  of  the  priest,  and  exclaimed: 
"Oh,  my  dear  sir!  I.  have  never  been  so  happy! 
I  hate  no  one  now.  You  Avere  very  right  when 
you  told  me  God  was  very  good."  After  this  day 
his  sufferings  became  acute,  but  he  bore  them 
with  perfect  patience ;  the  words, "  May  God  have 
mercy  on  me! "  were  continually  on  his  lips.  He 
kept  asking  his  wife  to  forgive  all  his  wicked 
conduct,  and  gave  her  good  advice.  Turning  to 
the  Sister,  shortly  before  his  death,  he  said:  "You 
have  shown  rae  the  way  to  heaven.  You  may  be 
sure,  if  I  get  there,  you  will  come  there  also." 

Joseph's  Christian  end  made  a  great  impression 
on  several  persons.  A  woman  of  seventy-two 
years  of  age,  in  the  same  house,  who  had  not  been 
married  in  the  church,  and  had  never  since  ap- 
proached the  Sacraments,  watched  for  the  Sister 
on  the  stairs,  and  said:  "Take  me  to  confession." 
"  Are  you  in  earnest  ? "  asked  the  nun.  "  Oh,fyes ! 
since  I  have  seen  M.  Joseph  so  happy,  and  Ma- 
dame D so  good,  I  have  made  up  my  mind 

to  do  as  they  have  done."  She  confessed,  went  to 


Communion,  and  died  suddenly,  ten  days  later  on, 
of  a  heart-complaint.  A  few  days  afterwards,  still 
in  the  same  house,  the  Sister's  attention  was  di 
rected  to  an  aged  couple  who  had  lived  together 
for  years,  but  had  never  been  married.  The  man 
had  a  severe  illness,  which  prevented  him  from 
working.  The  woman  had  long  toiled  to  support 
him,  but  now  a  whitlow  had  deprived  her  of  the 
use  of  her  right  hand.  When  the  nun  came  in, 
Helen — that  was  her  name — was  weeping  bitterly ; 
Henri  was  sitting  on  the  bed  reading  a  newspaper. 
He  received  the  visitor  with  these  words:  "Poor 
people  have  no  friends  " ;  and  followed  them  up 
by  a  volley  of  oaths.  Then  he  went  on  reading. 
The  Sister,  nowise  discouraged,  began  to  look 
about  her,  and  tried 'to  set  things  a  litttle  to  rights ; 
but  there  was  no  fuel,  no  bread,  no  clothes.  She 
went  out,  promising  to  comeback,  and  whispered 
to  the  woman  to  pray.  Soon  she  returned  with  a 
little  money  and  some  provisions.  Helen  cried 
for  joy.  Henri  muttered:  "Thank  you."  Then 
she  set  to  cleaning  the  room  and  attending  to  the 
poor  woman,  who,  her  left  hand  being  paralyzed, 
and  her  right  at  that  moment  helpless,  was  in  a 
most  disgusting  state  of  neglect,  and  quite  covered 
with  vermin.  The  man  raised  his  eyes  from  his 
newspaper,  and  watched  her  steadily  for  some 
time.  After  a  while  he  exclaimed:  "This  is  too 
much!  How  can  you  bring  yourself  to  do  that, 
Sister?"  The  following  morning  Helen  was  sud- 
denly attacked  with,  apoplexy.  When  the  nun 
arrived,  she  was  senseless. 

"Pray,  Henri,  pray!  "  she  said,  struck  with  the 
sad  spectacle  of  the  woman's  dangerous  state  and 
the  man's  despair.  A  look  of  scorn  and  anger 
passed  over  his  face.  Still,  after  an  instant's  hesi- 
tation, he  uncovered  his  head  and  joined  his  hands. 
In  the  evening  Helen  recovered  her  consciousness. 
A  priest  had  been  sent  for.  He  went  straight  up 
to  Henri,  and  said : 

"  I  hear  your  wife  is  ill,  my  friend.  Keep  up 
your  spirits.  She  will  soon  get  better,  I  hope. 
What  part  of  France  do  you  come  from  ?  " 

"  From  Burgundy. " 

"  WThat !  from  Burgundy ;  we  are  country  folks, 
then.  Long  live  Burgundy  and  all  the  good  people 
in  it!  Come,  let  us  shake  hands." 

Whilst  Pfire was  talking  to  the  sick  woman, 

with  whom  he  begged  to  be  left  alone,  Henri 
kept  wondering  over  the  kindness  of  his  manner. 

"  How  good  he  is  ! "  he  said  to  a  neighbor  in 
the  next  room.  "  Not  a  bit  of  pride  about  him.  To 
be  sure  he  comes  from  my  own  country. "  Then 
turning  to  the  nun,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  ex- 
claimed :  "  Sister,  I  am  a  wretch  to  have  said  so 
much  against  priests.  I  did  not  know  them. " 

When  Pfire  — -  came  out,  lie  again  spoke  to 
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Henri.  "  That  is  a  good  little  woman  in  there," 
he  said. 

"  We  must  not  deceive  you,  M.  le  Cure ;  we  are 
not  married." 

"  But  you  are  going  to  be  married.  Come  to  me 
on  Saturday;  we  will  talk  about  Burgundy,  and 
arrange  that  matter. " 

"  And  I  will  go  and  see  yon  too,  M.  le  Cure  I  " 
cried  the  neighbor  in  whose  room  they  were.  It 
is  a  terrible  long  time  since  I  have  brushed  up  my 
conscience." 

"  Come  by  all  means,  then,"  said  the  priest,  with 
a  smile.  Too  happy  to  see  you ;  and  as  many  more 
as  like  to  come." 

On  the  following  Saturday,  Henri  kept  his  ap- 
pointment, went  to  confession,  and  came  home  to 
Helen — who  was  getting  much  better — happier,  he 
told  her,  than  a  prince.  By  means  of  the  Society 
of  St.  Francis  Regis  the  old  couple  soon  got  mar- 
ried, and  went  to  Communion  together  the  follow- 
ing day.  They  led  a  most  edifying  life  during 
their  remaining  years,  and  died  not  long  ago,  bless- 
ing God  and  thanking  the  nuns,  who  had,  as  they 
said,  put  them  on  the  way  to  heaven. 

Altogether,  thirteen  persons  were  converted  in 
that  one  house  in  consequence  of  the  attendance  of 
one  of  the  Sisters  on  the  dying  Freemason.  The 
gratitude  of  the  poor — and,  oh,  what  a  slander  it  is 
to  say  the  poor  are  not  grateful ! — is  often  shown  in 
a  very  touching  manner  to  their  nurses.  Amongst 
other  less  remarkable  instances,  we  notice  the  fol- 
lowing fact.  One  of  the  nuns  was  dying.  Several 
poor  women  used  to  come  and  inquire  after  her. 
One  of  them  seemed  very  much  disappointed  one 
day  that  she  was  not  better.  With  great  simplicity, 
she  said  to  the  Superioress :  "  She  will  be  better 
soon,  for  I  have  begged  Almighty  God  to  take  my 
life  instead  of  hers."  It  so  happened  that  the  nun 
did  recover,  and  the  grateful  devotee,  who  had 
made  the  offering  of  her  life,  died  a  few  days  after- 
wards. 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


Only  seven  of  sixty-one  Cardinals  who  witnessed 
the  Pope's  elevation  to  the  Pontifical  throne  are  still 
living. 

Most  Rev.  James  Frederick  Wood,  who  has  just 
been  made  Archbishop  of  the  Diocese  of  Philadelphia, 
is  a  native  of  that  city,  was  reared  in  the  Quaker  belief, 
and,  while  serving  as  paying-teller  in  a  bank,  was  con- 
verted to  the  Catholic  faith.  In  1836  he  was  con- 
firmed, and  soon  after  expressed  a  desire  to  become  a 
priest.  In  1837  he  resigned  his  position  in  the  bank 
and  was  sent  to  Rome.  He  entered  the  College  of  the 
Propaganda,  where  he  remained  several  years,  when 
he  was  ordained  by  Cardinal  Fransoni.  He  is  sixty- 
two  years  old. — Catholic  Union. 


Feast  of  the  Visitation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary. 

BY  ELIZA  At,I>EN  STARR. 

Ecce  iste  tentt  salient  in  Tnontibus,  iransilieng  col- 
les :  similis  est  dileetus  meus  c^iprae,  hinnuloque  cer- 
vorum.*  "Behold,  He  cometh,  leaping  upon  the 
mountains,  skipping  over  the  hills:  my  Beloved  is 
like  a  roe  or  a  young  hart."  Ego  flos  campi  el  li- 
lium  convallium.  8icut  Ulium  inter  spinas  sic  arni- 
ca mea  inter  Jilias.\  "  I  am  the  flower  of  the  field, 
and  the  lily  of  the  vallies.  As  the  lily  among 
thorns,  so  is  my  love  among  the  daughters." 
S-urge,  propera,  arnica  mea,  formosa  mea,  ct  veni  : 
jam  enim  hiem»  transiit,  imbcr  abiit,  et  reccwit. 
Flores  apparuerunt  in  terra  nostra,  tempns  pnta- 
tionis  advenit,  vox  turturis  audita  est  in  terra  nos- 
tra :  ficus  protulit  grassos  suos :  mnece florentez  de- 
derunt  odorem  suum.\  "Arise,  make  haste,  my  love, 
my  dove,  my  beautiful  one,  and  come.  For  winter 
is  now  past  -.  the  rain  is  over  and  gone.  The  flowers 
have  appeared  in  our  land :  the  time  of  pruning  is 
come :  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  oor  land : 
the  fig-tree  hath  put  forth  her  green  figs:  the  vines 
in  flower  yield  their  sweet  smell."  Qua  ett  ista, 
quce  proces»it  sicut  sol,  et  formosa  tanqUam  Jerusa- 
lem ?  Viderunt  earn  Jilice  Sion,  et  beatam  dixerunt, 
et  reginae  laudaverunt  earn.  Et  sicut  dies  verni  cir- 
cwndabant  earn  flore»  rosarum,  et  lilia  convallium. 
"Who  is  this  that  cometh  forth  like  the  s«n,  and 
beautiful  as  Jerusalem  ?  "  "The  daughters  of  Sion 
saw  her  and  declared  her  blessed:  the  queens  and 
they  praised  her."  §  "And  as  the  flower  of  roses  in 
the  day  of  spring,  and  as  the  lilies  of  the  vallies."| 

With  such  canticles  docs  the  Church  lure  us 
onward  to  the  contemplation  of  the  sacred  mys- 
teries involved  in  the  Visitation  of  the  tender 
young  Virgin  of  Nazareth  to  the  aged  Elizabeth. 
Like  her  own  illuminators,  she  first  gives  us  a 
border  of  graceful  imagery,  drawn  from  the  world 
around  us  and  familiar  to  our  bodily  eyes;  then 
sketches  in  the  landscape,  beautifying  it  with  all 
the  charms  of  the  most  perfect  of  seasons — the 
early  days  of  midsummer.  Not  a  tint  of  the  at- 
mosphere, not  a  perfume  that  floats  on  the  morning 
air,  is  lost  or  disregarded;  and  when  this  natural 
paradise  is  complete,  and  she  has  won  us  by  the 
beauty  to  which  we  are-  so  susceptible  in  the  order 
of  nature,  she  straightway  lifts  the  soul  into  the  su- 
pernatural regions  of  grace,  and  we  see — no  longer 
the  rose  or  lily  of  the  valleys  of  Nazareth,  no 
longer  the  roe  or  the  young  hart  of  the  woods  of 
Libanus,  but — the  fairest  of  all  the  daughters  of  the 
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tribe  of  Judah  or  the  house  of  David,  the  one  un- 
sullied Lily  among  the  daughters  of  Eve,  hasting, 
with  her  virginal  step,  over  the  hill  country  be- 
tween her  own  home  at  Nazareth  and  the  home  of 
Elizabeth:  hasting,  as  the  Evangelist  himself  has 
it;  for  did  she  not  bear  within  her  One  who  is 
swifter  on  His  errands  of  grace  and  of  sanctifica- 
tion  than  the  roe  or  the  young  hart?  What  Solo- 
mon, with  all  the  beauties  of  his  celestial  poem, 
could  not  give  to  this  picture  of  early  midsummer, 
is  given  by  St.  Luke  the  Evangelist,  privileged 
with  pen  and  pencil  to  give  to  the  world  the  pic- 
ture of  Mary.  This  is  the  spirit  of  the  Church,  in 
her  Invitatory,  as  she  calls  upon  all  Christians  at 
her  Matin  song :  Visitationem  Virginia  Marim  ce- 
lebremus,  Christum  ejus  Filium  adoremus  Dominum. 
"Let  us  celebrate  the  Visitation  of  the  Virgin 
Mary,  adoring  her  Son,  Christ  the  Lord."  In  re- 
spouse  to  this  invitation  of  our  Mother  the  Church, 
let  us  read,  with  hearts  touched  as  they  may  never 
have  been  before,  this  narrative  of  the  Gospel 
which  has  inspired  the  artist  and  the  musician,  as 
well  as  the  devout,  in  all  Christian  ages;  while  a 
St.  John  Chrysostom  and  a  St.  Ambrose  of  the 
fourth  century,  and  a  St.  Bede  of  the  eighth,  still 
give  us  the  pure  gold  of  their  theological  piety, 
through  their  homilies  and  sermons  in  honor  of 
this  festival. 

St.  Bede  dwells,  in  his  homily,  upon  the  singu- 
lar humility  and  simplicity  of  disposition  evinced 
by  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  this  act  of  her  Visitation. 
Instead  of  being  engrossed  by  her  dignities  and 
honors  as  the  Mother  of  the  Messias,  she  is  im- 
pelled to  visit  immediately  her  kinswoman,  who, 
if  not  favored  to  any  degree  like  herself,  has  still 
been  signally  blessed.  Yet  this  impulse,  as  St. 
Bede  so  justly  remarks,  does  not  come  from  any 
necessity  of  sympathy  or  encouragement  from 
one  of  her  own  sex  on  the  part  of  this  tender  Vir- 
gin of  fifteen  years,  but  from  her  desire  to  "  con- 
gratulate her  aged  kinswoman,  and  to  give  her 
such  careful  service  as  a  youthful  maiden  could 
bestow."*  She  does  not  seem  to  have  contem- 
plated any  communication  concerning  her  own 
extraordinary  favors  from  God;  and  the  first 
word  uttered  by  a  mortal  on  the  mystery  of  the 
Incarnation,  after  the  "Fiat"  of  Mary  herself, 
was  uttered  by  Elizabeth.  "  And  it  came  to  pass, 
that  when  Elizabeth  heard  the  salutation  of  Mary, 
the  infant  leaped  in  her  womb;  and  Elizabeth 
was  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  And  she  cried 
out  with  a  loud  voice,  and  said :  "  Blessed  art  thou 
among  women,  and  blessed  is  the  Fruit  of  thy 
womb.  And  whence  is  it,  that  the  Mother  of  my 
Lord  has  come  to  me?  For,  behold,  as  soon  as 

*  See  "  Our  Lady's  Dowry,"  p.  76. 


the  voice  of  thy  salutation  sounded  in  my  ears, 
the  infant  in  my  womb  leaped  for  joy.  And 
blessed  art  thou  who  hast  believed,  because  these 
things  that  were  spoken  to  thee  by  the  Lord  shall 
be  accomplished."* 

At  these  words  the  tide  of  praise  breaks  forth 
from  the  heart  of  Mary,  and  on  the  threshold  of 
Elizabeth's  home,  under  the  shadow  of  the  blos- 
soming vine,  and  fig-tree,  and  the  pale  olives,  she 
sings  her  Magnificat,  which,  for  eighteen  hundred 
and  seventy-five  years  has  been  the  fulfilment,  as 
well  as  the  prophecy,  of  Mary's  glories.  Elizabeth 
has  just  called  her  Blessed  among  women;  she 
has  echoed  the  salutation  of  Gabriel,  who  also  said : 
Blessed  art  thou  among  women.  But  Mary,  under 
the  inspiration  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  whose  Bride  she 
now  is,  exclaims:  Behold,  henceforth  all  genera- 
tions will  call  me  blessed!  Not  Gabriel  and  Eliza- 
beth alone,  privileged  as  they  are  to  be  admitted 
to  the  councils  of  the  Most  High ;  but  the  weak 
ones,  and  unlearned  ones,  and  the  frail  and  erring 
ones,  as  well  as  great  masters  of  theology  and  doc- 
tors in  knowledge — all  will  call  me  blessed !  Well 
did  the  Church  speak  when  she  added  to  the  list 
of  Mary's  titles  Regina  Prophetarum! — "  Queen  of 
Prophets." 

Not  so  many  minutes  have  elapsed  since  Mary's 
foot  touched  the  threshold  of  Zachary's  house,  as 
we  have  taken  to  copy  these  words,  but  what  won- 
ders have  been  accomplished !  What  miracles  of 
grace !  What  perfection  of  praise  and  of  thanks- 
giving !  The  world  goes  on,  and  the  years  roll  by, 
and  this  Gospel  is  chanted  and  meditated  upon ; 
and  not  only  does  its  sweetness  and  freshness  and 
peculiar  charm  never  pall  upon  the  soul,  but  we 
seem  always  to  be  growing  into  a  comprehension 
of  it  just  in  proportion  as  we  grow  in  grace. 

The  first  of  these  miracles  was  the  sanctification 
of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  the  Precursor  of  the  Son 
of  Man,  the  "  Messenger  who  was  to  go  before  the 
face  of  the  Lord  and  prepare  His  way  before 
Him":  Et  tu,  puer  Propheta  Altissimi  weakens: 
prtnMs  enim  ante  faciem  Domini  parare  mas  ejus.} 

As  He  had  sealed  His  choice  of  His  Mother  by 
the  grace  of  an  Immaculate  Conception,  so  He 
forestalled  the  birth  of  His  Messenger  by  the 
grace  of  pre-sanctification.  And  so  effectual  was 
this  grace,  that  more  than  thirty  years  after,  our 
Lord  said  of  His  Messenger:  "There  hath  not 
risen,  among  them  that  are  born  of  women,  a 
greater  than  John  the  Baptist."  |  The  second 
miracle  was  the  clause  added  by  Elizabeth  to  the 
Aee  Maria  of  the  Angel  Gabriel.  "  Blessed  art 
thou  among  women"  belonged  to  both,  but  El- 
izabeth added:  Et  'benedictus  fructus  ventris  tui. 


*  Luke  i,  39,  45,  55.    f  Luke  i,.76.     J  Matth.,  xi,  11. 
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Ave  Maria. 


"  And  blessed  is  the  Fruit  of  thy  womb !  "  To  this 
day,  every  Catholic  child  knows  to  whom  he  is 
indebted  for  this  clause  of  his  "  Hail  Mary,"  nor 
will  his  tongue  ever  hesitate  to  pronounce  these 
words,  uttered  by  Elizabeth  under  the  inspiration 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  recorded  by  an  inspired 
Evangelist.  We  have  yet  to  see  this  text  of  Holy 
Writ,  this  clause  in  the  four  Gospels,  adopted  by 
any  Bible  Christian  into  his  daily  prayers.  Go  on, 
little  "Papist!"  You  may  not  own  the  whole 
Bible,  and  you  may  never  read  it  from  the  first 
verse  of  Genesis  to  the  last  of  the  Apocalypse ;  but 
you  believe  in  it,  and  your  prayers  are  true  coin, 
stamped  with  its  seal ! 

The  third  miracle  was  the  Canticle  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  the  Magnificat  of  Christendom.  To 
say  how  poor  the  Vesper-song  of  the  Church  would 
seem  to  our  ears  without  the  Magnificat,  is  to  say 
but  little ;  and  yet,  not  even  from  her  Vespers  on 
Good  Friday,  does  the  Church  shut  out  the  Magnif- 
icat of  Mary.  At  Christmas  and  Easter,  on  Good- 
Friday  and  Holy  Saturday  as  well  as  Maundy- 
Thursday,  this  Canticle  makes  the  one  note  of  joy 
that  never  changes.  The  AntipJwn  may  speak  the 
grief  of  her  soul;  but  the  Magnificat  remains  al- 
ways the  same;  always  a  song  of  exultation,  of 
promise,  and  of  fulfilment. 

And  now,  surely,  we  can  repeat,  even  more  fer- 
vently than  at  first,  the  precious  sentences  by 
whicli  the  Breviary  Lessons  and  Nocturns,  Versi- 
cles,  Responses,  Antiphons  and  even  Invitatory, 
sought  to  accustom  our  bodily  ears,  as  well  as  the 
ears  of  our  souls,  to  the  gracious  significance  of 
the  mysteries  of  the  Visitation.  We  turn  with 
fresh  delight  to  her  ejaculatory  Versicles  and  Re- 
sponses :  R.  Beata  qua  credidisti,  quoniam  perfici- 
entur  in  te  quce  dicta  sunt  tibi  a  Domino.  Et  ait 
Maria:  Magnificat  anima  mea  Dominum.  V.  Venite 
et  audite,  et  narrabo  quanta  fecit  Deus  animos  mece. 
"  Blessed  art  thou  that  hast  believed,  because  those 
things  shall  be  accomplished  that  were  spoken  to 
thee  by  the  Lord.  And  Mary  said :  My  soul  doth 
magnify  the  Lord."*  "  Come  and  hear,  and  I  will 
tell  you  what  God  hath  done  for  my  soul."f  S. 
Felix  namque  es,  sacra  Virgo  Maria,  et  omni  laude 
dignissima:  Quia  ex  te  ortus  est  sol  justitia, 
Cfiristus  Deus  noster.  V.  Ora  pro  populo,  interveni 
pro  dero,  intercede  pro  dewto  femineo  sexu.  Sen- 
tient omnes  tuum  juvamen,  quicumque  celebrant 
tuam  sanctam  Visitationem.\  "  Surely  thou  art 
happy,  O  holy  Virgin  Mary,  and  most  worthy  of 
all  praise :  For  out  of  thee  arose  the  Son  of  Jus- 
tice, Christ  our  God.  Pray  for  the  people,  mediate 
for  the  clergy,  intercede  for  the  devoted  female  sex. 


*  Luke  i,  45,  46.    f  Ps.  Ixv,  16.    }  Office  of  the  B. 
V.  M. 


Let  all  experience  thy  assistance,  whoever  cele 
brate  thy  holy  Visitation." 

For  the  pictures  of  the  Visitation,  we  can  go 
back  as  far  as  Cimabue  with  delight.  The  most 
popular  is,  undoubtedly,  the  one  painted  by  Alber- 
tineili;  although  Pinturicchio  may  well  dispute 
the  palm  so  often  given  to  Albertinelli.  Both  Lu- 
cia della  Robbia  and  Lucas  von  Lej-den  have  rep- 
resented this  mystery  under  forms  of  exceeding 
grace  and  tenderness;  but  the  Visitation  which  has 
held  the  first  place  in  our  hearts  for  years,  the  one 
to  which  we  find  ourselves  referring  mentally, 
whenever  the  mystery  is  named,  is  by  Don  Lorenzo, 
monk  of  the  Angeli  of  Florence.  His  paintings 
came  into  notice  in  the  first  quarter  of  the  fifteenth 
century.  His  name  is  generally  given  as  Don  Lo- 
renzo the  Monk;  and  is  thus  given  under  the  small 
but  very  choice  engraving  we  refer  to,  and  which 
was  issued  many  years  ago  by  the  Dusseldorf  Soci- 
ety. The  monastery  of  the  Angeli  belonged  to  the 
Carnaldoli  Order,  which  has  been  favored  by  a  gen- 
uine love  of  art  among  its  members.  Of  the  type 
of  the  Virgin  in  this  picture,  we  may  say  that  Don 
Lorenzo  certainly  belonged  to  the  same  celestial 
Order  of  souls  as  Fra  Angelico  Fiesole;  and  the 
angels  in  attendance  on  his  own  monastery  must 
have  assisted  his  pious  aspirations.  In  his  picture, 
St.  Elizabeth  kneels  to  salute  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  the  Divine  "  Fruit  of  her  womb  " ;  and  noth- 
ing could  exceed  the  purity  of  the  forms  that  ex- 
press the  youthfulness  and  delicacy  of  the  Virgin 
Mother.  She  was  indeed,  to  Don  Lorenzo  the 
monk  what  she  is  still  in  the  Breviary  Lessons, 
the  flower  of  the  field  and  the  lily  of  the  vallies,  whom 
all  generations  shall  call  blessed. 


The  Precious  Blood. 

FROM  THE  ITALIAN. 

Hail  Jesus !    Hail !  who  for  my  sake 
Sweet  Blood  from  Mary's  veins  didst  take, 

And  shed  it  all  for  me; 
Oh,  blessed  be  my  Saviour's  Blood, 
My  life,  my  light,  my  only  good 

To  all  eternity! 

To  endless  ages  let  us  praise 

The  Precious  Blood  whose  price  could  raise 

The  world  from  wrath  and  sin; 
Whose  streams  our  inward  thirst  appease, 
And  heal  the  sinner's  worst  disease 

If  he  but  bathe  therein. 

Oh,  Sweetest  Blood,  that  can  implore 
Pardon  of  God  and  heaven  restore, 

The  heaven  which  sin  hath  lost! 
While  Abel's  blood  for  vengeance  pleads, 
What  Jesus  shed  still  intercedes 

For  those  who  wrong  Him  most. 


Ave  Maria. 
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Oh!  to  be  sprinkled  from  the  wella 
Of  Christ's  own  Sacred  Blood,  excels 

Earth's  best  and  highest  bliss; 
The  ministers  of  wrath  Divine 
Hurt  not  the  happy  hearts  that  shine 

With  those  red  drops  of  His ! 

Ah!  there  is  joy  amid  the  Saints, 
And  hell's  despairing  courage  faints 

When  this  sweet  song  we  raise; 
Oh!  louder  then,  and  louder  still, 
Earth  with  one  nlighty  chorus  till, 

The  Precious  Blood  to  praise! 


Letter  from  Rome. 


ROME,  June  4,  1875. 

The  sweet  Month  of  Mary  is  just  over.  We  don't  feel 
bound  to  say  why  we  are  sorry,  we  only  mention  the 
fact  that  we  are.  Not  that  our  soul  is  aglow  with  such 
a  devotion  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven  as  characterized 
some  great  saints,  say  St.  Philip  Neri,  and  which  leads 
the  soul  through  a  world  of  ecstasies,  especially  in  the 
month  of  May,  when  everybody  honors  her  in  an  un- 
usual manner.  If  there  be  aught  of  the  supernatural 
in  the  feeling  of  regret  that  the  month  has  drifted 
away  towards  the  irrevocable  Past,  so  much  the  better; 
for  there  is  One  whose  recording  angel  will  not  fail 
to  give  us  credit  for  every  pious  thought,  nay,  every 
pure  fancy  which  enters  into  the  soul,  having  God,  or 
His  Blessed  Mother,  or  His  beloved  saints,  as  the  sub- 
ject. But  we  miss  those  lovely  evenings  in  May, 
when  old  Phoebus  himself  seems  to  set  with  greater 
glory  in  honor  of  Mary,  when  the  hundreds  of  bells  in 
the  Eternal  City,  in  their  intonation  of  the  evening 
Anffelus,  seem  to  throb  with  a  melody  borrowed  of 
heaven  for  the  Month  of  Mary  only,  when  every  church 
and  chapel  becomes  a  little  world  of  Children  of  Mary, 
verifying  to  the  letter  her  own  words,  in  her  own  Can- 
ticle, 

"  BEHOLD,  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED." 

Neither  shall  we  attempt  to  give  a  psychological  ex- 
planation (for  the  benefit  of  unbelievers)  of  the  holy 
enthusiasm  which  takes  possession  of  everybody  on 
the  last  evening  in  May,  when  at  the  close  of  the  de- 
votions, the  people,  after  having  made  an  offering  of 
themselves  and  their  all  to  Mary,  burst  into  one  pro- 
longed cry  of  "fiwiva  Maria!"  (Long  live  Mary!).  It 
was  our  happiness  to  assist  at  the  closing  ceremonies 
in  the  Church  of  the  Stimate.  Thousands  of  tapers 
illuminated  the  church,  and  the  sanctuary  was  a  very 
Eden  of  freshly-gathered  flowers.  The  sermon,  de- 
livered by  an  eloquent  preacher,  was  one  of  those 
warm,  impassioned  and  tender  outpourings  of  an  emo- 
tional heart,  of  a  heart  that  loves  Mary,  not  as  some- 
thing far  away,  but  as  being  near,  palpable,  in  the  flesh. 

THE   CHURCH  WAS   CROWDED    TO  SUFFOCATION 

by  people  of  the  higher  classes.  The  numberless  car- 
riages at  the  church  door,  with  complicated  escutch- 
eons on  the  panellings,  and  mounted  by  servants  in 
livery,  attested  this.  Hence  what  we  saw  and  heard 
was  not  the  manifestation  of  the  emotional  and  uncul- 


tured character  of  the  Italian  people,  but  the  frank 
outpouring  of  souls  cultured  in  the  ways  of  the 
world,  and  alive  with  a  lively  faith.  At  every  apos- 
trophe of  the  preacher  to  Mary,  his  audience  would 
cry  out  "  Long  live  the  Immacolata,  all-beautiful,  with- 
out sin !  Mary,  we  are  thine  forever! "  After  the  ser- 
mon followed  what  is  called  the  "  Offerta,"  that  is,  the 
offering  or  dedication  which  the  people  make  of  them- 
seves  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  preacher,  on  the  in- 
spiration of  the  moment,  dictates  the  formula,  and  the 
people  recite  it  after  him.  The  formula  of  offering 
which  we  heard  at  the  Stimate  was  touching  at  the 
end.  After  they  had  made  an  offering  of  themselves- 
their  actions,  their  possessions,  their  thoughts,  of 
everything,  they  said:  "  O  Mary,  we  offer  you  all.  You 
know  we  love  you.  Look  down  upon  us;  save  our 
faith,  which  is  threatened.  Save  this  city,  where  you 
are  honored  so  lovingly.  Save  our  Father  in  the 
Vatican,  who  cr'owned  thee  with  the  title  of  Immacu- 
late." 

There  was  one  feature  in  the  May  devotions  at  the 
Stimate  which  edified  us  exceedingly.  Let  us  pre- 
mise that  the  church  was  built,  and  is  now  supported, 
by  a  Community  of  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis. 
The  members  belong  to  the  best  aristocratic  families 
of  Rome,  and  these  always  assist  at  the  altar,  serving 
Mass  and  ministering  at  Vespers  and  Benediction. 
In  the  Month  of  May 

THE  SERVICE    OF    THE    ALTAR    IS    LEFT    ENTIRELY  TO 
THE    YOUNG   MEN, 

of  from  eighteen  to  thirty.  If  you  saw  anyone  of  them 
in  the  public  gardens,  dressed  in  the  extreme  height  of 
fashion,  you  might  imagine  him  incapable  of  anything 
but  twirling  a  cane  or  his  moustache.  There  were  a 
dozen  such  on  ceremonies  the  other  evening,  and  we 
must  say  that  we  never  saw  seminarians  perform  the 
ceremonies  with  more  recollection  and  exactness 
than  did  those  scions  of  the  Roman  aristocracy. 

A  very  interesting  ceremony  takes  place  on  the 
last  evening  of  May  in  the  schools,  convents  and  col- 
leges. Everyone  writes  a  letter  to  the  Madonna,  in 
which  he  speaks  to  her  with  loving  familiarity,  mak- 
ing known  all  his  wants,  and  asking  her  to  come  to 
his  assistance  in  the  most  moving  terms.  The  letters 
are  first  placed  on 

THE  ALTAR  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN, 

hence  they  are  taken  by  the  officiating  clergyman,  and 
burned  in  a  brazier  placed  in  the  middle  of  the 
church.  It  is  very  amusing  to  assist  at  a  ceremony  of 
this  kind,  especially  when  the  letter- writers  are  chil- 
dren. They  always  insist  on  repeating  again  and 
again,  as  the  flames  consume  the  letters,  their  de- 
mands. "Now,  Mamma,"  says  one  little  girl  of  eight, 
"  mind  what  I  promised  you  !  You  shall  have  my  ear- 
rings If  you  help  me  through  my  Catechism,  that  I 
may  get  a  card  for  First  Communion."  We  once  heard 
a  child  make  an  appeal  to  the  Madonna,  which,  while 
it  embodied  in  itself  the  most  tender  devotion,  was 
very  pathetic  in  itself,  "  I  am  a  poor  orphan:  will  you 
be  my  Mamma,  and  I  promise  you  that  I  shan't  ever 
disobey  you.  Make  me  as  obedient  to  you,  as  you 
were  to  your  mamma." 
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SUCH  IS   THE  DEVOTION  OF  TUB   ROMANS   TO  THE 
QUEEN    OF  HEAVEN.  " 

We  meant  to  say,  such  is  the  consistent  devotion  of 
the  people.  Now,  that  we  have  touched  on  the  mat- 
ter, we  may  speak  of  another  feature  in  it.  It  is  a 
noteworthy  fact  that  the  most  reprobate  and  degen- 
crate  of  the  Italians,  long  years  after  they  have  ceased 
to  think  of  God  and  of  religion,  and  when  their  souls 
are  stained  with  every  sin  in  the  devil's  calendar,  still 
cherish  a  love  for  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Not  later  than 
yesterday,  a  very  holy  and  learned  priest  told  us  of  one 
who  came  to  him  to  confess,  that  he  might  gain  the 
indulgence  of  the  Jubilee.  It  was  a  long  time  since  he 
had  been  to  confession.  "  Father,"  said  he,  "I  want  to 
gain  the  Jubilee:  I  have  made  the  fifteen  visits  to  the 
churches,  and  now  I  want  to  confess.  Bnt  I  must  tell 
you,  first  of  all,  that  I  don't  believe  in  the  invocation 
of  the  Saints,  and  efficacy  of  praying  to  them."  "  What 
do  you  believe?"  said  the  confessor.  "  I  believe  only 
in  the  intercession  of  the  Madonna,  and  I  think  that 
Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul  can  help  one  if  they  like." 
"Are  you  a  Catholic?"  said  the  confessor.  "Most 
Catholic,  your  Reverence."  It  is  needless  to  say  that 
the  confessor  was  obliged  to  instruct  him  from  the 
very  beginning,  as  he  would  a  total  unbeliever.  We 
mention  the  instance,  however,  to  show  how  the  devo- 
tion to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  lingers  in  the  soul  of 
an  Italian  after  he  had  ceased  to  believe  in  the  primary 
dogmas  of  faith.  The  fact  is  deeply  significant,  es- 
pecially to  the  Evangelicals  of  England  and  America, 
who  come  here  to  evangelize  the  people  by  publishing 
cheap  editions  of  the  Bible.  Peace  go  with  them- 
They  have  gone  North  for  the  summer,  and  the  Ro- 
mans will  have  peace  until  the  weather  become 
colder.  Is  it  not  fashionable  to  be  here  in  the  sum- 
mer months,  and  "  Evangelicalism "  believes  in  the 
maxim  that  "  being  out  of  the  fashion  is  out  of  the 
world." 

"  We  know  of  two  Apostles,  however,  who  evangel- 
ized Rome  some  eighteen  centuries  ago,  and  if  our 
knowledge  of  dates  does  not  fail  us, 

THEY  STAID  HERE  IN    THE   SUMMER  MONTHS  TOO. 

We  read  of  both  of  them  suffering  martyrdom  on  the 
29th  of  June,  and  the  Church  ever  since  calls  that  day 

THE   FEAST  OF  SAINTS   PETER  AND  PAUL. 

Well,  every  human  institution  has  its  weaknesses  and 
imperfections,  and  we  have  no  reason  to  take  excep- 
tion to  the  Evangelicals,  besides  their  edition  of  Dio- 
dati's  Bible  is  gotten  up  regardless  of  expense. 

If  that  spiteful  Dame  Rumor  had  her  own  way,  the 
funeral  obsequies  of  Pius  IX  would  have  been  over  by 
this  time.  He  was  to  have  died  on  the  27th,  the  body 
would  remain  two  days  exposed  in  St.  Peter's,  and  on 
the  80th  all  would  have  been  over.  So  she  and  her 
vicious  clique  proposed.  But  God  disposed  that  our 
dear  Holy  Father  should,  on  the  27th  (Corpus  Christ!) 
say  Mass  as  usual,  and  give  Communion  to  the  boys 
of  the  Collegio  Bandinelli,  and  that  at  noon  he  should 
descend  into  the  great  Hall  of  the  Consistory  and  give 
audience  to  an  Association  of  Roman  ladies  called 

"  THE  PIOUS  UNION  OF  CATHOLIC  LADIES  FOR  THE  PRO- 
TECTION  OF  POOR  SERVANT  GIRLS ;" 


and  that  instead  of  descending  into  St.  Peter's  on  a 
bier  to  remain  there  for  two  days  exposed  on  a  funeral 
catafalque,  he  should  sign  the  "  Apostolic  Mandate," 
on  the  28th,  for  the  consecration  of  Mgr  Notyn  Daranni 
as  Archbishop  of  Adana,  irt  partibus,  which  ceremony 
was  performed  with  due  solemnity  by  Cardinal 
Franchi  on  the  following  Sunday  in  the  Propaganda. 
All  this  did  God  dispose,  despite  the  propositions  of 
Dame  Rumor;  and  still  more,  that  he  should  receive 
in  solemn  audience,  on  the  30th  inst., 

300    FRENCH  PILGRIMS    FROM    THE     DIOCESE    OF   CLER- 
MOXT, 

to  whom  he  delivered  a  powerful  address,  not  as  one 
who  had  passed  away  from  this  life,  and  spoke  only 
through  the  spirit,  but  as  Pius  IX,  hale,  hearty,  and 
vigorous  in  the  flesh.  He  is  still  alive  to  witness  an- 
other blow  struck  at  the  Church  by  the  Italian  Revo- 
lution. As  far  as  human  discernment  can  judge,  it  is 
the  most  fatal  blow  that  has  been  aimed  at  the  Spouse 
of  Christ  as  yet.  The  bill  for  the  conscription  of  the 
Clergy  passed  the  Senate  on  Saturday.  It  includes  not 
only  ecclesiastical  students,  whether  they  have  re- 
ceived Holy  Orders  or  not,  but  also  all  priests,  and 
even  SisJwps,  between  the  ages  of  twenty-five  and 
forty.  The  ecclesiastical  students  who  are  subject  to 
the  draft,  will  have  to  serve  the  regular  term  of  four 
years.  The  priests  and  Bishops  only  in  case  of  war 
But  even  they  must  don  the  uniform  and  serve  for 
forty  days  every  year,  to  receive  military  instruction. 
A  slight  modification  was  made  by  the  Senate  in  favor 
of  clerics  in  Major  Orders,  and  priests.  At  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  military  superiors,  they  may  be  placed  in 
the  ambulance  corps,  or  attached  to  the  military  hos- 
pitals, but  not  in  the  capacity  of  Chaplains. 

THE  ITALIAN  ARMY  HAS  NOT  ONE  CHAPLAIN. 

Religion  is  never  spoken  of.  The  officers  never  go 
to  church,  and  the  few  private  soldiers  who  cling  to 
a  belief  in  the  existence  of  God,  go  there  when  they 
are  most  likely  to  escape  observation.  The  king  has 
not  signed  the  Bill  yet,  but  his  signature  cannot  be 
withheld.  The  law  will  take  effect  in  the  year  1876. 
The  Commission  for  the  confiscation  and  sale  of  ec- 
clesiastical property,  took  possession  of  two  Convents 
on  the  1st  inst.,  that  of  the  Trappists  at  the  Three 
Fountains,  outside  of  the  city,  and  the  Monastery  of 
San  Salvatore  in  Ouda,  belonging  to  the  Priests  of 
the  Mission.  The  Convent  of  the  Trappist  Monks 
will  be  of  no  earthly  use  to  the  robbers,  because  it  is 
situated  in  the  midst  of  the  most  unhealthy  part  of  the 
Roman  Campagna.  These  monks  had  devoted  them- 
selves to  reclaiming  that  barren  waste,  and  thanks  to 
their  industry  and  perseverance  several  hundred  acres 
of  land  are  now  yielding  good  fruit.  Many  of  the  good 
monks  perished  in  this  labor,  for  the  atmosphere  is 
poisoned  with  malaria.  But  the  Italian  Government 
recognizes  no  claim  but  that  which  is 

SUPPORTED  BY  BRUTE  FORCE, 

and  the  poor  Trappists  are  not  brutes,  but  only  ra- 
tional and  humble  servants  of  Jesus  Christ. 

The  expulsion  from  their  palaces  of  Bishops  who 
have  not  received  the  royal  Exequatur  still  continues. 
Within  the  past  week,  the  Bishops  of  Imola  and 
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Cesena  received  notifications  from  the  authorities  to 
vacate  their  residences.  The  persecution  of  the  clergy 
is  assimilating  itself  daily  to  the  model  proposed  by 
Bismark.  One  or  two  items  more  are  wanting  to 
make  them  alike  in  every  particular. 

The  mania  for  suicide  is  frightfully  on  the  increase. 
A  most  shocking  self-murder  was  effected  here  on  Sun- 
day by  no  less  a  person  than  Jeevara,  the  celebrated  en- 
graver. He  shut  himself  up  in  his  own  study,  and  with 
a  razor  deliberately  cut  the  principal  arteries  of  his 
arms.  It  is  evident  that  he  was  laboring  unde'r  a  mo- 
mentary mental  aberration.  From  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning  until  two  of  the  afternoon  the  miserable 
man  sat  there  awaiting  death.  He  gathered  the  blood 
in  a  basin,  and  with  a  brush  left  inscribed  on  the  walls 
of  his  room  the  terrible  record  of  that  day.  In  one 
place  he  wrote,  "With  my  conscience  I  am  at  perfect 
peace,  and  I  amuse  myself,  awaiting  death."  Below 
this  was  written,  "O  Omnipotent  God!  pardon  me,  as 
I  pardon  my  enemies."  On  another  part  of  the  wall, 
in  the  same  frightful  characters,  he  wrote:  "  My  rea- 
son is  returning.  O  God  !  save  my  soul ! "  Farther  on 
he  wrote:  "It  is  midday,  a'nd  I  am  not  dead  yet— I 
would  call  my  wife,  only  they  would  laugh  at  me." 
Again :  "  2  o'clock  p.  m.  I  will  end  it  all.  God  be  mer- 
ciful to  my  soul!"  He  did  end  it  all  by  shooting  him- 
self through  the  palate  of  the  mouth.  The  scene  that 
met  the  eyes  of  the  authorities  when  they  broke  into 
his  studio  would  make  the  stoutest  heart  quail.  Every 
object  in  the  room  was  wet  with  blood — the  table,  the 
books,  and  even  the  bell-chord.  The  ivory  crucifix  on 
his  table  was  covered  with  gore,  and  it  would  seem  as 
if  the  wretched  man  had  been  holding  it  close  to  him- 
self throughout  his  agony.  He  was  a  good  man  in  life, 
religious  and  peaceful. 

The  Queen  of  Sweden  is  still  here.  She  is  visiting  the 
churches  with  great  devotion.  She  took  leave  of  the 
Holy  Father  on  Monday. 

On  the  1st  instant  the  third  Congregation  for  the 
approbation  of  two  miracles  of  the  Venerable  Servant 
of  God,  Brother  Humilis  of  Pisignano,  of  the  Reformed 
Minorites  of  St.  Francis,  was  held  in  the  presence  of 
His  Holiness,  and  the  final  sentence  for  the  Beatifica- 
tion will  soon  appear.  A.  E.  J. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Jubilee  is  everywhere  giving  a  wonderful 

impulse  to  devotion. 

The  Catholic  population  of  Pennsylvania  has 

doubled  since  1830. 

Mass  is  now  celebrated  at  the  State  Prison  of 

Massachusetts.  Times  have  changed! 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Foley,  of  Chicago  confirmed 

seven  hundred  candidates  at  Joliet,  111.,  on  the  20th 
inst. 

The  German  Government  is  preparing  a  parli- 
amentary measure  prohibiting  public  religious  pro- 
cessions. 

Our  excellent  contemporary  the  Catholic  Review, 

of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  has  received  a  special  benediction 
from  the  Holy  Father  by  cable. 


We  hear  that  a  new  Catholic  paper  is  soon  to  be 

started  at  Indianapolis,  Ind.,  under  the  direction  of 
Dr.  J.  W.  Rogers. 

A  Polish  Catholic  church,  to  be  called  St.  Stan- 
islaus' Church,  is  to  be  erected  by  the  Polish  residents 
of  Boston. 

The  miracle  of  the  liquefaction  of  the  blood  of 

of  San  Gennaro  at  Naples  took  place  as  usual  this 
yeaf  in  that  city. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Grace  received  a  joyous  wel- 
come from  the  Catholics  of  St.  Paul  on  his  return 
home.  His  Lordship  is  in  excellent  health. 

Mr.  R.  R.  Springer,  a  well  known  Catholic  gen- 
tleman of  Cincinnati,  has  promised  to  contribute  $125,- 
000  towards  the  erection  of  a  grand  music  hall  in  that 
city. 

The  Christian  Brothers  of  Quebec  propose  open- 
ing in  connection  with  their  Commercial  Academy  a 
School  of  Arts,  Industry,  Agriculture,  Geology,  Physics 
and  Mechanical  Science. 

Sister  Rose  Everett,  a  niece  of  the  late  Edward 

Everett,  is  Mother-Superior  of  the  Convent  of  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul,  in  Jefferson,  Texas.  She  is  said  to  be  a 
lady  of  rare  accomplishments  and  education. 

The  death  is  announced,  at  Cincinnati,  of  Hon. 

Win.  M.  Robb,  a  highly  respectable  gentleman,  and  a 
convert  to  Catholicity,  in  his  59th  year.  He  was  bap- 
tized by  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Purcell  about  a  year 
ago. 

The  new  organ  of  St.  Patrick's  Church,  San 

Francisco,  Gal.,  was  built  at  Bremen,  Germany,  and 
cost  $10,000.  It  has  three  manuals,  of  fifty-three  stops^ 
and  the  pedal  organ  has  eleven  stops.  Wind  power  is 
supplied  by  mechanism,  and  the  organ  has  all  the  use- 
ful modern  appliances. 

Prince-Bishop  Foerster  of  Breslau  has  since  his 

removal  to  Castle  Johannesberg  informed  the  Prus- 
sian Government  by  letter  that  he  is  the  secret  Vicar 
Apostolia  for  the  dioceses  of  Posen  and  Gnesen,  for 
whom  they  have  long  been  in  search.  Monsignor 
Foerster  has  at  the  same  time  intimated  that  he  pro- 
poses continuing  the  exercise  of  his  vicarial  functions 
from  his  present  retreat. 

Rt.  Rev.  Robert  Seton,  D.D.,  Protonotary  Apos- 
tolic, and  Chaplain  of  the  Mother  House  of  the  Sisters 
of  Charity  at  Madison,  N.  J.,  assisted  by  Fathers  Eu- 
scbius  Sotis,  C.  P.,  and  Liberatus  Bonelli,  C.  P.,  as 
Deacon  and  Subdeacon,  and  Rev.  Father  Joseph  Flan- 
igan,  C.  P.,  as  Master  of  Ceremonies,  on  Sunday,  June 
20th,  performed  the  solemn  ceremony  of  blessing  three 
bells  at  the  Passionist  Monastery  in  West  Hoboken. 
The  bells  were  christened  "St.  Michael,"  "  St.  Joseph," 
and  "  St.  Paul  of  the  Cross,"  and  weigh  respectively 
3,000,  1,500  and  900  pounds.  After  the  ceremony 
Monsignor  Seton  delivered  a  sermon  in  which  he  ex- 
plained the  origin  and  use  of  bells. 

Rt.  Rev.  William  O'Hara,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Scran- 
ton,  administered  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation  on 
last  Sunday,  June  6th,  to  123  persons  in  the  Catholic 
church  at  this  place,  Rev.  P.  Toner,  pastor.  The 
church  was  densely  crowded  on  the  occasion,  and  many 
were  obliged  to  remain  outside,  admission  being  alto- 
gether impossible.  We  remember,  a  few  short  years 
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ago,  when  the  good  and  zealous  Father  Toner  com- 
menced, under  the  most  discouraging  circumstances, 
to  erect  this  noble  edifice,  that  it  was  the  general  im- 
pression of  the  people  of  Towanda  and  vicinity  that 
the  proposed  building  was  by  far  too  expensive  and 
too  capacious  for  the  congregation.  Father  Toner, 
however,  thought  differently.  His  far-seeing  mind 
took  in  the  future  of  Towanda  as  well  as  its  then  pres- 
ent state,  and  on  last  Sunday  well  might  he  feel  a  just 
pride  to  see  the  large  audience  assembled  in  his  mag- 
nificent new  church,  with  its  cross-crowned  spire  glo- 
riously cleaving  the  air  at  least  two  hundred  feet 
above  mother  earth.  The  parochial  Mass  was  cele- 
brated at  the  usual  hour  on  the  Sunday  in  question  by 
Father  Toner,  and  the  Vicar  General  of  the  diocese. 
Very  Rev.  John  Finnen,  pastor  of  St.  John's  Church, 
Pittston,  preached  an  excellent  sermon,  glowing  with 
the  fervid  eloquence  of  deep  and  sound  theology  and 
philosophy,  on  the  all-important  subject— "The  value 
of  an  immortal  soul."  Seldom  has  it  been  our  good 
fortune  to  have  listened  to  a  pulpit  orator  explain  so 
clearly  a  Gospel  truth,  and  enforce  its  moral  with  such 
logical  power.  Father  Finnen's  style  of  oratory  is 
chaste  and  dignified,  and  all  within  the  reach  of  his 
well-cultivated  voice  paid  the  greatest  attention,  and 
seemed  to  feel  the  force  and  efficacy  of  the  speaker's 
words,  which  were  indeed  well  calculated  to  convince 
their  minds  of  the  divine  truth  he  was  inculcating 
and  move  their  hearts  and  wills  to  practice  a  life  of 
holiness.  We  regret  that  we  cannot  give  even  a  brief 
synopsis  to  our  readers  of  this  really  beautiful  and 
learned  discourse  in  our  present  issue.  Immediately 
after  the  Mass,  the  Bishop,  clothed  in  cope  and  mitre, 
addressed  those  to  be  Confirmed,  on  the  nature  and 
greatness  of  the  Sacrament  they  were  about  to  receive. 
The  boys  then  approached  the  altar  and  were  Con- 
firmed, then  the  girls;  and  after  the  ceremony  the 
Bishop  again  addressed  them  on  the  means  of  preser- 
ving the  special  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost  which  they 
had  just  received,  and  the  many  other  graces  and 
blessings  which  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation  neces- 
sarily imparts.  The  remarks  of  the  Bishop  were  very 
appropriate,  and  were  delivered  in  a  touching  and  fa- 
therly manner. — Bradford  Argus. 


New   Publications. 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  FAITH  ;  OB  WHAT  MUST  I  DO  TO  BE- 
LIEVE? By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Hedley,  O.  S.  B. 
New  York:  The  Catholic  Publication  Society. 

The  above  is  made  up  of  five  lectures  delivered 
in  St.  Peter's,  Cardiff,  by  Bishop  Hedley,  O.  S.  B.,  on 
the  following  subjects:  Belief  a  Necessity;  The 
New  Testament  Teaching  as  to  What  Faith  is ;  Pre- 
judice as  an  Obstacle  to  Faith;  Wilfulness  as  an 
Obstacle  to  Faith;  Faith  the  Gift  of  Jesus  Christ. 
These  lectures  are  written  in  good,  plain  English, 
and,  if  carefully  read,  cannot  fail  to  carry  convic- 
tion to  eveiy  honest  heart. 

A  FULL  CATECHISM  OF  THE  CATHOLIC  RELIGION.  From 


the    Creation  of  the  World  to  the  Present  Time. 

From  the  German   of  Rev.  Joseph  Deharbe,  S.  J. 

By  Rev.  John  Flander.    Catholic  Publication  Society. 

"We  have  examined  this  Catechism  with  care, 
and  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  it  is  one  of  the  best 
in  use.  It  contains  byway  of  introduction  a  care- 
fully epitomized  history  of  religion  from  the  crea- 
tion down  to  the  present  time,  and  also  (what 
should  be  in  every  work  of  the  kind)  a  list  of  the 
Popes.  The  questions  and  answers  are  just  what 
they  should  be — not  too  brief,  and  not  too  long. 
In  Part  III  we  find  the  question — Why  is  the 
Mass  said  in  Latin  ?  which  shows  how  thorough 
an  instruction  of  our  holy  religion  this  little  book 
is  intended  to  convey. 

The  CatJiolic  World  for  July  contains :  I, 

Space ;  II,  Corpus  Christ!  ( Poetry) ;  III,  Are  yon 
my  Wife?;  IV,  The  Cardinalate;  V,  Horn  Head 
(Poetry);  VI,  Stray  Leaves  from  a  Passing  Life; 

VII,  An  Old  Irish  Tour;  VIII,  Brother  Philip; 
IX,  Submission  (Poetry);  X,  The  Roman  Ritual 
and  its  Chant;  XI,  A  Legend  of  the  Rhine;  XII, 
Why  not?  (Poetry);   On  the  Way  to'Lourdes; 
A  Little  Bird  (Poetry);  Early  Annals  of  Catho- 
licity in  New  Jersey;  New  Publications. 

— The  Crusader  (London  and  Dublin)  for  June 
has  made  its  appearance.  Contents:  I,  Pope  Pius 
IX;  II,  Roma;  III,  The^Past  Month;  IV,  Let  By- 
Gones  be  By  Gones;  V,  The  Power  of  Simplicity; 
VI,  A  Pilgrimage  in  Belgium ;  VII,  May  13, 1875 ; 

VIII,  Appendix ;  IX,  League  Announcement. 


Obituary. 

SISTER  MART  JOSEPHINE,  known  in  the  world  as 

Miss  Mary  Conroy,  died  at  St.  Mary's  Asylum  for  Deaf 
Mutes,  Buffalo,  New  York,  on  the  morning  of  the  17th 
inst.  She  was  a  native  of  Corning,  N.  Y.,  and  had 
been  a  Sister  of  St.  Joseph  for  five  years,  during  which 
time  she  devoted  herself,  heart  and  soul,  to  the  service 
of  her  heavenly  Spouse. — JV.  Y.  Freeman's  Journal. 

We  regret  to  record  the  death,  on  the  14th  inst., 

after  a  lingering  illness  of  some  weeks,  of  Rev.  S.  L. 
BUTEUX,  at  the  age  of  sixty-seven  years.  Father  Buteux 
was  born  in  Paris,  France,  on  the  2nd  of  July,  1808.  He 
was  ordained  at  the  Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice,  in  1836. 
Shortly  after,  he  left  his  native  city  to  labor  in  the  vine- 
yard of  the  Lord  in  a  foreign  land.  He  labored  in  the 
West  and  South  some  thirty  years.  A  the  time  of  the 
breaking  out  of  the  Rebellion  he  left  New  Orleans 
and  came  to  Boston,  where  he  resided  the  past  ten 
years  of  his  life.  He  had  no  settled  parish,  but  his 
labors  were  among  the  poor  in  the  various  institutions. 
He  was  particularly  fond  of  children,  and  was  a  con- 
stant attendant  at  the  St.  Vincent's  Orphan  Asylum, 
House  of  the  Angel  Guardian,  and  Home  for  Destitute 
Children.  The  old  as  well  as  the  young  received  bis 
fatherly  attention.  The  old  people  at  the  house  of  the 


Ave  Maria. 


439 


Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor  will  never  forget  him.  In- 
deed the  Catholics  of  Boston  will  long  mourn  his  loss. 
His  remains  were  taken  to  the  Pro-cathedral  on  the 
18th  inst.,  where  a  Mass  of  Requiem  was  said  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul  by  Rev.  Father  O'Callaghan,  of  St. 
Augustine's  Church.  There  were  many  clergymen  in 
the  sanctuary,  who  came  to  pay  a  last  tribute  to  a 
worthy  brother  clergyman.  The  attendance  of  the 
good  Sisters  of  Charity  and  the  orphans  under  their 
charge  added  to  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion.  After 
the  services,  the  remains  were  conveyed  to  St.  Augus- 
tine's Cemetery,  South  Boston,  where  so  many  of  the 
clergy  of  the  diocese  of  Boston  are  interred.  Eternal 
light  grant  to  his  soul,  O  Lord,  and  let  perpetual  light 
shine  upon  him.  The  diocese  of  Boston  has  consigned 
many  a  good  and  holy  priest  to  the  grave,  but  none 
more  saintly  than  our  dear  friend,  FATHER  BUTEUX. 
— Boston  Pilot. 

FATHER  PIERRE  TISSOT,  S.  J. — This  most  zealous 
clergyman  and  scholar,  says  the  New  York  Herald 
of  Sunday,  20th  inst.,  died  at  noon  yesterday  in  this 
city.  His  death  will  cause  sorrow  throughout  the 
country,  for  the  collegians  he  taught  and  the  dis- 
tressed he  consoled  are  in  every  part  of  it.  Pierre 
Tissot  was  born  in  the  village  of  Megeve,  Savoy,  in 
the  year  1823,  and  at  an  early  age  manifested  a  dispo- 
sition to  enter  Holy  Orders.  He  was  carefully  educa- 
ted in  his  native  country,  and  after  completing  his 
studies  entered  the  Order  of  Jesus.  He  came  to  the 
United  States  in  1846,  and  was  immediately  stationed 
at  Fordham  College,  where  he  successfully  filled  the 
posts  of  Procurator,  Prefect  of  Discipline  and  Professor 
of  the  Ancient  and  Modern  Languages.  Father  Tis- 
sot remained  in  the  institution,  with  short  intervals, 
until  1873,  when  he  devoted  himself  to  giving  missions 
in  various  parts  of  New  York,  New  Jersey  and  Pennsyl- 
vania. In  this  field  of  labor  he  was  most  successful. 
With  untiring  application  and  lofty  fervor  he  passed 
from  place  to  place  preaching  and  hearing  confessions. 
His  constitution  was  not  sufficiently  strong  to  stand 
the  exhausting  work  in  which  he  was  engaged. 
About  three  months  since  he  returned  to  Fordham  to 
seek  retirement  and  engage  in  prayer.  The  seeds  of 
disease  were  deeply  implanted  in  his  system,  and 
though  the  best  medical  aid  was  called  in,  they  contin- 
ued to  fail.  He  was  finally  brought  to  this  city,  where, 
surrounded  by  his  brethren  and  fortified  by  his  faith, 
he  peacefully  passed  away,  entirely  resigned  to  the  will 
of  his  Divine  Master,  whom  he  had  faithfully  and  zeal- 
ously served  during  life.  Father  Tissot  was  the  author 
of  a  work  on  the  Eucharist,  upon  which  the  best 
thinkers  have  bestowed  the  highest  praise.  He  was 
greatly  esteemed  for  his  piety,  amiability,  profound 
learning  and  ceaseless  labors  to  forward  the  cause  of 
Christianity.  Requiescant  in  pace. 


Religious  News. 

RECEPTION  AND  PROFESSION. 

— On  Friday,  the  4th  inst.,  the  impressive  ceremonies 
of  Profession  and  Reception  took  place  at  St.  Joseph's 
Convent,  Hartford,  Conn.  The  young  ladies  professed 


were  Sister  Mary  Borgia  Joseph,  Sister  Mary  Bernard 
Joseph,  Sister  Mary  Joseph  Aloysius,  and  Sister  Mary 
Augustine  Joseph.  Those  received  were  Sister  Mary 
Mathias  (Theresa  Fone),  Sister  Mary  Chrysostom  (Mar- 
garet Brady),  and  Sister  Mary  Gregory  de  Lima. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  9TH   TO  THE  16TH  DAT  OP  JUNE. 

One  hundred  and  twenty-eight  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  two  hundred  and  one  new 
members  have  been  admitted;  prayers  for  recovery  of 
health  have  been  asked  for  one  hundred  and  two  per- 
sons; conversion  has  been  asked  for  fifty-three  per- 
sons and  five  families.  Among  the  number  of  these 
are  three  prisoners,  one  of  whom,  indicted  for  murder, 
being  a  very  hardened  sinner,  is  particularly  recom- 
mended; also  several  Protestant  individuals  and  fam- 
ilies are  recommended  for  conversion.  Particular  fa- 
vors have  been  asked  for  thirty-six  individuals,  five 
families,  six  schools,  one  orphan  asylum,  seven  relig- 
ious communities,  and  one  parish.  The  most  notable 
of  these  intentions  are  the  building  of  a  convent,  of 
a  church,  and  of  two  new  schools. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "A  young  gentleman  who  has  neglected  his 
religious  duties  for  a  long  time,  made  his  Easter  duty 
this  year  and  wishes  to  be  enrolled  as  a  member  of  the 
Association.  Do  you  remember  my  soliciting  your 
prayers,  so  urgently  and  often,  for  the  conversion  of 
my  nephew?  Our  prayers  have  been  heard  for  him; 
he  writes  me  such  an  edifying  letter  of  his  being  in 
retreat  till  the  anniversary  of  his  First  Communion. 
Since  the  Brother  has  been  at  our  house,  Mr.  L.  has 
become  a  Catholic.  On  the  23rd  of  May  he  received 
his  First  Communion,  and  was  confirmed  on  the  fol- 
lowing Sunday.  We  all  join  in  giving  thanks  to  you 
for  your  lucky  medals  and  cards."  ....  "Please  have 
a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  offered  up  to  thank  God  and 
His  Blessed  Mother  for  a  safe  delivery  and  other  fa- 
vors obtained  through  her  intercession."  ....  "A 
young  man  who  has  been  dangerously  ill,  and  for 
whom  medicine  did  no  good,  was  much  relieved  by 

the  use  of  the  holy  water." "A  gentleman  whom 

I  enrolled  over  two  years  ago,  and  who  had  not  been 
to  his  duties  for  over  twenty  years,  made  his  Easter 
Communion  this  year,  to  the  great  joy  of  his  family." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons :  SISTER  SCHO- 
LASTICA  GEOGHEGAN,  of  the  Convent  of  Mercy,  Web- 
ster Av.,  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  who  died  on  the  17th  of  April, 
in  the  46th  year  of  her  age  and  the  25th  of  her  relig- 
ious profession.  MR.  WM.  RYAN,  of  Hartford,  Conn., 
who  died  on  the  31st  of  May,  fortified  with  the  Sacra- 
ments of  the  Church.  MR.  RATIGAN,  of  New  London, 
Ohio,  who  died  March  12th.  MR.  JOHN  CUMMINGS,  of 
Wilbur,  Pa.,  a  devout  client  of  our  Blessed  Mother, 
who  departed  this  life  on  the  17th  of  May.  MRS. 
FRANCIS  FITZGERALD,  who  died  in  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  June 
llth.  Also  Miss  LOUISA  CLEMENTS,  Evansville,  Ind., 
MATHEW  BRUSHNAHAN,  MR.  JOHN  O'BKJEN,  MARGA- 
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RET     BttrSHNAHAN,     HONOHAII     BllUSIINAIIAN,    all     of 

Reed's  Ricli^e,  Iowa;  Mu.  J.  A.  REICHEUT,  of  San  Fran- 
ciso,  Gal;  LAURENCE,  JOHN  and  BIUDGET  O'NEILL,  of 
Milwaukee,  Wis.;  Mr.  MAUKICE  FOL.EY,  of  Northamp- 
ton, Mass. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  8.  C.,  Director. 


Love  of  Labor. 

We  sliould  go  a  little  further,  dear  children,  than 
being  faithful  in  doing  our  work  ;  we  sliould  ac- 
tually love  to  work.  This  may  sound  a  little 
strange  to  some  boys  and  girls;  but  still  I  know 
they  will  bear  with  me  to  the  end  of  the  chapter, 
and.  by  that  time  they  may  think  more  kiuclly  of 
me  than  they  now  do.  No  one,  I  think,  would 
like  to  work  if  he  could  help  it;  and  I  would  not 
advise  you  to  do  it  if  I  did  not  know  that  it  is 
necessary. 

People,  both  old  and  young,  have  a  great  liking 
for  taking  the  world  easy,  and  many  a  child  is  dis- 
contented because  people  will  not  let  it  do  so. 
But,  my  good  children,  there  is  no  one  in  the  world 
who  can  get  on  without  labor  of  some  kind.  It  is 
one  of  the  effects  of  the  sins  of  our  first  parents, 
and  also  one  of  the  best  ways  to  keep  the  effects 
of  that  sin  from  spreading  and  ruining  poor  souls. 
In  punishment  of  his  sin,  God  told  Adam,  "  In  the 
sweat  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  thy  bread  till  thou 
return  to  the  earth  from  which  thou  wast  taken." 
All  men  have  shared  in  that  sin,  and  for  that  rea- 
son all  must  share  in  its  punishment.  Just  look 
round  in  the  world  and  you  will  see  that  no  one  is 
free  from  work.  Rich  and  poor,  old  and  young, 
men  and  women,  all  labor,  but  in  different  ways. 
Whenever  any  of  the  saints  began  to  lead  the  good 
lives  that  made  them  fit  to  be  called  saints,  their 
first  care  was  to  be  always  busy.  They  saw  at 
once  they  could  not  become  holy  by  a  life  of  idle- 
ness. Many  who  had  nothing  else  to  do  used  to 
make  mats  and  baskets,  and  then  tear  them  to 
pieces  and  make  them  over  again,  so  as  always  to 
be  busy.  St.  Paul,  who  was  one  of  the  Apostles, 
worked  to  earn  a  living.  St.  Joseph,  who  had  the 
care  of  the  Child  Jesus,  also  worked  to  keep  Him 
and  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Even  our  sweet  Mother 
Mary,  who  was  the  holiest  of  all  the  creatures  of 
God,  and  the  one  that  was  dearest  to  Him,  was 
not  for  that  reason  freed  from  working.  And  after 
she  became  the  Mother  of  our  Saviour  she  still 
worked  as  much  and  even  more  than  ever  before. 
What  a  joy  should  it  not  be  to  the  heart  of  Chris- 
tian boys  and  girls  to  know  that  they  are  doing 
what  our  Lady  and  St.  Joseph  did  when  they  lived 
on  earth;  that  in  this  much,  at  least,  they  are  like 
the  purest  and  best  of  all  the  Saints.  But  this  is 
not  all,  dear  children.  Our  loving  Redeemer  Him- 
self worked  at  the  carpenter  trade  with  St.  Joseph 
for  a  good  many  years,  and  when  that  holy  man 
died,  our  Blessed  Lord  still  worked  to  earn  a  living 
for  Himself  and  His  holy  Mother,  till  he  was  thirty 
years  old.  If  He  had  thought  it  best,  could  He  not 
have  commanded  the  angels  to  bring  whatever  was 
needed  in  the  house?  Yes,  He  could  have  done 
so,  but  He  would  rather  work  hard  to  teach  you 
how  useful  and  necessary  it  is  ;  and  He  seems  to 


say  to  every  child :  "  See,  dear  child,  how  I  worked 
for  so  many  years  to  give  you  an  example.  Love 
your  work;  be  faithful  in  it;  you  will  then  be  like 
to  Me,  and  I  will  love  you  all  the  more." 

Many  persons  make*  a  mistake  in  thinking  that 
rich  people  take  the  world  easy.  It  is  true  they 
have  many  pleasures  and  amusements  that  poor 
people  cannot  have;  but  these  do  not  often  make 
them  happy,  and,  what  is  worse,  it  is  difficult  to 
have  much  pleasure  without  having  a  great  deal 
of  sin  along  with  it.  Besides,  they  are  never  so 
healthy  as  the  poor.  They  have  as  much  trouble 
as  the  poor,  and  generally  far  more.  I  have  been 
with  rich  and  poor  for  a  great  many  years  before 
any  of  you,  my  dear  children,  were  born,  and  I 
must  say  that  the  poor  are  always  the  happiest  and 
have  far  the  least  trouble.  I  was  very  poor,  and 
had  to  work  from  the  time  that  I  was  seven  years 
old  till  I  became  a  man.  I  had  just  the  same  kind 
of  a  life  as  many  of  you,  and  for  that  reason  I 
know  all  about  it.  When  I  was  on  the  farm,  or  in 
the  fire-brick  yards,  or  at  nights  in  the  oil-refinery, 
I  was  much  happier  than  many  whom  I  saw  who 
had  no  need  of  work.  Money  serves  to  bring 
trouble  instead  of  to  take  it  away.  It  is  another 
mistake  to  think  that  those  who  do  nothing  are 
happy.  They  are  not.  Laziness,  or  idleness,  or 
sloth  (for  all  mean  the  same  thing),  is  one  of  the 
seven  deadly  sins ;  besides  being  a  sin  itself,  it  leads 
to  many  others,  from  idle  persons  going  into  bad 
company  or  into  dangerous  places  of  amusement. 
The  devil  laughs  when  he  meets  an  idler;  for  he 
knows  he  has  found  a  person  who  will  be  easily 
tempted  to  sin ;  and  he  never  makes  a  mistake. 

Then  idle  boys  or  girls  have  no  friends,  except, 
may  be,  a  few  who  are  just  like  themselves.  No 
good  man  or  woman  is  their  friend,  for  no  one 
who  is  fond  of  work  can  bear  an  idler  near  him. 
And  idlers  cannot  be  healthy,  for  no  one  can  have 
good  health  who  does  not  take  exercise  of  some 
kind.  In  a  word,  the  lazy  person  is  so  miserable 
that  you  can  see  it  in  his  look,  in  his  clothes,  his 
walk ;  he  does  not  even  know  how  to  sit  properly 
on  a  chair.  Everyone  has  some  person  who  feels 
an  interest  in  him,  and  pities  him  in  his  troubles, 
but  the  idler.  No  one  pities  him  or  wishes  him 
well,  and,  what  is  worse,  he  is  more  displeasing 
to  God  and  His  angels  than  he  is  to  us.  We  are 
not  even  allowed  to  give  such  an  one  our  alms :  for 
the  Holy  Ghost  says:  "He  that  will  not  work, 
neither  let  him  eat." 

Look,  on  the  other  hand,  at  the  industrious  boy 
or  girl.  The  cheerful,  smiling  face  of  such  an  one 
shows  real  innocence  and  happines,  and  where- 
ever  the  face  is  seen  it  will  make  sincere  friends, 
especially  among  the  people  with  whom  the  child 
lives.  Many  a  child  is  ruined  by  being  born  of 
rich  and  foolish  parents,  who,  thinking  it  would 
never  have  need  of  work,  did  not  train  it  up  to 
habits  of  industry.  A  large  number  of  boys,  and 
far  more  girls,  are  ruined  in  this  way.  I  bless  the 
child  that  is  so  fortunate  as  to  be  with  persons 
who  will  teach  it  to  work. — From  "  The,  Orphan's 
Friend." 


EVERY  falsehood  requires  a  dozen  more  to  sup- 
port it. 

BLESSED  NICOLAS  FATTORE,  when  celebrating 
Mass,  always  saw  the  Infant  Jesus  in  the  Sacred 
Host. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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A  Saint  who  Lived  in  the  World. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARK. 

"  Not  another  swallow  of  water,  my  darlings, 
until  dinner  is  served;  so  do  not  tease  and  fret 
over  it.  You  are  not  sick,  and  we  must  keep  to 
our  rule." 

"  Indeed,  nurse,  you  are  too  hard  upon  those 
children.  They  are  children  still ;  but  one  would 
think  from  your  strictness  with  them  that  they 
were  capable  of  self-control.  That  little  Monica 
must  be  really  thirsty  before  the  dinner  comes 
on." 

"  A  little  thirsty,  no  doubt ;  but  you  will  find 
Monica,  small  as  she  is,  quite  capable  of  self-con- 
trol. She  will  be  as  happy  as  a  bird  all  the  morn- 
ing, and  not  a  whimper  will  come  from  her  lips." 

"  Ah,  well,  nurse,  since  our  mistress  leaves  her 
own  children  to  your  care,  and  is  easy  about  them, 
why  should  I  fret  over  them  ? " 

"  It  is  thus,  good  Marthusa,"  said  nurse  Hecla: 
"our  little  Monica,  to  be  sure,  asks  only  for  water 
now;  but  when  she  is  mistress  of  the  cellar,  you 
will  see  how  water  will  be  despised,  while  the 
habit  of  drinking  will  stick  by  her.  If  she  learns 
to  deny  herself  in  the  drinking  of  water,  it  will 
not  be  so  hard  when  she  is  old  enough  to  taste 
wine." 

The  little  Monica  grew  up  in  great  beauty  and 
sweetness  with  her  strict  nurse,  and  when  the 
time  came  for  her  to  sit  with  the  guests  around 
the  family  board,  what  a  happy  pride  did  the 
good  father  take  in  the  manners  of  his  daughter; 
Sprightly,  and  glad  to  oblige,  it  was  a  pleasure 
to  ask  her  to  run  on  an  errand.  According  to 
the  simple  customs  of  the  time,  the  father  did  not 
hesitate  to  call  upon  his  daughter  to  draw  the 
wine  for  his  guests.  There  were  servants  enough, 
but  the  graceful  alacrity  of  the  daughter  had  a 
charm  for  him;  and  the  wine  always  seemed 


fresher  and  more  sparkling  when  drawn  by  her 
hand. 

At  such  times,  too,  Monica  would  raise  the  cup 
to  her  lips  when  it  was  full :  not  so  much  for  the 
pleasant  taste  of  the  wine,  as  from  vivacity  of  dispo- 
sition; and  this  done,  would  skip  with  it  to  her 
father's  side:  By  degrees,  however,  the  mere  sip  of 
wine  in  the  cool  cellar  before  she  ran  up  the  stairs 
came  to  be  what  would  fill  a  cup  at  the  table. 
Nothing  to  speak  of  as  to  quantity,  but  there  was 
a  certain  relish  for  the  wine  itself,  more  than  at 
first.  Our  good  nurse  Hecla  had  other  duties  on 
her  hands  when  the  children  were  grown.  Her 
careful  eye,  therefore,  could  no  longer  follow  Mon- 
ica as  before.  But  Marthusa,  a  merry  handmaiden 
in  all  parts  of  the  house,  was  often  in  the  halls,  on 
the  stairway,  or  in  the  cellar  itself,  when  Monica 
was  sent  for  the  wine.  One  day,  Marthusa,  who 
was  naturally  careless,  was  reproved  by  Monica 
somewhat  sharply.  The  girl  turned  upon  her 
young  mistress,  saying  angrily :  "  And  what  is 
this  fault,  that  you  should  notice  it,  since  you  do 
not  hesitate  to  sip  freely  of  the  wine  from  your 
father's  cup  ?  If  you  call  me  thriftless,  I  may  call 
you  a  wine-bibber." 

At  first  Monica's  temples  flushed  with  temper;  a 
moment  after  the  flush  deepened,  for  it  was  one 
of  shame.  "  Marthusa  is  right,"  she  said  in  her 
heart:  "  I  reproved  her  for  a  less  fault  than  I  com- 
mit every  day  myself.  Ah!  what  would  nurse 
Hecla  say  if  she  saw  me  partaking  so  freely  of 
the  wine,  when  she  accustomed  me  to  deny  myself 
water!  A  little  while  after  this  saw  Monica  pre- 
sented for  baptism ;  and  with  her  Christian  father 
and  mother,  and  with  Hecla's  example  as  well  as 
precepts  before  her  eyes,  our  young  Monica  was 
like  a  rose  of  sanctity  and  edification  in  her 
father's  house. 

Close  upon  this  followed  the  usual  event  of  a 
girl's  life,  whether  at  Tagaste  in  Africa,  Rome  in 
Europe,  city  or  village  in  Asia  or  America.  Patri. 
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cius  was  a  man  of  wealth  and  position.  A  pagan, 
indeed,  but  this  was  not  uncommon;  and  Monica 
took  her  place  in  her  husband's  house  as  thou- 
sands had  done  before  her,  as  tens  of  thousands 
have  done  after  her.  Patricius  was  cheerful  and 
loving;  but  with  this  vivacity,  which  made  life 
attractive,  he  was  hasty,  even  to  violence,  in  his 
temper.  The  storms  came  over  his  brow  like 
thunder  tempests  over  a  summer  sky;  and  such 
tempests  as  many  a  woman  has  quailed  before. 
There  was  something  awful  in  them  to  Monica, 
but  the  tripping,  light-hearted  Christian  maiden 
in  her  father's  house  had  become  a  calm,  self- 
possessed  woman  in  her  husband's.  There  was,  no 
doubt,  a  heavy  pain  at  the  heart ;  perhaps  a  weary 
closing  of  the  eyes,  just  for  a  moment;  but  the 
wise  silence,  the  mild  answer,  the  candid  expla- 
nation of  things  misundertsood  when  the  suitable 
time  came,  prevented  all  dissensions.  She  re- 
membered, too,  that  Patricius,  though  noble  by 
nature  was  not  a  Christian ;  and  this  gave  a  tender- 
ness to  her  patience  which  took  all  the  sting  from 
his  reproaches. 

Perhaps  the  burden  seemed  a  little  heavier, 
when  she  saw  the  qualities  of  the  father  descend- 
ing to  her  own  sons.  There  was  the  same  native 
generosity,  but  the  eyes  gave  the  same  flash  under 
excitement.  Especially  was  this  true  of  Augustine ; 
and  with  the  pain  of  it  came  also  the  same  charm 
which  Patricius  had  in  her  eyes.  There  was  no 
quiet  happiness  with  either;  but  with  both  there 
lay  some  power  which  drew  her  heart  like  a  load- 
stone. Amid  all  these  cares,  her  pious  exercises 
never  intermitted.  They  had  become  a  necessity; 
not  only  for  her  own  peace,  but  for  the  peace  of 
her  family,  Every  day  she  assisted  at  the  holy 
oblation  of  the  altar ;  twice  a  day  she  was  present 
at  the  public  prayer ;  and  eternity  was  always  in 
the  thoughts,  always  in  the  mind  of  this  woman, 
treading,  like  thousands  around  her,  in  the  rou- 
tine of  domestic  life.  There  were  other  thorns,  too, 
pricking  at  her  heart,  besides  the  hasty  temper  of 
her  husband;  harder  to  bear,  more  humiliating; 
striking,  as  the  world  would  say,  at  the  very  root 
of  conjugal  love.  But  Monica  lived  above  the  or- 
dinary level  of  womankind,  and  her  steps  had 
found  this  high  level,  almost  unconsciously,  while 
pursuing  so  perseveringly  the  routine  of  a  relig- 
ious life  as  uniform  as  her  domestic  one;  all  of 
which  was  crowned  by  the  conversion  of  Patri- 
cius, his  baptism,  edifying  virtues  and  happy 
death. 

Just  at  this  point,  when  the  romance  of  a  wo- 
man's life  is  thought  to  beat  an  end,  the  life  of  Mon- 
ica assumes  a  supernatural  grandeur.  Augustine 
was  seventeen  years  of  age  when  Patricius  died, 
and  was  distinguishing  himself  in  the  schools  of 


Carthage.  How  carefully  Monica  had  guided  his 
fiery  spirit !  But  at  one  point  she  had  left  her  own 
heart  unguarded.  There  was  a  brilliancy  about 
this  boy  which  dazzled  even  his  Christian  mother's 
eyes.  Her  son  would  be  a  great  scholar,  she 
saw  plainly.  Patricius  gloried  in  this,  and  Mon- 
ica was  not  behind  her  husband  in  veneration  for 
learning.  What  a  cruel  check  was  put  upon  all 
this  sweet,  motherly  pride,  when  Augustine  de- 
clared himself  a  Manichean !  In  his  youth  he  had 
been  on  the  list  of  catechumens;  once  too,  during 
a  severe  illness,  all  things  had  been  prepared  for 
his  baptism;  but  now,  where  was  the  hope  or  the 
joy  of  the  mother's  heart  in  her  son  ?  His  pres- 
ence was  not  only  a  torture,  but  she  tried  to  put 
him  from  her  sight  as  one  false  to  all  holy  things. 
The  tears  shed  by  other  mothers  over  the  dead 
bodies  of  their  youthful  sons,  were  shed  by  Mon- 
ica over  the  soul  of  Augustine,  dead  in  sins  and 
in  unbelief.  One  night  she  waked  from  a  dream, 
in  which  she  had  seen  herself  standing  on  a  rule 
of  wood,  in  deep  sorrow,  when  a  young  man,  all 
in  shining  white,  asked  her :  "  Why  are  you  thus 
sorrowful  ?  Dry  your  tears ;  your  son  is  with  you." 
Whereupon,  casting  her  eyes  where  the  shining 
finger  of  her  consoler  pointed,  she  saw  Augustine 
standing  on  the  rule  of  wood  with  her.  She  told 
this  dream  to  her  son. 

"Yes,  mother,  your  dream  was  a  good  one,  for 
you  will  come  over  to  me,"  said  Augustine,  smil- 
ing. 

"No,  my  son,"  answered  Monica,  very  quickly; 
"  it  was  not  told  me  that  I  was  with  you,  but  that 
you  were  with  me." 

Augustine  said  no  more,  but  this  swift  arrow 
from  the  quiver  of  his  mother  lodged  deep  in  his 
heart. 

From  this  time  one  thought  consumes  the  life 
of  Monica,  the  Christian  mother.  She  no  longer 
holds  her  son  from  her,  for  she  believes  with 
her  whole  soul  that  God  has  given  him  to  her; 
but  given  to  her  only  as  pearls  are  given  to  the 
persevering  diver.  At  one  time  we  see  her  weary- 
ing the  charitable  patience  of  a  Christian  Bishop 
who  had  been  once  a  Manichean  like  her  Augus- 
tine: "The  heart  of  the  youth  is  still  too  indocile," 
he  says,  thinking  to  free  himself  from  her  impor- 
tunity; "but  God's  time  will  come." 

But  this  does  not  satisfy  the  cravings  of  her 
undaunted  aspirations  for  a  dear  son.  He  is  a 
Bishop,  but  Monica  will  not  be  shaken  off.  At 
last,  touched  by  this  perseverance,  he  exclaims: 
"Go;  continue  to  do  as  you  do;  it  is  impossible 
that  the  child  of  such  tears  should  perish;"  and 
these  words  are  to  her  as  an  oracle  from  heaven. 

Now  we  see  her  on  the  shore  of  Carthage,  wring- 
ing her  hands  as  she  watches  the  ship  that  bears 
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him  from  her;  not  with  her  blessing  or  permis- 
sion, but  by  stealth,  and  with  a  lie  on  his  lips. 
She  knows  herself  deserted  by  this  son.  She 
knows  that  he  is  weary  of  her  presence,  of  her 
tears,  of  her  very  prayers  in  his  behalf.  Still  she 
follows  him;  follows  him  to  Rome;  follows  him 
to  Milan,  and  to  the  feet  of  St.  Ambrose.  The 
honey  of  the  bees  that  settled  upon  this  Saint  as 
he  lay  in  his  cradle  has  never  left  his  lips,  and 
the  words  of  St.  Ambrose  from  the  pulpit  of  his 
cathedral  not  only  soothe  the  deep  wounds  in  the 
heart  of  Monica,  but  attract  Augustine — hold  him 
with  a  gracious  power  which  lie  does  not  under- 
stand. Little  by  little  his  heart  opens  under  these 
repeated  exhortations;  softens  under  graces  won 
by  his  mother's  prayers.  Now  comes  the  break- 
ing of  that  dawn  of  faith  which  makes  Augustine 
a  Christian.  How  steadily  does  the  sun  of  justice 
rise  over  that  great  heart,  that  giant  brain !  How 
the  clouds  of  error  are  transformed  by  those  pow- 
erful beams,  until  they  become  trophies  of  victory, 
and  as  radiant  as  the  clouds  of  the  orient  in  the 
first  rays  of  the  sun!  When  did  so  noble  a  peni- 
tent ever  seek  the  waters  of  baptism  as  that  Augus- 
tine who  now  chants  with  St.  Ambrose  the  Te 
Deum  on  this  Holy  Saturday  of  387,  as  they  walk, 
side  by  side,  from  the  font  to  the  sanctuary ! 

But  his  mother  is  dying  of  happiness.  "  Son," 
she  says  to  Augustine,  a  few  days  after  this,  "  there 
is  nothing  now  in  this  life  that  affords  me  delight. 
What  have  I  to  do  here  any  longer ;  or  why  I  am 
here,  I  know  not:  all  my  hopes  in  this  world  being 
now  at  an  end.  The  only  thing  for  which  I  de- 
sired to  live  was  that  I  might  see  you  a  Cath- 
olic and  child  of  heaven.  God  has  done  much 
more,  in  that  I  see  you  now  despising  all  earthly 
felicity,  and  entirely  devoted  to  His  service.  What 
further  business  have  I  here  ?  "  At  this  time  they 
are  at  Ostia,  on  their  way  from  Milan  to  Car- 
thage, but  it  is  not  with  anticipations  of  returning 
to  her  native  country  that  the  heart  of  Monica  is 
filled.  She  dwells  so  constantly  in  her  conversa- 
tion on  the  happiness  of  heaven,  that  some  one 
asks  her  if  she  would  not  feel  sorry  to  be  laid  in  a 
place  so  far  from  her  own  country  ?  To  which  she 
replies:  "Nothing  is  far  off  from  God."  Five 
days  after  comes  the  last  illness ;  but  while  the  fe- 
ver presses  sorely  upon  her,  she  says  to  her  two 
sons,  Augustine  and  Navigius:  "Lay  this  body 
anywhere ;  be  not  concerned  about  it.  The  only 
thing  I  ask  of  you  both  is,  that  you  make  remem- 
brance of  me  at  the  altar  of  the  Lord  wheresoever 
you  are."  When  the  ninth  day  of  her  illness,  the 
4th  of  May,  has  come,  her  soul  is  loosed  from  its 
body,  which  had  been  its  holy  companion  for 
fifty-six  years.  Augustine,  who  is  now  thirty-three 
years  old,  closes  her  eyes.  Her  sanctified  body  is 


carried  to  the  church,  where  the  sacrifice  of  our 
ransom  is  offered  for  her.  And  now,  alone,  Augus- 
tine, calling  to  mind  all  her  holy  conversation 
before  God,  all  her  care  and  affection  for  her  chil- 
dren, gives  free  vent  to  the  tears  which  he  has 
held  back  until  now;  and  writes:  "If  any  one 
think  it  a  sin  in  me  thus  to  weep  for  my  mother 
some  small  part  of  an  hour,  and  a  mother  who 
many  years  had  wept  for  me  that  I  might  live  to 
Thy  eyes,  O  Lord,  let  him  not  deride  me  for  it; 
but  rather,  if  his  charity  be  great,  let  him  weep 
also  for  my  sins  before  Thee."  Years  afterwards 
the  burning  heart  of  Augustine  writes  again  in 
his  Confessions :  "  I  pray  for  the  sins  of  my 
mother :  hear  me  by  the  remedy  of  our  wounds, 
who  hung  upon  the  Cross,  and  sitting  on  the 
right  hand  intercedes  for  us.  I  know  she  showed 
mercy,  and  forgave  from  her  heart  all  debtors; 
forgive  her  also  her  debts." 

And  thus  it  was  that  another  saint  went  before 
God;  not,  indeed,  from  the  ranks  of  virgins  or  of 
martyrs,  but  taking  with  her  the  full,  ripe  sheaves 
of  a  wifehood  and  motherhood  consecrated  wholly 
to  God.  It  was  no  compromise  with  the  world 
nor  its  ties;  but  a  holocaust  of  body,  of  mind, 
of  heart  and  of  soul,  upon  the  one  altar  of  the 
cross;  the  altar  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus.  This 
was  the  way  in  which  saints  went  from  the  world, 
straight  to  God,  during  the  years  of  that  age  called 
three  hundred ;  in  the  same  way,  and  in  no  other, 
do  saints  go  from  the  world  to  God  in  this  century, 
called  the  nineteenth  of  our  Christian  era. 


•'  Behold  thy  Son." 

[FOB  THB  AVE  MARIA.] 

He  chose  His  time.    "  Behold  thy  Son,"— 
She  turned  to  one  who  stood  beside: 

Perhaps  that  Blood  had  reached  to  John ; 
Perhaps  his  cheek,  like  hers,  It  dyed. 

«'  Behold  thy  Son ! "    Who  spake  the  word  ? 

Her  Son,  her  Saviour,  and  her  God: — 
The  mighty  Mother-instinct  heard: 
Love's  Sacred  spring- tide  overflowed: 

Consummated  through  pain,  it  yearned 
To  him  who  with  her  watched  that  Death:— 

To  John— and  us  in  him— she  turned, 
His  House  once  more  her  Nazareth. 

AUBREY  DE  VERB. 


THE  rose  of  prayer  must  bloom  on  the  thorny 
stem  of  mortification. 

GOD  reserves  the  understanding  of  the  truth  of 
the  Gospel  to  humble  and  docile  hearts;  He  re- 
fuses it  to  the  proud. — Abbe  Darras. 
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Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  AXNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  IX. 

The  Christmas  holidays  were  approaching, 
fraught  with  their  usual  joyous  anticipations  of 
mingled  earthliness  and  heavenliness  to  great  and 
small ;  of  sublime  devotion  to  some,  of  dull  wonder 
to  others,  of  "  peace  and  good  will  "  to  all,  espec- 
ially to  such  as  would  participate  in  it  as  a  sacra- 
mental renewal  of  the  great  Mystery  of  Bethlehem, 
when  the  Word  made  Flesh  dwelt  among  us. 
However  beliefs  run,  little  children  are  generally 
made  happy  by  this  festival ;  the  true  motif  of  it, 
whether  made  plain  to  them  by  the  light  of  faith, 
or  heard  of  only  in  a  dim  way,  or  blent  with  crude 
imaginations  of  fairies  and  the  like  in  their  inno- 
cent minds,  being  that  the  Son  of  God  first  ap- 
peared upon  earth  as  a  little  child.  And  while 
one  half  the  world  accept  it  according  to  its 
sacramental  meaning,  the  other  half  regard  it 
only  as  a  time  for  festive  and  hilarious  enjoyment, 
without  discerning  that  it  is  a  season  set  apart  by 
the  Church,  from  the  earliest  times,  to  perpetuate 
and  keep  alive  through  the  ages  the  wondrous  story 
of  Christ's  coming,  leaving  nothing  to  be  forgotten 
or  to  fade  into  uncertain  myths :  otherwise  how 
know  we,  or  they,  that  the  world  would  not  be 
bending  now  before  a  human  god-babe  as  in 
Thibet, — a  figment,  no  doubt,  of  the  once  true  be- 
lief received  from  Adam,  but  which  in  the  lapse  of 
time  has  run  into  idolatry,  joss-sticks  and  legend? 
All  thanks  and  praise  and  honor  to  the  Church, 
who  by  the  feasts,  fasts  and  festivals  of  her  eccle- 
siastical year,  her  Divine  Sacraments,  her  offices, 
her  ritual,  the  fashion  of  het  sacerdotal  garments, 
and  in  all  things  else,  great  and  small,  has  kept  be- 
fore the  world,  intact — and  reiterated  from  cen- 
tury to  century,  unchanged  and  unchanging — the 
grand  events  of  the  dealings  of  God  with  His 
creatures ;  above  all,  the  love  which  turned  away 
wrath  in  the  Person  of  His  well-beloved  Son,  who 
suffered  all  things,  even  death,  for  its  salvation. 

Mrs.  Weston  was  too  much  absorbed  by  her 
plans  for  the  gaieties  of- the  approaching  fashion- 
able season,  which  was  to  open  with  great  brill- 
iance immediately  after  New  Year's,  to  spare  any  of 
her  valuable  time  to  what  she  called  the  monastic 
notions  of  Christmas;  of  course  she  always  made 
presents,  and  threw  money  around  among  the  serv- 
ants, and  would  give  a  child's  party, — that  being 
expected;  none  of  it  with  the  intention  of  making 
anyone  happier,  but  because  other  people  did  so, 
and  it  was  therefore  her  duty,  as  laid  down  in  the 
'social  code. 


Mrs.  Weston  had  great  executive  ability  in  her 
sphere  of  action ;  and  as  she  heard  from  one  and  an- 
other of  her  fashionable  friends  of  all  that  was  in 
anticipation,  she  felt  at  once  upon  her  mettle  and 
determined  that  she  would  lead,  as  usual,  let  others 
try  as  they  might  to  outstrip  her.  She  had  yet 
numerous  duty-calls  to  make  which  kept  her  much 
occupied,  but  every  day  lessened  the  lists  on  the 
pages  of  her  visiting-book,  and  she  scored  out  the 
names  each  day  with  business-like  regularity  and 
a  feeling  of  intense  relief;  for  of  all  things,  she 
hated  to  carry  social  debts  into  the  new  year. 
There  were  many  inquiries  for  Sybil,  and  much 
curiosity  expressed  to  see  her,  it  being  rumored 
abroad  that  she  was  very  beautiful,  and  whispered 
that  she  would  be  the  " bright,  particular  star" 
of  the  season.  But  it  was  Mrs.  Weston's  plan  to 
keep  Sybil  out  of  sight  until  her  actual  debut;  she 
wished  her  to  burst  upon  the  world  in  a  way  to 
dazzle  and  astonish  it,  hoping  that  the  sudden  in- 
cense of  its  admiration  would  work  the  desired 
spell  upon  her  and  give  her  an  appetite  for  its 
seductive  pleasures, — that  is,  in  a  degree  befitting 
her  wealth  and  station. 

One  day  Sybil's  dresses  came  home,  and  Mrs. 
Weston  was  in  raptures  to  find  that  the  modiste 
had  more  than  fulfilled  her  expectations  regarding 
their  style  and  finish.  She  held  each  one  up  be- 
fore her  stepdaughter,  expatiating  on  their  ele- 
gance and  beauty;  she  was  in  her  element,  hence 
voluble  and  almost  eloquent;  but  Sybil's  heart 
sunk  at  the  very  thought  of  the  possible  experiences 
that  might  come  to  her  when  arrayed  in  them  and 
thrown  amidst  scenes  to  which  she  was  unaccus- 
tomed. Mrs.  Weston  was  provoked  almost  into 
sharply  chiding  her  for  want  of  appreciation  of 
all  the  magnificence  outspread  before  her,  and  we 
frankly  admit  that  from  a  certain  standpoint  it 
was  irritating;  but  it  was  not  indifference  or 
ingratitude  that  caused  Sybil's  apathy,  but  a  dread 
of  the  untried  and  nearer  acquaintance  with  a  con- 
dition of  life  for  which  she  felt  herself  unfitted, 
and  which  was,  as  she  viewed  it,  antagonistic 
to  all  of  her  preconceived  ideas  of  a  faithful  ob- 
servance of  her  religious  duties.  How  strangely 
fashioned  was  the  girl's  cross!  how  cunningly 
and  alluringly  the  opulence  of  the  world's  splen- 
dor wreathed  it  about, — but  never  hiding  it  from 
her  watchful,  innocent  eyes!  She  was  very  si- 
lent, for  to  have  expressed  her  sentiments  as  she 
might  have  done  to  her  own  mother  had  she  been 
living,  would  only  seem  like  a  thankless  return 
for  all  the  pains  that  had  been  taken  for  her  sake, 
and  give  offence.  Even  Maurn  Barbara,  whose 
African  instincts  revelled  in  splendor  and  gauds, 
was  provoked  with  her  young  mistress  for  not 
being  in  the  same  state  of  wild  admiration  that 
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she  was,  and  she  did  not  fail  to  call  her  special 
attention  to  each  dress  as  she  folded  it — touching 
the  rich  things  reverently — to  be  laid  away,  or 
hung  up  in  the  great  cedar  wardrobe  in  the  dress- 
ing-room; uttering  a  profusion  of  misplaced  adjec- 
tives and  superlatives,  whose  absurd  climax  made 
Spbil  smile  when  she  felt  more  like  weeping. 
Mrs.  Weston,  coldly  displeased,  was  going  away, 
only  stopping  long  enough  to  give  some  final  in- 
structions to  Barbara  about  the  folding  of  the 
trained  skirts,  when  Sybil,  obeying  the  impulse, 
approached  her  and  told  her  how  much  she 
thanked  her  for  the  trouble  she  had  been  at  for 
her,  then  held  up  her  face  to  be  kissed. 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  are  awake,  Sybil ;  I  thought 
you  were  really  asleep  all  this  time!"  answered 
her  stepmother,  coldly,  and  not  yet  appeased, 

"  Oh  no,  mamma,  I  was  so  wide  awake  that  T  saw 
every  one  of  those  beautiful  dresses;  but  I  have 
always  dressed  simply — " 

"I  am  glad  at  any  rate  to  learn  that  you  admire 
them,  and  hope  you'll  appreciate  them  yet  more 
when  you  wear  them.  Most  girls  would  be  half 
distracted  by  the  possession  of  such  splendid  toi- 
lettes. But  ta-ta ;  I  have  to  finish  my  calls  to-day,  and 
fear  that  I  shall  be  late,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  who 
had  purposely  interrupted  Sybil,  dredding  to  hear 
some  "  convent  platitudes  "  about  the  sins  of  world- 
liness.  Then  she  sailed  away,  the  elegantly  em- 
broidered train  of  her  cashmere  morning  dress 
sweeping  the  floor  majestically  after  her. 

It  was  a  relief  to  Sybil  when  the  last  shimmer- 
ing silk  dress,  the  last  gauze  bal  de  costume, 
the  very  last  of  the  piled  up  confusion  of  her  cm- 
barras  des  richesses,  was  out  of  sight,  safely  stowed 
away  in  the  cedar  wardrobe,  with  the  key  turned 
upon  them, — the  last  precaution  Maum  Barbara's, 
—and  she  hoped  to  hear  no  more  of  them,  for  a 
space  at  least. 

After  this,  Sybil  was  left  very  much  to  her  own 
devices,  and  she  had  time  to  gladden  Miss  Arnold's 
lonely  existence  not  only  with  flowers,  but  by  a 
daily  visit,  which  the  forlorn  little  woman  began 
to  look  for  now  with  longing,  as  if  sunshine  were 
brought  with  each  coining  that,  little  by  little, 
shone  through  the  crevices  of  her  shadowed  life 
and  warmed  its  shrunken  humanity.  Not  that  Sybil 
had  the  least  idea  that  she  was  doing  a  blessed  and 
meritorious  work — and  how  acceptable  to  Heaven 
would  never  be  known  on  earth — she  only  obeyed 
the  impulses  of  a  sweet  charity  whose  fairness  was 
all  untarnished  by  the  world,  which  made  it  a 
pain  to  her  to  see  anyone  lonely  or  dejected. 
Edyth — her  studies  suspended,  everything  except 
deportment,  which  Miss  Arnold  always  found  the 
most  difficult  of  all,  such  a  born  Bohemian  was  the 
child — was  much  with  her  sister,  coming  and 


going  as  the  humor  suited  her,  but  often  held  quiet 
and  eager,  while  Sybil  told  her  pleasant  stories  of 
her  schooldays  at "  Holy-Cross, "  about  the  gentle 
nuns,  the  girls,  the  chapel,  the  holidays,  with  now 
and  then  a  touching  old  legend  of  the  old,  old  times, 
to  which  she  listened  wonder-eyed.  "  Why  couldn't 
other  people  make  it  pleasant  for  her  too  ?"  she 
asked  herself  5  they  scolded  her,  and  ruled  her — or 
tried  to  do  so — with  a  rod  of  iron ;  whether  it  was 
her  catechism,  or  turning  out  her  toes  to  the  proper 
angle,  it  was  all  the  same,  and  all  disagreeable  and 
hateful.  But  Sybil  talked,  and  laughed,  and  sung, 
and  was  as  merry  as  a  cricket,  and  yet  she  was 
learning  things  from,  her — and  taking  pleasure  in 
them  too — that  Miss  Arnold  had  been  trying  for 
two  years  to  pound  into  her  head  by  harsh,  well- 
meant  restraints,  all  in  vain.  This  was  Edyth's 
reasoning,  but  she  did  not  flout  Miss  Arnold  as 
much  as  might  have  been  expected  from  her  con- 
clusions, for  she  saw  and  noted  her  sister's  gentle, 
pleasant  ways  towards  her,  and  while  she  wondered 
how  in  the  world  she  could  endure  the  "  unin- 
teresting old  thing,"  her  own  brusqueness  and  sav- 
agery were  influenced,  in  imperceptible  degrees* 
by  the  example.  Maum  Barbara  came  and  talked 
without  and  whenever  a  chance  presented  itself, 
she  evidently  thought  that  Sybil  had  brought  a 
new  regeneration  to  the  house  of  Weston  that 
would  redeem  the  disgrace  of  her  master's  misalli- 
ance, as  she  had  got  it  settled  in  her  head  his  sec- 
ond marriage  was,  because  it  was  a  fixed  idea  of 
her  class  that  "  All  them  women  up  yonder  at  the 
No'th  was  po'  white  folks  "—than  which,  there  was 
nothing  that  your  proud,  pampered  Southern 
darkey  had  greater  contempt  for  in  the  ante-bellum 
days.  But  now,  seeing  all  the  splendor  of  the  prep- 
arations that  Mrs.  Weston  was  making  for  the 
daughter  of  the  house,  she  was  ready  to  fall  down 
and  worship  her,  and  was  "  so  lifted  up  that  she 
felt  like  a  gal,  and  knowed  she  could  dance  a  hoc- 
down  ekal  to  the  spryest  nigger  goin'!"  Her  ex- 
travagances of  speech  and  gesture  often  won  a  merry 
laugh  from  Sybil ;  but  Maumy  before  long  learned 
with  quick  tact  that  there  were  certain  things  and 
persons  which  must  be  spoken  of  respectfully  or 
not  at  all — a  lesson  she  needed,  for  like  most  old 
family  servants  of  that  time  she  allowed  herself 
a  latitude  of  expression  and  a  breadth  of  critical 
remark  about  her  superiors,  even  to  their  very 
faces,  which  they  sometimes  laughed  at,  but  which 
were  sometimes  so  unbearable  as  to  bring  her  to 
grief  by  a  compulsory  exile  to  the  "quarters"  at 
Westover  for  such  time  as  the  provocation  de- 
manded, a  punishment  that  brought  her  quickly  to 
submission, — for,  "  raised  'mongst  white  folks,  she 
never  could  a-bear  the  comp'ny  of  corn-fielj 
gas!"  she  vowed. 


Maria. 


The  "Waites  often  ran  in ;  and  Sybil,  as  welcome  to 
them  all  as  the  bluebird  in  spring,  soon  flew  to  their 
roof-tree,  with  music  in  her  laugh,  brightness  in  her 
eyes,  and  wonderful  secrets  to  talk  over  and  listen 
to,  at  unexpected  times ;  for  every  one  was  possessed 
of  a  secret  at  this  time  which  would  be  only  revealed 
by  its  blossoming  on  the  Christmas-tree,  about 
which  she  and  no  one  else  had  to  be  consulted. 
Even  Natalie  showed  her,  sub  rosa,  some  odds  and 
ends  of  wonderful  embroidery  in  silk  and  gold, 
that  she  worked  on  only  when  quite  alone,  which 
were  to  be  joined  together  in  designs  known 
only  to  herself,  an  occupation  that  seemed  to 
make  her,  like  one  afar  off,  catch  some  of  the 
radiance  of  the  Star  that  shone  a  sign  of  reconcil- 
iation and  peace  to  the  nations — shone  even  upon 
upturned  eyes  blind  to  its  meaning  then  as  now. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.} 
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or 
MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTOH. 

CHAPTER  VIII.— (CONTINUED.) 

The  secular  dress  of  the  nuns,  and  their  inter- 
course with  persons  in  various  ranks  and  positions 
in  the  world,  often  enables  them  to  render  great 
services  to  those  sufferers  who,  having  known  bet- 
ter days,  shrink  from  notice,  starve  in  silence,  and 
hide  the  extremes  of  poverty  under  a  decent  ap- 
pearance. 

Their  example  has  often  awakened  in  the  souls 
of  others  a  generous  desire  to  endure  extraordi- 
nary sufferings  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory.  The  fol- 
lowing story  is  an  heroic  instance  of  self-devotion, 
containing  in  itself  the  perfection  of  charity  to- 
wards the  living  and  the  dead. 

In  the  month  of  August,  1858,  an  Irish  lady, 

Ann ,  called  on  the  Superioress  of  the  Sisters, 

and  told  her  that  she  was  a  daily  governess,  but 
was  obliged  to  give  up  her  lessons  on  account  of  a 
severe  operation  she  was  compelled  to  undergo. 

"  Do  not  pity  me,"  she  added,  seeing  in  the  nun's 
face  the  compassion  she  felt.  "  I  have  often  asked 
our  Lord  to  suffer  for  Him,  and  to  be  as  poor  as 
He  was;  but  I  should  be  very  glad,  reverend 
Mother,  if  one  of  your  Sisters  would  be  with  me  at 
the  time,  and  dress  the  wound  for  me  afterwards." 

The  Superioress  readily  agreed  to  the  request, 
and  on  the  appointed  day  two  of  the  Sisters  went 

to  Miss  Ann 's  lodgings.  She  had  been  to 

Communion  that  morning,  and  was  awaiting  the 

^doctors  with  perfect  calmness.      They  did  not 

judge  that  the  operation  could  be  performed  at 


that  time.  The  health  of  the  patient  required 
some  previous  treatment.  One  of  the  doctors,  a 
Protestant,  was  so  much  touched  at  the  courageous 
serenity  of  the  patient  and  the  devotion  and  char- 
ity of  her  nurses,  whose  house  he  visited,  that  he 
left  a  sum  of  100  francs  in  their  hands,  begging 

them  to  use  it  secretly  for  Miss  Ann ys  benefit. 

During  two  months  they  supported  her,  and 
dressed  her  wounds  daily.  At  the  end  of  that 
time  it  became  absolutely  necessary  to  proceed  to 
an  operation,  as  the  cancer  was  rapidly  increas- 
ing. The  doctor  declared  that  the  patient  must 
submit  to  go  to  the  hospital,  and  the  Cur6  of  the 
parish  offered  to  pay  for  a  private  room  for  her. 
When  she  got  there,  her  first  words  to  the  Sister 
who  had  accompanied  her  were  these: 

"I  have  nothing  to  give  you  in  return  for  yottr 
kindness  but  my  sufferings.  Tell  your  reverend 
Mother  that  I  offer  them  all  up  for  the  souls  in 
Purgatory;  and  ask  her  ta  let  yon  come  to  nle 
when  I  have  to  go  through  the  operation." 

Thursday  was  to  be  the  day,  but  Miss  A — — 
had  prayed  that  it  might  be  on  Friday,  that  she 
might  more  particularly  unite  her  sufferings  with 
those  of  her  crucified  Lord ;  and  the  doctors  did 
put  it  off,  on  account  of  some  accidental  circum- 
stance. On  the  Friday  morning  she  offered  up 
the  coming  day  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  and 
then,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  one  of  the  Sisters, 
walked  quietly  to  the  hall  where  the  operation 
was  to  be  performed.  An  ordinary  person  would 
have  shuddered  at  the  sight  of  the  preparations ; 
but  a  supernatural  joy  filled  her  heart.  She 
begged  that  the  crucifix  should  be  placed  opposite 
to  her.  The  chief  surgeon  (sixteen  were  in  attend- 
ance) said  she  would  not  see  it,  as  she  was  to  be 
chloroformed.  She  entreated  not  to  be  thrown 
into  a  state  of  insensibility;  but  the  doctors  in- 
sisted upon  it.  The  evil  was  found  to  be  so 
deep-seated  that  a  long  and  terrible  operation  en- 
sued. In  the  midst  of  it,  life  seemed  to  be  depart- 
ing from  the  stiff  and  motionless  frame,  and  the 
surgeons  found  it  necessary  to  restore  animation 
even  at  the  price  of  excessive  suffering.  After  the 
operation,  it  was  requisite  to  keep  the  patient 
awake,  and  they  laid  on  the  Sisters  that  difficult 
task.  There  was  but  one  subject  that  never  failed 
to  rouse  her.  The  thought  of  God  and  of  the  souls 
in  Purgatory  kept  her  alive.  For  nine  days  she 
lingered  in  sufferings  and  in  exhaustion,  but  say- 
ing, with  a  smile  on  her  face :  "  It  is  all  for  the 
Holy  Souls!"  A  complication  ensued,  and  on 
the  20th  of  November,  1858,  the  brave  Irish  girl 
went  to  receive  her  reward  in  heaven.  Brave  in- 
deed !  for  after  her  death  a  secret  was  discovered 
which  stamps  her  sufferings  with  a  character  of 
heroic  charity.  She  had  for  some  time  been  glv- 
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ing  lessons  gratuitously  to  the  young  widowed 
mother  of  three  children.  One  day  this  poor 
woman  confided  to  her  that  her  heart  was  break- 
ing. She  was  threatened  with  a  cancer,  and  the 
thought  of  leaving  her  children  destitute  orphans 

drove  her  to  despair.    Miss  A made  a  novena 

with  her,  and  on  the  same  day,  after  a  fervent  Com- 
munion, she  implored  God  to  let  her  suffer  and  die, 
and  to  spare  the  mother  for  the  children's  sake. 
The  widow  recovered,  and  the  holy  girl  soon  after 
had  proof  that  her  sacrifice  was  accepted. 

The  Sisters  watched  over  her  last  moments  and  ac- 
companied her  to  the  grave.  Miss  A 's  brother, 

a  priest  ia  Ireland,  made  them  the  best  return  in  his 
power,  by  becoming  an  honorary  member  of  their 
Society,  and  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  every  mouth  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory. 

CHAPTER  IX. 

In  the  midst  of  the  poverty  which  reigned 
within  her  house  and  around  it,  Mere  Marie  de 
la  Providence  coveted  for  one  object  alone  the 
precious  things  of  earth.  She  longed  to  adorn  the 
sanctuary  of  her  little  chapel  with  some  of  the 
gold  and  precious  stones  so  lavishly  bestowed  on 
the  adornment  of  the  persons  and  the  dwellings 
of  the  rich  and  the  great.  It  seemed  to  her  so 
strange  that  Christians  should  dedicate  to  the 
service  of  the  world  all  the  beautiful  things 
God  has  made,  and  so  seldom  devote  them  to  the 
earthly  temples  where  His  Majesty  resides.  She 
mused  on  the  subject  until  one  day  as  she  was 
praying  before  the  image  of  Our  Lady  of  Provi- 
dence the  wish  came  into  her  mind  to  crown  that 
dear  Mother  with  one  of  those  brilliant  diadems 
which  are  the  sign  of  her  divine  royalty.  "  I 
will  become  a  beggar  for  your  dear  sake,"  she 
said,  as  the  desire  arose  and  grew  in  her  heart. 
"  I  will  ask  every  one  of  the  rich  ladies  who  pay 
us  visits  to  give  you  one  of  their  many  trinkets. 
How  could  any  one  of  them  refuse  to  make  you 
that  little  offering?"  And  then  she  addressed  to 
Providence  one  of  those  strange  requests  which 
were  so  often  granted  to  her  simple  faith.  She 
asked  Providence,  in  case  her  intention  was  ac- 
cepted, to  give  her  a  sign  of  it  by  sending  to  the 
house  that  very  day  a  lady  whom  she  would 
mention  her  prayer,  without  however  making  any 
direct  request,  and  who  would  of  her  own  accord 
offer  one  of  her  bracelets  for  the  Blessed  Virgin's 
diadem.  The  ensuing  day  was,  as  usual,  so  full 
of  occupations  that  Mdre  Marie  did  not  think  any 
more  of  what  she  had  asked,  until  in  the  evening 
she  was  summoned  to  the  parlor  and  found  there  a 
lady,  very  smartly  dressed,  whose  rich  attire  re- 
minded her  of  the  bargain  she  had  made  during 
her  morning  prayer. 


In  the  course  of  her  conversation  with  the 
stranger,  the  Mere  de  la  Providence  spoke  of  the 
poverty  of  their  Institute,  and  added  that  nev- 
ertheless she  thought  of  promising  the  Blessed 
Virgin  a  crown  of  gold  and  precious  stones.  The 
lady  remained  silent  a  moment,  and  then  taking 
off  one  of  her  magnificent  bracelets,  she  gave  it  to 
Mftre  Marie  and  said,  "  Give  me  leave  thus  to  con- 
tribute to  your  pious  purpose."  Tears  camc'into 
the  eyes  of  the  Mere  de  la  Providence,  and  she 
explained  to  her  generous  visitor  how  she  had  un- 
consciously brought  her  the  answer  she  had  asked 
for  in  prayer. 

The  next  day  another  lady,  unknown  to  the  pious 
foundress  called  upon  her  and  said  that  she  was 
curious  to  know  whsit  were  the  means  of  support 
of  this  little  community,  which  she  had  only  just 
heard  of.  When  she  was  told  the  details  of  their 
mode  of  life,  and  the  supernatural  object  of  their 
labors  and  devotion,  she  exclaimed!  "But  how  do 
you  exist  if  you  give  yourselves  up  to  unremuner. 
ative  works  of  charity?"  The  foundress  smiled, 
and  answered :  "  Has  not  our  Lord  said :  '  Seek  ye 
first  the  kingdom  of  God  and  His  righteousness, 
and  all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you?" 
The  stranger  smiled  in  return,  but  hers  was  an  in. 
credulous  smile.  Mere  Marie  had  recourse  to 
facts  in  order  to  convince  her  that  Providence  acts 
in  a  supernatural  manner  in  regard  of  those  who 
abandon  themselves  entirely  to  Its  guidance. 

Amongst  other  instances  of  this  Divine  co-oper- 
ation, she  related  the  answer  her  prayer  had  re- 
ceived on  the  preceding  day.  The  lady  to  whom  this 
was  told  was  so  struck  with  the  fact,  that  she  at 
once  gave  to  the  good  Mother  one  of  her  richest 
necklaces.  From  that  day  so  many  tributes 
poured  in  upon  her  for  the  Blessed  Virgin's  crown? 
that  she  was  enabled  to  make  her  an  offering  of 
two  diadems,  one  of  which  was  of  gold  and 
diamonds. 

During  the  first  year  of  their  religious  life  in 
the  Rue  de  la  Barouilliere  and  the  presence  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  their  chapel,  the  Helpers  of 
the  Holy  Souls  were  greatly  embarrassed  as  to  the 
means  of  securing  Mass.  They  were  not  rich 
enough  to  pay  a  chaplain,  and  it  was  only  through 
the  charity  of  various  priests  they  obtained  that 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  should  be  offered  up  in  their 
little  sanctuary.  The  steps  they  had  to  lake  for 
this  purpose  involved  a  considerable  loss  of  time, 
and  kept  them  in  constant  anxiety. 

The  Superioress,  who  saw  the  bad  effect  of  this 
uncertainty  on  community  life,  began  in  Novem- 
ber, 1857,  a  novena  to  St.  Gertrude  to  obtain  an 
improvement  in  their  position  in  this  respect.  On 
the  Eve  of  the  Saint's  Feast,  the  Sister  sacristan, 
who  had  made  several  unsuccessful  applications 
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that  day,  called  at  the  house  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers, 
Rue  de  Sevres.  The  Father-Minister  promised 
her  a  priest  for  the  morrow,  and  added:  "Try  to 
secure  him."  Mere  Marie,  struck  -with  this  mes- 
sage, could  hardly  believe  that  these  words  really 
contained  an  intimation  that  her  prayer  would  be 
granted.  To  use  her  own  words:  "She  for  once 
struck  the  rock  twice,"  and  sent  again  to  know 
•what  the  Rev.  Father  meant.  "Tell  your  Supe- 
rioress that  it  is  just  as  if  I  had  sent  her  a  Chap- 
lain." 

The  Jesuit  Father  who  said  Mass  that  day  on 
St.  Gertrude's  -Feast,  and  who  continued  to  say  it, 
uot  for  many  consecutive  days,  but  many  years, 
became  the  friend,  the  guide  and  the  faithful 
protector  of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls,  and 
they  loved  to  ascribe  this  priceless  blessing  to  the 
intercession  of  St.  Gertrude,  to  whom  their  foun- 
dress had  turned  in  that  her  great  and  urgent 
need. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


Letter  from  Rome. 


ROME,  June  11, 1875. 

Every  day  in  the  week  is  a  Sunday  at  the  Vatican , 
for  every  day  in  the  week  the  venerable  Pastor  who  is 
imprisoned  therein  preaches  a  sermon  or  gives  an  in- 
struction, or  delivers  a  little  homily,  the  tone  of  which 
brings  us  pack  to  the  days  of  Gregory  the  Great.  We 
doubt  very  much  if  there  be  a  parish  priest  through- 
out the  Universal  Diocese  of  the  Church  who  preaches 
as  much  as  the  Chief  Pastor  of  the  Church  himself, 
who  is  now  eighty-three  years  of  age.  More 
than  fifty  years  of  that  life  has  he  spent  in  the 
service  of  the  Church,  and  twenty -nine  of  the  fifty 
have  been  employed  in  guiding  Peter's  bark  onward 
through  the  roaring  storm;  and  when  we  say  onward 
we  mean  heavenward.  We  remember,  when  as  an 
urchin  we  frequented  a  village  school  in  a  little  town 
of  the  United  States,  that  there  was  a  piece  of  poetry 
in  one  of  Saunders'  readers  which  never  failed  to  send 
a  thrill  of  indescribable  emotion  tingling  through  our 
veins.  It  was  entitled, 

"MY  FATHER  IS  AT  THE  HELM." 

Our  notions  then  about  the  Church  were  rather 
vague  and  undefined,  and  we  do  not  arrogate  to  our- 
selves the  credit  of  applying  that  beautiful  little  poem 
to  the  mystic  bark  of  the  Church.  It  is  so  long  since 
we  read  the  poem  that  we  don't  remember  the  name 
of  the  author,  and  much  less  do  we  remember  what 
the  moral  in  the  last  verse  was,  other  than  that  Prov- 
idence guides  the  bark  in  which  all  good  little  boys 
take  passage  across  the  sea  of  life.  But  in  later  years, 
when  the  same  Divine  Providence  brought  us  to  Rome, 
and  showed  us  the  noble  figure  of 

OCR  FATHER  IK  THE  FAITH,  PITJS  IX, 

guiding  the  bark  of  the  Church  through  a  storm,  the 
fury  and  ruthlessness  of  which  "  hath  trifled  the  rest," 


we  have  often  and  often,  on  beholding  how  fearlessly 
he  discharges  his  trust,  recited  in  our  hearts  with  sen- 
timents of  gratitude  and  religious  appreciation  the 
poem  of  our  schoolboy  days,  "My  Father's  at  the 
Helm."  Yes,  our  Father,  Pius  IX,  is  at  the  helm,  and 
he  is  not  content  with  steering  his  bark  clear  of  the 
rocks  and  shoals,  and  sand-bars,  and  monsters  of  the 
deep,  which  the  powers  of  hell  are  ever  raising  up  in 
its  course;  he  is  not  content  with  keeping  his  own 
gaze  fixed  on  the  Pole  star  of  promise  our  Lord  spoke 
of,  when  He  said:  "Behold  I  am  with  you,"  but  ever 
and  anon  he  turns  around  to  those  who  are  sailing 
with  him  and  cheers  them  with  his  worda,  spoken  in 
the  warmth  of  grace,  and  bids  them  look  up,  away  up 
above  the  black,  dim-colored  clouds  which  darken  the 
horizon  of  the  Church,  to  the  throne  of  Him  who 
primarily  and  omnipotently  stands  at  the  helm,  of  Him 
who  swore,  "  verily,  the  heavens  and  earth  shall  pass 
away,  but  My  word  shall  not  pass  away."  Not  a  day 
passes,  as  we  said  above,  speaking  of  him  as  a  Pastor, 
that  he  does  not  address  some  members  of  the  great 
family  confided  to  him.  To-day  Pilgrims  from  beyond 
the  Alps  receive  his  words;  to-morrow  bis  children 
from  fair  France.  Now  delegations  from  the  fast- 
nesses of  Switzerland.  Then  Roman  Confraternities, 
and  anon  people  from  be3Tond  the  sea,  who  call  their 
country  the  Land  of  Liberty,  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean. 
We  love  bis  words,  for  as  Peter  said  to  Jesus  of  old: 
"  Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life."  Hence,  we 
crave  your  indulgence  in  quoting  entire  the  discourse 
of  our  Holy  Father  to  tbe  Pilgrims  of  the  diocese  of 
Clermont,  in  France.  He  said:  "From  the  throne  of 
His  mercy  God  sees  you,  O  beloved  children,  and  He 
looks  down  upon  you  with  a  paternal  and  affectionate 
eye.  He  sees  you  and  also  your  countrymen  who  have 
devoted  themselves  in  great  numbers  to  showing  the 
whole  world  that  France  still  glories  in  being  Catho- 
lic, and  hence,  laying  all  human  motives  aside,  they 
do  not  fear  to  profess  openly  and  by  exterior  acts  of 
piety,  as  you  do,  that  faith  which  quickens  your  hearts. 
And  without  excusing  themselves,  as  in  the  parable 
of  the  Gospel,  by  false  pretexts  from  accepting  the 
Banquet  offered  to  them,  the  elect  and  numerous  por- 
tion of  France  approach  the  Eucharistic  table  with 
faith  and  charity,  move  through  the  streets  in  the 
exercise  of  pious  pilgrimages,  penetrate  into  the  hos- 
pitals to  relieve  the  miseries  of  suffering  humanity, 
enter  the  workshops  to  instruct  the  people  of  the 
working  classes,  who  have  forgotten  every  principle 
of  religion,  and  perhaps,  too,  sacrificed  the  dignity  of 
man  to  ba»e  ignorance.  Among  the  edifying  specta- 
cles of  the  present  age,  we  must  mention  that  which 
we  have  read  of  Paris,  where 

A  GEEAT    GATHERING    OF    WORK  I Xf!  MEN, 

from  every  part  of  France  offered  a  beautiful  spectacle 
of  Christian  sentiment,  and  under  the  insignia  of  their 
different  professions  they  marched  directly  and  boldly 
to  the  church,  to  place  themselves  under  the  principal 
banner,  the  Cross,  which,  in  its  appearance,  is  a  sign 
victory. 

'IN  HOC    SIGNO  VINCES.' 

"  Nor  was  the  great  assemblage  restricted  to  the 
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working  classes.  Nobles  and  professional  men,  mag- 
istrates and  soldiers,  associated  themselves  with  the 
numerous  band,  to  thu  edification  of  all  who  love  and 
respect  religion.  Oh  !  that  this  beautiful  example, 
with  so  many  others,  would  rouse  those  bewildered 
souls  that  grope  iu  the  darkness,  and  that  they  would 
only  try  to  find  the  way  whi.ch  leads  back  to  the  light! 
That  it  could  also  aid  all  those  who  still  lie  prostrate 
in  darkness,  and  the  shadow  of  death!  That  we  may 
see  our  desires,  and  these  devout  prayers  realized, 
may  the  great  Mother  of  God  be  propitious  to  us, 
both  as  the  refuge  of  sinners  and  as  the  channel  of 
those  graces  which  God  dispenses  to  the  children  of 
men.  Let  us  remember  that  this  great  Mother  was 
called  from  heaven  to  be  crowned. 

'  VENI  DE  LIBANO  COROXABEUIS,' 

'Come  from  Libanus,  thou  shalt  be  crowned.'  But, 
with  what  kind  of  a  crown?  With  dens  of  lions, 
of  leopards  and  other  ferocious  beasts.  Now,  who 
does  not  perceive  that  these  are  the  most  hardened 
sinners  who  are  called  to  repentance  through  the 
intercession  of  Mary.  Let  us  invoke  her  then  with 
fervor,  let  us  supplicate  her  with  humility,  and  let|us 
hope  with  that  confidence  which  the  quality  of  being 
her  children  should  inspire  in  us.  And  since  you 
dedicate  yourselves  to  crowning  with  precious  jew- 
els most  Holy  Mary,  who,  with  the  Divine  Son  in 
her  arms,  is  singularly  venerated  in  your  diocese,  beg 
of  her  to  obtain  from  God  some  singular  grace  of  con- 
version, such  as  she  wrought  on  another  occasion, 
through  the  same  image,  by  recalling  to  penance  its 
sacrilegious  robber.  The  director  of  this  pilgrimage 
has  narrated  the  fact  to  me.  Some  years  ago  this  sacred 
image  with  some  precious  objects  which  adorned  it  was 
impiously  stolen,  and  for  a  considerable  time  was  kept 
by  the  robber.  But  one  day  when  by  chance  he  gazed 
upon  the  image,  imagine  his  amazement  when  he  be- 
held copious  tears  flowing  from  the  eyes.  Terrified, 
confounded  and  repentant,  he  threw  himself  upon  his 
knees,  imploring  mercy;  and  as  a  pledge  of  sincere 
repentance,  he  restored  the  image  to  the  place  from 
which  it  had  been  stolen.  The  return,  then,  of  the 
image  among  you  is  a  proof  of  the  protection  which 
Holy  Mary  extends  to  you  and  to  your  fellow-citizens. 
Therefore  have  confidence,  take  courage,  and  be  sure 
that  you  add  to  your  confidence  practices  of  piety, 
and  all  those  exercises  which  form  the  portion  of  a 
Christian  soul.  Most  Holy  Mary  will  be  with  you, 
will  be  for  you,  to  defend  you,  inspire  you  and  protect 
you.  Always  beware,  since  you  are  Catholics,  of  be- 
ing simple  admirers  of  religion,  without  practicing  its 
duties.  And  what  if  some  of  these  simple  admirers 
perform  works  of  charity,  and  do  other  things  which 
are  laudable  in  themselves?  All  this  will  be  without 
reward,  and  they  will  act— says  the  Prophet  Aggeus — 
as  those  who  accumulate  rewards,  and  pour  them  into 
a  sack  without  a  bottom,  which  is  to  say  in  substance 

'  FIDES   SINE    OPERIBUS    MORTUA  EST,' 

'  Faith  without  works  is  dead.1  And  now,  nothing  re- 
mains for  me  but  to  raise  the  hand  to  bless  you.  I 
bless  the  chief  Pastor  of  your  diocese,  who,  laden  with 
years  and  afflicted  with  infirmities,  could  not  join  your 


Pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles. 
I  bless  the  clergy  and  all  the  people.  Moreover,  I 
bless  especially  you  who  aie  here  present,  and  your 
families,  and  may  the  blessing  bring  and  preserve 
peace  and  union — union  and  peace  with  God,  union 
and  peace  with  yourselves;  and  you  will  obtain  this 
peace  by  endeavoring  to  imitate  the  families  of  times 
gone  by,  and  those  good  families  that  assemble  at 
home  for  daily  prayer,  especially  the  recital  of  the  holy 
rosary,  that  unite  in  church  to  approach  from  time  to 
time  the  tribunal  of  penance  and  the  Eucharistic  table. 
Let  this  be  a  solemn  reparation  for  the  evils  brought 
upon  the  Church  by  certain  writings  of  an  unbelieving 
class  of  men  who  were  numerous  in  France  during 
the  last  century.  May  God  bless  you  for  the  triumph 
which  you  have  obtained  over  human  respect;  arid 
may  He  give  you  the  grace,  of  all  others  the  greatest, 
of  bringing  you  there,  where  you  will  bless  Him.  for- 
ever,  tiencdictio,"  etc. 

Let  us  still  be  figurative,  and  speak  of  the  Church  as 
a  bark.  The  powers  of  hell  not  only  raise  up  storms 
to  cast  it  about,  they  not  only  toss  it  in  dangerous 
seas,  but,  something  unheard  of  in  the  history  of  the 
Church,  they  aim  at  the  total  destruction  of  the  mar- 
iners who  aid  our  Father  in  the  management  of  the 
vessel.  We  allude  to  the  conscription  of  the  clergy 
in  Italy.  In  a  recent  letter  we  informed  you  how  the 
people  of  Northern  Italy  had  drawn  up  a  great  memo- 
rial to  the  king  in  which  he  was  implored  in  the  name 
of 

"LA  CONSOLATA," 

and  of  his  sainted  ancestors,  not  to  sign  the  bill.  He 
has  shown  his  veneration  for  the  Madonna  called  "  La 
Consolata,"  for  his  forefathers,  and  his  consideration  for 
several  hundred  thousand  of  his  people,  by  refusing 
point  blank  to  receive  the  memorial.  So  the  bill,  which 
has  passed  the  Parliament  and  the  Senate,  will  soon 
be  .a  law  of  the  land.  "An  iniquitous  law,"  said  the 
Holy  Father  the  other  day, "  which,  as  it  has  been  said, 
while  it  attempts  to  destroy  the  Christian  priesthood, 
loads  with  renewed  censures  all  those  who  promul- 
gate and  sanction  it.  Sad  indeed,  is  the  condition  of 
all  those  who,  through  hatred,  move  against  the 
Church,  perhaps  not  hated  as  such  by  them,  as  by 
those  more  or  less  powerful  who  goad  them  on:  for 
whom  it  becomes  a  necessity,  in  order  to  quiet  the  in- 
fernal inspirations  which  agitate  them,  to  embrace 
every  determination  destined  to  persecute  the  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ.  But 

RELIGION   WILL    STAND; 

and  albeit  no  hope  of  human  assistance  now  presents 
itself,  yet  Religion  and  the  Church  will  do  for  them- 
selves. And  even  as  the  Ark  alone,  and  in  appearance, 
powerless,  saw  the  infamous  idol  of  Dagon  fall  down 
broken  into  pieces,  so  will  the  Church  triumph  over 
the  more  infamous  idol  of  incredulity."  Indeed  the 
"  idol  of  incredulity"  personified  in  the  Italians  seems 
about  to  destroy  itself.  The  disorders  of  the  Univer- 
sity students  of  Naples,  whose  greatest  boast  it  is  now- 
a-days  to  worship  no  other  Deity  than  Reason,  the  dia- 
tribes indulged  in  by  the  national  deputies,  who  within 
the  last  few  days  have  given  the  lie  flagrantly  to  that 
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phrase,  "  United  Italy,"  the  assassinations  which  are  of 
such  frequent  occurrence  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land, — above  all  the  suicides  which  are 
daily  exciting  a  cry  of  universal  horror,  prove  that 

INCREDULOUS    ITALY    IS    FAST    RUNNING    TO    ITS    OWN 
DESTRUCTION. 

The  discussion  for  the  application  of  exceptional 
laws,  for  the  preservation  of  public  security  in  Sicily, 
that  unfortunate  hotbed  of  revolution,  became  so 
warm  yesterday  between  a  member  from  Sicily  and 
Speranta,  the  Minister  of  the  Interior,  that  the  fiery  Si- 
cilian challenged  the  Minister  to  meet  him  in  mortal 
combat.  Consternation  reigns  in  the  Quinnal,  confu- 
sion Babelic  in  Parliament, 

INDIGNATION  AMONG  THE  PEOPLE. 

The  bland  Minghetti  has  exhausted  his  vocabulary 
of  endearing  and  patriotic  expressions  to  bring  the 
belligerents  to  order,  but  omnis  labor  vanus.  The  at- 
mosphere is  alarmingly  hot  in  the  vicinity  of  Par- 
liament, and  the  authorities  now  seem  to  have  but 
one  object  in  view,  to  keep  the  canaille  away  from  the 
doors,  because  these  are  dog-days  for  the  hydrophobic 
revolutionists. 

The  pious  Queen  of  Sweden  seems  reluctant  to 
leave  the  Holy  City.  On  the  3rd  inst.  she  received 
Holy  Communion  from  the  Holy  Father  himself.  She 
is  still  visiting  the  churches  and  holy  shrines,  to  the 
great  edification  of  all  who  behold  her.  The  author- 
ities invited  her  to  witness  the  fireworks  which  were 
let  off  from  the  Castle  of  San  Angelo  on  Sunday  even- 
ing, to  commemorate  the  Constitution  of  Italy,  but 
she  declined  very  sweetly,  but  with  amazingly  short 
sentences.  The  Syndic  of  the  city  seemed  determined 
to  be  gallant,  and,  notwithstanding  the  first  refusal  of 
her  Majesty,  presented  himself  a  second  time,  and  re- 
ceived the  same  sweet  but  sententious  negative. 

THE  AMERICAN   STUDENTS 

had  a  private  audience  on  Monday.  One  of  their  num- 
ber read  an  address  in  Latin,  and  in  the  name  of  his 
countrymen  thanked  his  Holiness  for  the  honor  lately 
conferred  upon  us  in  giving  a  Cardinal  to  America. 
The  Pope  in  turn  expressed  his  supreme  satisfaction 
at  the  cordial  reception  tendered  to  his  Legates  on 
their  arrival  in  America,  and  imparted  the  Apostolic 
Benediction  not  only  to  the  students  who  were  pres- 
ent, 

BUT  TO  THE  WHOLE  NATION, 

with  tenderness  and  affection. 

Yesterday  morning  the  Rev.  Father  Weld,  of  the 
Society  of  Jesus,  presented  to  His  Holiness  in  his 
private  studio  the  two  illustrious  Jesuit  Fathers 
Perry,  Director  of  the  Astronomical  Observatory  of 
Stonyhurst  in  England,  and  Litgraves  his  assistant. 
They  had  just  returned  from  a  scientific  expedition  to 
the  island  of  Kerguelen,  whither  they  had  gone 

AT  THE  REQUEST  AND  EXPENSE  OF  THE  ENGLISH  GOV- 
ERNMENT 

to  take  observations  on  the  Transit  of  Venus.  His 
Holiness  received  them  affectionately,  and  was  highly 
pleased  with  the  account  they  gave  of  their  voyage. 
His  delight  was  the  greater,  because  they  were  com- 


missioned to  undertake  the  expedition  by  the  very 
Government  which  has  always  decried  the  Church  and 
accused  her  of  being  opposed  to  the  progress  of  science, 
and  whose  bitter  persecutions  of  the  Jesuits  in  par- 
ticular darkens  many  a  page  of  the  history  of  England 
during  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries.  Qua 
mulatto  verum!  Time  was  when 

A  HIGH  PRICE  WAS  SET  ON  THE  HEAD  OF    EVERT    JESUIT 
FOUND  IN  THE  LAND. 

Time  is,  when  they  are  taken  into  the  confidence  of 
the  Government,  and  entrusted  with  the  direction  of  an 
expedition  which  will  find  glorious  mention  hereafter 
in  the  history  of  the  Science. 

Father  Secchi,  the  celebrated  astronomer,  still  con- 
tinues to  direct  the  Observatory  of  Rome.  When  he 
was  asked  by  the  Government  that  disbanded  his  Order 
to  accept  the  charge,  he  modestly  refused.  But  at  the 
request  of  the  general  of  the  Order  he  withdrew  his 
refusal,  and  now  occupies  a  few  rooms  in  the  Roman 
College.  By  doing  so,  he  has  stayed  the  destruction 
of  the  rooms  of  Saints  Aloysius  and  Stanislaus,  both  of 
which  are  contiguous  to  the  apartment  allotted  to 
him  by  the  Government.  We  remember  when  the 
Jesuit  Fathers  still  lived  in  the  Roman  College  that 
they  used  to  fast  every  Wednesday  in  honor  of  St. 
Aloysius,  that  his  room  might  be  spared.  See  how 
their  prayers  were  answered!  The  Roman  College, 
from  attic  to  cellar,  has  been  converted  into  a  lyceum, 
which  is  notoriously  rationalistic,  and  yet  Jesus  is 
worshipped,  fervently  worshipped,  in  one  little  sanc- 
tum which  has  been  left, — the  room  the  of  angelic 
Aloysius.  A.  E.  J. 

Pilgrimage  to  Loretto  and  Rome,  1875. 

[TRANSLATED   FROM  THE   "UNIVERS"   FOR  THE  AVB 
MARIA.] 

I  left  Rome  on  Saturday  last  and  spend  the  Sunday 
at  Loreto.  Inspite  of  the  deluge  of  rain  which  began 
at  Rome  and  never  ceased  for  a  moment,  Loretto 
enchanted  us.  I  was  accompanied  by  some  of  the 
good  pilgrims  of  Montpellier. 

The  Basilica  which  encloses  the  Holy  House  of  Lo- 
reto is  beautiful  and  vast,  and  contains  much  that  is 
magnificent.  The  Santa  (7o.sa,  the  Holy  House  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  is  however,  its  crowning  beauty.  The 
Santa  Casa  has  created  the  entire  town,  a  town  of  pil- 
grimage, which  besides  the  houses  of  canons,  the  pal- 
aces of  the  ecclesiastical  dignitaries  and  the  convents, 
consists  almost  solety  of  inns  and  shops  for  the  sale 
of  objects  of  piety.  The  inns  are  not  at  all  splendid. 
They  are  nevertheless  decent  and  simple.  The  pil- 
grims' rooms  are  large  and  furnished  with  many  beds. 
This  reminds  one  of  the  dormitories  of  a  college,  and 
you  must  make  a  special  arrangement  if  you  wish  to 
be  exempted  from  this  community  system,  which  the 
good  people  of  Loreto  seem  to  consider  a  world-wide 
usage. 

The  Basilica  enjoys  an  extensive  parochial  jurisdic- 
tion, and  was  thronged  with  people  throughout  the 
whole  of  Sunday.  The  appearances  of  the  great  aisle 
on  Sunday  morning  would  have  delighted  a  painter. 
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The  Italian  women  with  their  beaiitiful  costumes  of 
brillaut  colors,  kneeling  on  the  pavement  in  dis- 
tinct groups  amid  every  sort  of  decoration  in  sculpture 
and  painting-,  before  the  marble  altar  which  retable 
covers  one  of  the  paroi  of  the  Holy  House,  constituted 
perfect  picture.  The  men,  wrapped  in  their  cloaks, 
exhibited  the  adjuncts  of  both  character  and  attitude. 
All  were  praying,  counting  their  beads  and  atten- 
tively following  the  ceremonies  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice. 

The  faith  is  far  from  dead  in  Italy.  And  this  ap- 
plies not  merely  to  Rome.  It  is  remarkable  that 
the  religious  persecution  now  raging,  with  all  its 
sagacious  hate  has  not  as  yet  inspired  the  courage  to 
grasp  a  single  church.  The  convents  have  been  occu- 
pied, the  religious  have  in  part  been  driven  away, 
but  a  sufficient  number  have  been  left  to  serve  the 
chruches.  Very  few  of  these  have  been  closed  to  the 
public.  The  persecutors  dread  the  appearance  of  per- 
secution, they  content  themselves  with  the  profit  de- 
rived from  it.  Even  when  the  Revolution  absolutely 
insisted  on  the  sacrifice  of  certain  corporations,  as 
for  instance  when  the  Jesuits  were  utterly  expelled, 
and  the  Roman  College  and  Professed  House  taken, 
the  large  churches  of  the  Gesu  and  St.  Ignatius  were 
left  for  public  devotion,  and  in  fact  also  the  oratories 
enclosed  in  the  interior  of  the  buildings,  as  the  rooms 
of  St.  Ignatius  and  St.  Louis  of  Gonzaga. 

This  forbearance,  which  astounds  in  Fiance,  is  nec- 
essary in  Italy;  here  the  faith  of  the  people  must  be 
taken  into  account.  This  popular  faith  impressed 
itself  in  our  minds  particularly  in  Florence.  In  all 
the  churches  the  Masses  were  largely  attended,  and 
the  proportion  of  men  was  everywhere  considerable. 
The  charm  exerted  over  me  by  the  piety  of  this 
people  exceeded  the  admiration  which  the  extraordi- 
nary riches  of  Christian  art  contained  in  that  city 
were  calculated  to  excite.  At  the  Santissima  An- 
nunziata,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  at  the  silver  chapel 
consecrated  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  at  the  very  door  of 
the  church,  the  faithful,  after  Mass,  went  up  to  the 
altar  and  devoutly-  kissed  the  consecrated  stone.  I 
followed  the  example  of  these  pious  souls,  whose 
devotion  reminded  me  of  the  practices  I  had  witnessed 
amongst  our  people  of  the  north  of  France  at  the 
pilgrimage  of  Anettes. 

To  return  to  Lore  to,  while  Mass  was  being  cele- 
brated at  the  various  altars,  the  Capitular  Office  was 
sung  in  the  collegiate  chapel,  and  the  Holy  House 
remained  constantly  full.  The  readers  of  the  Univers 
do  not  need  to  be  told  "  how  good  it  is  to  be  there." 
Time  flies  so  rapidly  there  that  though  the  rain  pre- 
vented my  intended  pilgrimase  to  Castel  Fidardo,  I 
had  not  a  moment  too  much  at  the  Santa  Casa.  These 
poor  stones,  these  coarse  walls,  repeating  to  us  the 
incomparable  words:  And  the  Word  was  made  flesh  aud 
dwelt  amonsgst  us,  hold  an  inexhaustible  converse  with 
the  Christian  soul. 

By  these  poor  walls,  polished  by  the  kisses  of  pil- 
grims, I  was  reminded  of  Blessed  Benedict  Joseph 
Labre.  When  leaning  against  them,  I  thought  of  the 
respect  which  the  Blessed  Benedict  entertained  for  his 
rags  which  had  so  many  times  touched  the  walls  of 
the  Holy  House  of  Nazareth. 


These  memories  are  not  out  of  place  at  Loreto; 
and  in  the  interior  of  the  Holy  House  I  united  and 
mingled  them  with  the  memories  I  brought  from 
Rome.  I  do  not  know  whether  I  ought  to  recur  to 
the  latter.  Since  my  letter  of  the  20th  April,  I  have 
had  the  twofold  joy  of  being  received  in  private  audi- 
ence by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  and  of  assisting  at  his 
Mass.  I  admit  that  I  am  still  somewhat  surprised 
at  having  obtained  such  favors,  and  I  should  never 
of  myself  have  entertained  the  idea  of  aspiring  to 
them.  A  simple  pilgrim,  I  felt  bound  to  limit  my 
desires  to  approaching  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  with  the 
other  pilgrims,  and  receiving,  in  the  midst  of  all,  the 
common  blessing.  This  moderation  may  be  all  very 
well  before  one  has  seen  Pius  IX;  but  once  approach 
his  august  person  and  you  will  perhaps  not  be  quite 
so  easily  satisfied.  His  Lordship  the  Bishop  of  Ver- 
sailles, who  is  detained  in  Rome  by  matters  connected 
with  his  diocese,  said  to  me:  "I  go  to  the  Vatican 
every  day;  I  never  weary  of  seeing  the  Pope!" 
This  Is  the  unanimous  feeling.  As  for  myself,  not  be- 
ing entitled  to  visit  the  Vatican  every  day,  I  did  not 
miss  a  single  opportunity  of  presenting  myself.  I 
must  say  that  before  reaching  Rome  I  was  not  aware 
of  the  existence  of  so  powerful  an  attraction. 

One  day  when  coming  down  from  the  roof  of  the 
Vatican  about  noontide,  I  found  the  Pope's  ante- 
chamber open  and  went  in.  One  of  the  servants  of 
the  palace  pointed  out  to  me  that  I  had  no  letter 
of  audience,  that  I  was  not  in  costume,  and  that  he 
must  insist  on  my  leaving.  I  answered  that  I  would 
go  out  when  I  was  sent  out,  but  that  I  would  wait 
until  then,  and  that  as  the  Pope  was  about  to  pass  I 
would  take  my  chance.  Just  then  came  up  Mon- 
sigiior  Pacca,  and  to  him  I  expressed  my  wish.  He 
encouraged  me,  and  gave  me  leave  to  remain.  I  re- 
mained therefore  in  the  antechamber;  there  were  a 
few  other  persons  there,  apparently  poor  people,  serv- 
ants of  Christian  families  who  enjoyed  access  to  the 
halls.  While  their  masters  were  waiting,  the  Pope 
received  their  servants,  listening  patiently  to  each  in 
turn  with  that  amiable  fatherly  manner  which  he 
exhibits  to  all  alike.  While  he  came  slowly  on,  Mgr. 
Pacca  pronounced  my  name.  "  How  is  Veuillot?" 
said  the  Pope  to  me,  heartily  and  eagerly,  stopping  in 
front  of  me  as  he  spoke.  After  my  reply,  his  Holiness 
added:  ''You  will  take  him  my  blessing! " 

I  shall  not  narrate  the  other  little  circumstances  in 
which  I  was  so  fortunate  as  to  receive,  on  account  of 
our  dear  Univers,  marks  of  the  Pope's  kindness.  Not- 
withstanding these  good  graces  of  the  Holy  Father,  I 
still  feared  it  would  be  impertinent  in  a  poor  writer 
like  me,  a  mere  private  individual,  to  seek  to  occupy 
some  moments  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff's  time.  The 
friends  of  the  Univers  would  not,  however,  listen  to 
reason.  His  Eminence  Cardinal  Chigi  and  General 
Kanzler  insisted  that  it  was  proper  and  necessary  to 
ask  for  and  even  to  obtain  a  private  audience. 

To  tell  the  truth,  my  scruples  were  not  very  strong; 
I  allowed  things  to  take  their  course.  But  as  there 
were  many  strangers  in  Rome,  a  delay  of  twelve  or 
fifteen  days  was  spoken  of;  when  of  a  sudden,  at  the 
reception  of  the  Montpellier  pilgrims  at  the  Vatican, 
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Mgr.  Ricci,  as  he  passed  me,  informed  me  that  a 
private  audience  had  been  granted  me  and  was  fixed 
for  the  following  day. 

Must  I  say  that  on  that  following  day,  before  ap- 
proaching the  sacred  person  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus 
Christ — of  him  whom  Benedict,  who  was  a  man  of 
few  words  but  whose  every  word  was  well  said,  called 
the  Vice-God,  I  considered  it  well  to  go  to  confes- 
sion ?  At  the  Vatican  I  found  Monseigneur  the  Bishop 
of  Limoges,  who  had  brought  with  him  a  beautiful 
cup,  a  superb  specimen  of  Limousin  workmanship, — 
the  offering  of  his  diocese  to  the  Peter's  Pence,  con- 
sisting of  sixty-eight  thousand  francs.  After  the 
Prelate  I  was  introduced  into  the  presence  of  the 
Holy  Father.  My  heart  beat  rapidly  while  I  made 
my  way  through  the  passages  and  small  apartments 
filled  with  Prelates  and  noble  Guards,  Camerieri  and 
other  personages,  to  the  Holy  Father's  room,  but  the 
paternal  and  gracious  exclamation  which  greeted  me 
on  entering  the  doorway  banished  my  embarrassment 
completely.  I  fell  at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Father  as 
happy  and  as  much  at  ease  as  a  child  at  its  mother's 
knees.  The  Pope  listened  to  me  and  questioned  me 
as  though  he  had  but  one  child  to  cherish  in  the 
world.  He  smiled  at  my  replies  and  never  let  the 
conversation  flag.  I  cannot  remember  all  he  said. 
He  spoke  of  the  Univers  paternally,  sweetly,  affection- 
ately. He  spoke  again  of  the  editor-in-chief,  to 
whom,  he  said,  smiling,  he  had  given  a  good  scolding 
two  years  ago,  and  concluded  by  exhorting  us  to  be 
firm.  To  tell  the  truth  the  word  firmness  is  con- 
stantly on  the  Holy  Father's  lips.  Amid  the  univer- 
sal falling  away,  Pius  IX  insists  on  the  necessity  and 
duty  of  firmness.  Be  united  and  firm,  is  his  constant 
exhortation  to  Catholics. 

The  Sovereign  Pontiff  questioned  me  on  public 
affairs.  Spain  seemed  to  be  the  subject  of  his  anxiety. 
He  asked  me  as  to  the  effect  produced  in  Rome  by  the 
pilgrims  of  Moutpellier.  His  manner  was  most  amia- 
ble and  gracious,  and  he  never  missed  an  opportu- 
nity or  a  pretext  for  a  laugh The  conversation 

touched  also  on  the  Liberal  Catholics,  and  in  reply  to 
my  remark  that  in  France  men  were  often  Liberal 
Catholics  without  being  aware  of  it,  as  men  were  Jan. 
senists  in  the  seventeenth  century,  the  Pope  said:  "/ 
am  doing  all  I  can,  and  I  have  often  spoken  against  them. " 

Of  his  own  motion,  the  Holy  Father  repeatedly  di- 
rected me  to  carry  his  blessing  to  the  Univers  and  to 
all  its  editors.  I  asked  it  for  my  family,  my  children 
and  their  mother,  and  for  two  poor  parishes  in  which  j 
am  interested.  The  Pope  consented  to  everything  with 
such  good  grace  that  I  could  have  thought  I  was  doing 
him  the  greatest  favor  in  the  world.  I  was  unaware  of 
the  lapse  of  time  while  thus  absorbed  in  quiet  happi. 
ness  at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Father.  The  moments 
seemed  to  fly,  and  I  forgot  my  intention  of  asking  leave 
to  attend  his  Mass  the  following  day.  No  sooner  how- 
ever had  I  left  his  presence  than  I  lamented  aloud  my 
stupidity  and  confided  my  disappointment  to  Cardinal 
Pacca.  The  obliging  Prelate  was  kind  enough  to 
remedy  my  mistake,  and  entering  the  Sovereign  Pon- 
tiffs apartment  shortly  afterwards,  brought  me  the 
permission  I  was  so  eager  for. 


The  Pope  was  then  coming  out  of  his  room,  and  as 
I  was  already  at  home  in  the  customs  of  the  Vatican, 
where  all  Catholics  have  the  freedom  of  the  household 
as  children  in  their  father's  house,  I  followed  the  Holy 
Father  amidst  the  Prelates  and  the  various  officials 
who  accompanied  him.  I  assisted  there  once  again 
at  the  general  audiences.  Nothing  could  be  more 
touching  and  gracious.  The  paternal  character,  the 
sovereign  dignity,  the  saintliness,  the  amiability  of  the 
Pontiff  reveal  themselves  at  his  every  step.  He  passes 
from  one  to  another  of  the  great  halls  of  the  Vatican, 
where  persons  of  all  sorts  arc  awaiting  him :  young  and 
old,  poor  and  rich,  Religious  of  every  garb,  missionaries 
from  all  parts  of  the  world ;  people  come  from  every 
nation,  and  even  at  times  schismatics  and  heretics. 
When  the  Pope  reaches  the  door  of  one  of  the  halls,  all 
kneel  down  and  he  passes  in  front  of  each  one.  He 
touches  and  blesses  the  medals,  crosses  and  beads  pre- 
sented to  him.  He  speaks  to  one  and  another.  He 
listens,  answers  and  smiles  ;  he  is  simple,  he  is  great, 
he  is  august.  .  .  .  Why  is  it,  that  as  he  addresses 
those  fullgrown  men,  or  merely  passes  in  front  of  them, 
their  eyes  fill  up  with  tears?  This  I  have  myself 
witnessed,  and  I  did  not  attend  a  single  audience  at 
the  Vatican  without  being  overcome  by  this  power  of 
the  Pontifical  majesty.  There  is  within  these  walls, 
where  the  Pope  is  a  captive,  a  festival  which  is  re- 
newed day  by  day,  and  by  means  of  which  within  the 
Vatican  the  children  are  brought  into  the  presence  of 
their  father. 

Shall  I  speak  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff's  Mass,  and  of 
my  joy  in  assisting  at  it?  In  addition  to  the  two  Noble 
Guards  in  attendance,  our  party  consisted  of  two 
laymen,  two  Christian  Brothers  and  a  few  priests.  I 
need  not  dwell  on  our  sentiments,  our  devotion,  our  joy. 
It  is  an  unspeakable  privilege  to  be  admitted,  in  union 
with  the  Eucharistic  Victim,  to  mingle  one's  prayer 
thus  closely  with  that  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  to 
offer  up  in  concert  with  the  generous  intentions  of  the 
Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  embrace  the  whole 
Church  one's  personal  and  special  petitions,  and  the 
wants  of  the  soul  and  the  wants  of  the  dear  souls  in 
whom  one  is  interested  by  consanguinity  or  affection; 
souls  faithful  or  wandering,  desolate  or  happy,  weak 
or  even  unworthy,  trampling  under  foot  the  glorious 
privileges  of  their  baptism.  I  do  not  think  I  forgot 
any  of  those  to  whom  I  am  bound  by  ties  of  any  kind. 
May  the  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ  which  has  flown  before 
my  eyes  in  the  hands  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  reach 
them  everyone,  fortify  them,  console  them,  enlighten 
them  and  keep  them.  May  none  of  them  resist,  that 
none  of  them  may  be  confounded  on  the  last  day. 

When  the  Holy  Father  has  given  Communion  and 
finished  his  Mass,  he  retires  to  a  seat  and  pric  dicu  on 
the  Gospel  side.  A  small  table  bearing  a  few  books  is 
placed  near  him.  One  of  the  Chaplains  offers  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  at  the  altar  which  the  Pope  has  just 
left.  Sitting  or  kneeling  during  this  Mass,  Pius  IX 
offers  his  thanksgiving,  reading  and  praying  by  turns. 
I  was  so  placed  as  to  see  him  well.  For  an  instant  the 
Holy  Father  raised  his  eyes  and  stretched  forth  his 
arms  towards  heaven,  then  he  crossed  his  hands  and 
his  head  sank  upon  his  breast.  Of  whom  was  he 
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thinking,  and  what  help  was  he  asking  of  God? 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  Mass  the  Pope  turned  to 
the  few  assistants,  and  as  he  passed  gave  them  his 
blessing.  His  face  exhibited  deep  recollection,  and 
his  eyes  were  half  closed;  never  did  the  majesty  of  his 
stature,  the  nobility  and  benevolence  of  his  counte- 
nance impress  me  so  deeply.  It  was  the  last  time  I  saw 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff;  while  receiving  his  blessing  I 
bade  him  farewell  in  my  heart.  I  was  longing  to  go 
forward  and  kiss  his  feet;  I  did  not  dare;  I  remained 
riveted  in  my  place,  bathed  in  tears.  It  was,  so  to 
speak,  but  an  apparition.  I  soon  left  the  Vatican  to 
visit  St.  Peter's  for  the  last  time,  to  kiss  the  feet  of  the 
Apostle,  kneel  before  his  chair  and  pray  at  the  confes- 
sion. LEON  AUBINEAU. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Seventy-two  Arabs  are  preparing  for  the  priest- 
hood in  Algeria. 

A  street  in  Paris  has  been  named  in  honor  of 

Fr.  Dcguerry,  who  was  killed  by  the  Communists 
in  1870. 

Bishop  Ryan,  of  St.  Louis,  has  been  invited  to 

deliver  the  oration  at  the  O'Connell  centennial  cele- 
bration in  Dublin. 

Prince  Torlonia  has  ordered  the  famous  shrine 

of  Our  Lady  of  Victories  to  be  completely  restored  in 
the  most  costly  manner. 

The  Pope  was  born  a  little  after  midnight,  Sun- 
day, May  13,  1792.  He  received  eight  hundred  tele- 
grams on  his  last  birthday. 

IT  is  said  that  the  German  nuns,  who  will  leave 

their  convents  in  consequence  of  the  new  Prussian 
laws,  will  proceed  to  England. 

The  hopes  entertained  for  the  speedy  recovery 

of  the  illustrious  Father  Burke  seem  to  have  been 
unfounded.  At  last  accounts  he  was  in  a  critical  state. 

More  than  sixty  Irish  Bishops  died  within  the 

fifty  years  of  Archbishop  MacHale's  episcopate,  and 
he  has  been  the  contemporary  of  one  hundred  Irish 
Bishops. 

The  Pope  and  Marshal  MacMahon  have  been 

conducting  a  pleasant  correspondence.  A  letter  from 
the  latter  felicitating  the  Pope  on  his  84th  birthday 
was  answered  in  his  own  hand. 

Bishop  McCloskey,  of  Louisville,  who  has  been 

suffering  for  months  from  a  dangerous  affection  of 
the  eyes,  which  threatens  to  deprive  him  of  sight, 
sailed  for  Europe  last,  week  in  the  hope  of  recovery. 

The  Bombay  Catholic  Examiner  learns  from  its 

German  correspondent  that  of  the  Jesuits  who  have 
been  driven  out  of  Germany  84  have  gone  to  settle 
down  in  Asia,  20  in  Africa,  82  in  North  America,  66  in 
South  America,  and  24  in  Galicia  or  in  Holland. 

The  activity  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  in 

the  South,  especially  in  the  cotton  States,  writes  Rev. 
J.  W.  Lee  to  the  Northern  Advocate,  "has  given  them 
since  the  war  an  increase  of  at  least  seventy  per 
cent,  in  their  church  and  school  work.  They  have, 
by  missions  and  other  means,  converted  scores  of  Prot- 
estants." 


The  Boston  Commercial  Bulletin,  in  an  article 

condemning  reduction  of  teachers'  salaries,  says:  "It  is 
well  known  that  for  the  last  few  years  there  has  been 
a  growing  distrust  in  the  popular  mind  in  regard  to 
the  efficiency  of  our  general  school  system,  and  there 
is  no  denying  that  the  results  have  been  such  as  to 
justify  such  misgivings. 

The  Paulist  Fathers  Bodfish,  Dwyer  and  Brady 

opened  a  Mission  in  St.  Patrick's  Church,  Gold  Hill, 
Nevada,  on  lastjSunday,  and  Fathersp)eshon,|Elliott  and 
Rosecrans  commenced  another  at  Virginia  City,  Nev- 
ada, on  the  same  day.  After  this  Mission,  Fathers 
Bodfish  and  Beshon  will  proceed  to  Central  America* 
and  the  other  Fathers  will  move  homewards  by  way 
of  Salt  Lake  City. 

The  great  organ  at  the  new  Cathedral  of  the 

Holy  Cross  in  Boston  will  contain  live  thousand  two 
hundred  and  fifty-seven  pipes,  comprised  in  eighty- 
three  stops.  Few  European  organs  equal  this  in  size, 
in  completeness  of  equipments,  and  in  the  magnificent 
scale  on  which  it  is  projected.  It  will  excel  all  others 
in  the  number  of  pipes,  having  nearly  two  thousand 
more  pipes  than  the  large  Plymouth  Church  organ  of 
Brooklyn,  and  is  the  largest  ever  built  in  this  country, 

The  city  of  Oran  in  Algiers  is  overlooked  by  a 

mountain  which  rises  four  hundred  yards  above  the 
sea.  At  the  summit  is  a  fortress  called  Santa  Cruz, 
which  was  erected  by  the  Spaniards,  who  always  gave 
their  monuments,  even  military  ones,  sacred  names. 
Santa  Cruz — the  Holy  Cross — well  represented  civiliza- 
tion in  Africa  and  Africa's  hopes.  A  little  above 
the  fortress  is  a  rock  upon  which  is  situated  a  small 
chapel  dedicated  to  our  Lady.  It  was  built  by  Mar- 
shal Pelissier  and  the  people  of  Oran  in  thanksgiving 
for  the  deliverance  of  the  city  from  cholera.  On  the 
top  of  the  dome  is  a  statue  of  Mary  most  holy,  which 
is  the  first  sanctuary  of  our  Lady  on  the  African  coast. 
A  grand  pilgrimage  to  this  shrine  is  being  organized 
for  August  15. — Catholic  Review. 

Under  the  heading  of  "  Roman  Catholic,"  the 

Presbyterian  Banner,  in  a  late  issue,  says: 

"  The  growth  of  Catholicism  in  this  country  is 
something  astonishing.  The  Catholic  Church  in  the 
United  States  probably  numbers  8,000,000  communi- 
cants. The  Catholics  occupy  6,920  stations,  chapels 
and  churches;  they  have  the  service  of  4,873  Priests, 
6  Apostolic  Vicars,  49  Bishops,  9  Archbishops,  and  1 
Cardinal.  They  have  18  theological  seminaries  with 
nearly  1,500  students,  over  2,000  schools  of  all  grades, 
and  more  than  300  asylums  and  hospitals.  There  are 
among  them  different  Orders  of  monks  and  friars,  12 
of  nuns,  8  different  institutions  such  as  Jesuits  and 
Redemptorists,  12  congregations  of  priests  and  broth- 
ers, and  30  sisterhoods." 

The  consecration  of  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Krautbauer 

for  the  diocese  of  Green  Bay  took  place  at  Milwaukee 
on  the  29th  of  June,  the  Feast  of  SS.  Peter  and  Paul. 
Archbishop  Henni  was  consecrator.  The  cathedral 
was  handsomely  decorated  for  the  occasion  and  was 
thronged  with  people.  A  large  number  of  priests  and 
Bishops  were  present,  among  whom  were  Bishops 
Folcy  of  Chicago,  McQuaid  of  .Rochester,  Dvvenger  of 
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Fort  Wayne,  and  Grace  of  St.  Paul.  Very  Rev.  Father 
Haas,  Provincial  of  the  Capuchins,  delivered  a  short 
but  earnest  address  in  German.  Bishop  McQuaid  of 
Rochester  preached  an  eloquent  sermon  in  English. 
Bishop  Krautbauer  was  formerly  a  priest  of  the  dio- 
cese of  Buffalo,  and  for  some  time  was  pastor  of  St. 
Peter's  in  Rochester.  The  diocese  of  Green  Bay  con- 
tains a  large  Catholic  population.  The  new  Bishop  is 
expected  to  arrive  in  that  city  about  the  first  of  July. 

Bishop  Corrigan's  appeal  to  the  clergy  and  laity 

of  Jersey  City  for  the  establishment  of  an  orphan 
asj'lum  in  that  city  has  been  most  generously  re- 
sponded to.  About  $5,000  have  been  subscribed  by  a 
few  wealthy  Catholics.  But  the  most  munificent 
contribution  has  been  made  by  a  gentleman  who  in 
the  spirit  of  true  Christian  charity  positively  forbids 
the  publication  of  his  name.  He  has  purchased  the 
house  and  grounds  hitherto  occupied  as  a  "  Home  for 
the  Friendless"  (a  Protestant  institution),  for  the  sum 
of  $30,000,  and  has  presented  it  to  the  pastor  of  St. 
Michael's  parish,  Rev.  J.  De  Concilio,  to  be  used  as 
an  orphan  asylum.  This  donation  recalls  the  bequest 
of  the  late  Mr.  Boyle,  of  Jersey  City,  who  bequeathed 
property  amounting  to  $40,000  to  be  devoted  after  the 
death  of  his  widow  and  daughter  to  the  support  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  orphans  in  Jersey  City. 

The  London  Tablet,  republishes  a  letter  from 

Very  Rev.  Father  Benoit,  in  reference  to  the  negro 
mission  in  the  United  States,  in  which  he  says: 

"  The  work  promises  to  be  a  most  fruitful  one.  Out 
of  the  four  or  five  millions  of  negroes  in  the  United 
States,  a  number  were  baptized  Catholics,  but  they 
have  been  scattered  and  neglected  to  a  great  extent 
since  their  emancipation.  Many  of  those  who  attend 
Baptist  and  Methodist  chapels  feel  that  something 
more  is  wanting  than  shouting  and  'hollering' in 
order  to  become  good  Christians;  and  they  are 
under  a  vague  impression  that  this  is  to  be  found  in 
the  Catholic  Church.  In  order  to  bring  him  from  his 
present  extravagant  worship  to  the  quiet  practices 
of  the  Catholic  faith,  much  patience  will  be  needed. 
Some  time  ago  one  of  these  strongbuilt  sons  of  Africa 
attended  a  camp  meeting,  and  when  brought  to  a 
boiling  pitch  of  fervor,  he  darted  off  with  his  head 
bent  down,  at  his  fullest  speed  withersoever  the  spirit 
should  take  him.  He  came  in  contact  with  a  mule 
that  was  standing  quietly  on  the  road  side,  and 
knocked  it  clean  over.  In  rushing  onwards,  he  dashed 
against  a  hickory  tree,  which  however,  stood  its 
ground  better  than  the  mule.  So  he  rebounded  back- 
wards. His  skull  was  not  broken,  for  he  was  blessed 
with  a  thick  one,  but  the  stubborn  tree  brought  his 
erratic  devotions  to  an  end." 


New  Publications. 


The  Young  Crusader  for  July  has  its  usual 

complement  of  good  reading  for  young  people. 

The  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 

always  a  welcome  friend,  is  just  received.    It  con- 
tains: I,  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus; 


II,  St.  Febronia;  III,  The  Popes  in  exile;  IV,  The 
Acolyte;  or,  the  Play  of  a  Free  Will ;  V,  Hymn  of 
Reparation,  (poetry);  VI,  Father  Claude  de  la  Co- 
lombifire;  VII,  Princess  Amelia  Gallitzm;  VIII, 
The  School  of  Christ;  IX,  The  Consecration  of  the 
Church  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus ;  X,  General 
Intention;  XI,  Graces  Obtained. 

Those  who  are  devoted  to  the  Sacred  Heart  will 
always  find  pleasure  and  profit  in  reading  the  Mes- 
senger; it  should  have  a  place  in  every  Catholic 
library  and  reading-room,  and  be  found  in  every 
Catholic  household  in  the  land.  Subscription 
$2.10  per  annum.  Rev.  B.  Sestini,  S.  J.,  Editor, 
Woodstock  College,  Howard  Co.,  Md. 

Messrs.  Geo.  Willig  &  Co.,  of  Baltimore,  have 

just  published  a  new  Edition  of  Peters'  Mass  in  D- 
This  Mass  is  familiar  to  everyone.  It  was  origi- 
nally written  for  three  voices,  to  which  an  alto  is 
now  added.  The  price,  contrary  to  custom,  has 
been  reduced  from  $2:00  to  $1.25. 

—We  rejoice  at  the  appearance  of  a  new  Cath- 
olic paper,  The  Central  Catholic,  edited  by  Dr.  J. 
W.  Rogers,  and  published  at  Indianapolis,  Ind. 
The  first  number  reached  us  this  week.  We  heart- 
ily wish  our  new  contemporary  a  long  and  prosper- 
ous career. 

Received  from  Peter  F.  Cunningham  &  Son, 

of  Philadelphia,  "MADAME  DE  LAVALLE'S  BE- 
QUEST :  Counsels  to  Young  Ladies  who  have  Com- 
pleted their  Education."  Translated  from  the 
Fourth  French  Edition  by  a  Sister  of  St.  Joseph. 
A  notice  of  this  excellent  book  will  appear  next 
week. 

Obituary. 

Died,  at  half  past  six,  Wednesday  morning,  the 

16th  instant,  in  the  house  of  St.  Patrick's  community 
of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Sister  MARY 
LADISLAUS  OP  THE  SACRED  HEART. 

On  June  26,  the  Rev.  P.  J.  Brophy,  assistant  pas- 
tor of  the  Church  of  the  Transfiguration,  Mott  st., 
New  York,  died  of  consumption,  at  the  age  of  thirty- 
three.  He  was  born  in  Ireland,  and  coming  to  this 
country  in  his  early  youth,  was  educated  at  Worcester 
College,  Mass.,  under  the  charge  of  the  Jesuits.  Having 
finished  his  course  of  theological  studies  in  St.  Joseph's 
Provincial  Seminary  at  Troy,  he  was  assigned  to  the 
Church  ofthe  Transfiguration  as  his  first  mission, 
about  three  years  ago.  Father  Brophy  was  nniver- 
ally  beloved,  and  was  a  very  promising  preacher,  bring 
more  than  usually  eloquent.  His  mother  and  sister 

were  present  at  his  death. 

Sequiescant  in  pace. 


"  WHO,"  says  St.  Basil,  "  shall  dare  to  call  any 
sin  light?" 


Ave  Maria. 
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Religious  News. 

The  beautiful  ceremony  of  reception  and  pro- 
fession took  place  at  the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of 
Mercy,  Normandy,  Mo.,  June  16th.  Miss  Minnie 
Sheehan,  of  Co.  Cork,  Ireland,  (in  Religion  SISTER 
MARY  ALACOQUE,  received  the  holy  habit;  and  SISTEK 
MART  F.  REGIS  FITZPATRICK),  of  St.  Joseph,  Mo.,  made 
her  holy  profession  and  received  the  black  veil  at  the 
hands  of  Rev.  P.  Tschieder,  8.  J.,  who  preached  an  ap- 
propriate sermon  on  the  occasion.  The  ceremonies 
were  concluded  with  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment and  the  Act  of  Consecration  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  16TU  TO  THE  23RD  DAY  OF  JUNE. 

One  hundred  and  thirty-two  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  two  hundred  and  seventy-one 
new  members  have  been  admitted;  prayers  for  recov- 
ery of  health  have  been  requested  by  one  hundred  and 
five  individuals  and  two  families;  conversion  has 
been  asked  for  twenty-nine  individuals  and  six  fam- 
ilies; special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  twenty- 
eight  individuals,  nine  families,  three  communities, 
one  school  and  one  asylum. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Dear  Father:  By  the  use  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes  the  most  wonderful  cures  are  effected.  A 
lady  living  about  nine  squares  from  us  has  a  little  boy 
about  nine  years  old  who  was  completely  paralyzed ; 
he  could  not  move  or  stand.  I  saw  him  two  or  three 
times;  you  would  pity  his  poor  mother;  she  was  so 
distressed  at  seeing  him  so  afflicted;  but  she  had  great 
faith.  She  said  that  something  told  her  that  our 
Blessed  Mother  would  cure  her  afflicted  little  boy. 
The  child  would  kiss  a  medal  of  our  Blessed  Mother 
that  was  suspended  from  his  neck,  and  would  say, '  I 
know  our  Blessed  Mother  will  cure  me.'  Well,  Sister 

M.  I gave  his  mother  two  vials  of  the  water  of 

Lourdes;  she  made  three  novenas,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  third  novena  sure  enough  the  child  was  cured. 
He  is  now  as  nimble  as  if  he  were  never  afflicted.  I 
could  tell  you  about  a  dozen  more  if  I  had  space."  .... 
"  Please  say  one  Mass  of  thanksgiving  in  honor  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  I  am  now  as  well  as  ever, 

thank  God." "A  year  ago  I  sent  for  some  water  of 

Lourdes.  I  had  a  very  sore  foot.  I  made  a  novena, 
used  the  water,  and  my  foot  is  now  as  well  as  ever. 
Last  winter  I  gave  some  to  a  Protestant  lady  who  had 
cramps  in  the  stomach;  it  cured  her  immediately; 
she  has  not  had  them  since."  ....  "A  gentleman  called 
in  yesterday  full  of  gratitude  for  remarkable  relief 
given  to  his  child  by  a  little  of  the  water  of  Lourdes 
I  had  given  him.  The  partial  cure,  it  appears,  very 
much  astonished  the  doctors  who  were  in  attendance." 
....  "One  year  ago  I  recommended  some  intentions 
to  the  Society  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
and  they  have  been  all  granted,  for  which  I  thank 
our  sweet  Lady." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  per- 
sons: MRS.  SCHREIBER  of  Hale,  Iowa,  who  died  on  the 
31st  of  May,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church. 
MRS.  FOY,  of  Cumberland,  Md. ;  MESSRS.  JOHN  and 
JOSEPH  DOLAN,  of  Parkcrsburg,  W.  Va.;  MR.  ANDREW 
FOYLE,  of  Herrickville  Pa.;  Miss  SARAH  CARRIGAN; 
MESSRS.  PATRICK,  WILLIAM,  JOHN,  THOMAS  and  WILL- 
IAM KEARNEY  Junior,  also  Miss  LUCY  KEARNEY,  all 
of  Woonsocket,  R.  I. ;  Mr.  MARTIN  ROACH,  of  Toronto, 
Canada;  CHARLES  McCoY,  of  Freeport,  111.;  WILLIAM 


J.  DOOLY,  an  innocent  and  pious  youth,  who  died  an 
edifying  death,  Nov. 20th,  1874. 
May  they  rest  in  peace . 

A.  GRANGER,  C.S.  C.,  Director. 


For  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

Rev.  F.  Delbaere,  Archbald,  Ohio $    50 

Miss  Annie  McBride,  Philadelphia,  Pa 1  00 

Mrs.  B.  L.  Bateman,                            " 100 

Job  B.  A.  Masse,  Esq.,  Green  Bay,  Wis., 5  00 

J.  Cummnings,  South  Bend,Ind., 5  00 

E.  Schwanz, 5  00 

J.  O.  Keefe, 5  00 

J.  W.  Treanor,  South  Bend,  Ind., 5  00 


For  the  Tabernacle. 

Joseph  F .  Fleury,  Columbus,  Ohio $10  00 

Mrs.  Dr.  Moran,  Springfield,  111 10  00 


For  the  Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes. 

Miss  Mary  Bastard....     $200  00,  gold 


The  Sign  of  the  Cross. 

The  most  beautiful  of  all  prayers  is  the  first  one 
which  children  learn  when  they  are  taught  to  bless 
themselves.  In  all  that  you  may  know  in  after- 
years,  when  you  grow  men  and  women,  you  will 
never  find  anything  grander,  more  devotional  or 
more  pleasing  to  God  than  the  sign  you  were  taught 
to  make  or  the  words  you  were  told  to  say  when 
you  were  "  wee  "  little  children  at  your  mother's 
knee. 

Think  of  what  the  sign  itself  means.  The  Cross 
should  bring  to  our  minds  the  picture  of  our  dear 
Lord,  covered  with  wounds  from  which  the  red 
Blood  is  flowing,  on  His  head  a  crown  of  sharp 
thorns  which  are  pushed  into  His  Sacred  Flesh  by 
the  cruel  Jews ;  His  pale,  sad  face — His  parched 
lips  which  are  moving  in  prayer  for  His  enemies 
— His  hands  and  feet  torn  with  large  nails,  and  a 
Jew  piercing  His  side  with  a  lance.  A  great 
crowd  of  people  are  gathered  around  Him,  shout- 
ing and  mocking  Him,  and  some  even  are  spitting 
at  Him.  There  are  only  four  friends  standing  at 
the  foot  of  the  Cross.  Every  sound  from  the  crowd 
caused  a  shudder  to  pass  through  the  four  friends. 
Imagine  how  their  hearts  ached  when  they  saw  the 
Blood,  drop  by  drop,  forming  into  a  little  stream 
which  flows  down  the  hillside.  Is  it  not  terrible! 
How  much  our  dear  Lord  is  suffering,  and  for 
whom?  For  us,  dear  children.  How  He  must 
have  loved  us  !  Would  any  of  you,  little  boys  or 
girls,  if  you  had  been  there,  have  placed  one  of 
those  thorns  in  His  Sacred  Head?  Wo\xld  you 
have  spit  upon  Him?  Would  you  have  struck 
Him  ?  "  No,  no !"  I  hear  you  say.  But,  dear  chil- 
dren, every  time  you  disobey  your  parents  or  teach- 
ers, every  time  you  tell  a  lie,  or  swear,  or  call  each 
other  names,  or  commit  any  sin,  you  hurt  our  dear 
Lord  more  than  the  Jews  did  when  they  crowned 
Him  with  thorns  and  rjierced  His  Sacred  Heart 
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with  a  lance.  If  you  were  there,  where  would  you 
have  stood?  With  the  noisy  crowd  of  enemies,  or 
with  the  four  sad,  weeping  friends?  Again  I  can 
hear  you  say :  "  With  the  four  friends."  Where  are 
you  standing  now,  dear  children  ?  When  you  are 
playing  and  associating  with  children  who  lie,  and 
steal,  and  swear,  and  play  truant,  you  are  with  the 
noisy  crowd  of  enemies';  but  when  you  are  with 
children  who  are  truthful,  honest  and  obedient, 
who  go  to  confession  often,  and  never  miss  Mass  on 
Sundays  and  holydays,  you  are  with  the  four  who 
stood  by  our  Blessed  Lord  to  the  last. 

These  are  a  few  of  the  many  things  which  the 
Sign  of  the  Cross  ought  to  suggest  to  our  minds. 

Then  the  word  you  say,  when  touchinir  the 
forehead:  "Fcither. "  How  fitting  to  say  Father, 
then — the  Head,  the  Creator.  Placing  the  hand 
over  the  heart,  we  pronounce  the  Son.  He  gave 
us  His  heart,  whole  and  entire.  Not  one  drop  of 
blood  did  He  keep  back.  Give  Him  your  heart 
every  time  you  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross.  When 
we  touch  the  shoulders  we  say  the  Holy  Ghost. 
The  shoulders  bear  our  burdens  of  the  body  in 
great  part,  they  contain  our  great  strength.  If  He 
was  not  with  us  we  would  soon  fall  into  sin. 

I  do  not  think  all  you,  children,  can  understand 
all  this,  but  you  will  some  time.  You  will  learn 
that  the  Church  directs  the  exact  manner  in 
which  we  ought  to  bless  ourselves,  and  Her  rea- 
sons for  so  ordering  are  beautiful,  and  wise,  and 
grand  beyond  our  comprehension. 

I  have  not  intended  to  tell  you  how  to  bless 
yourself.  You  can  learn  that  in  your  little  Cat- 
echisms. Sometime  I  will  tell  you  something 
about  the  last  word  you  say :  "  Amen. " 

If  I  have  said  anything  which  will  cause  you, 
children,  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  slowly,  and 
with  great  reverence  and  devotion,  I  will  have  suc- 
ceeded in  my  desires. — A.  M. 


Our  New  Cardinal. 

I  suppose  every  Catholic  boy  and  girl  in  the 
United  States  has  heard  that  our  Holy  Father,  Pius 
the  Ninth,  has  bestowed  the  dignity  of  Cardinal 
upon  oiir  beloved  Archbishop  of  New  York. 

And  now  we  have  an  American  Cardinal!  A 
Cardinal  among  us!  In  past  ages  of  the  Church 
the  Cardinals  have  always  lived  in  Rome,  but  in 
these  latter  years  there  have  been  some  exceptions 
to  the  rule,  and  among  them  our  own  Cardinal- 
Archbishop. 

But  what  does  it  all  mean?  you  may  ask. 
What  is  a  Cardinal?  The  word  Cardinal  is  de- 
rived from  the  Latin  word  cardo — a  hinge;  the 
Cardinals  being,  so  to  speak,  the  hinges  where- 
upon rest  the  gates  of  the  Church.  They  rank 
next  to  the  Holy  Father,  and  share  with  him  the 
burden  of  the  care  of  the  Church.  Their  number 
was  fixed  by  Paul  IV,  in  1556,  at  seventy;  and 
Sixtus  V,  decreed  that,  as  seventy  was  the  number 
of  the  elders  in  Israel  and  also  of  the  first  disci- 
ples of  our  Lord,  it  should  remain  at  that  stand- 
ard. These  seventy  Cardinals,  called  the  College 
of  Cardinals,  or  the  Sacred  College,  on  the  death 
of  the  reigning  Pontiff  elect  his  successor. 

St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  of  New  York,  was  the 
scene  of  the  grand  ceremony  of  conferring  the  red 
beretta  upon  our  Cardinal-ArchBishop.  Many 
hundreds  of  priests,  and  many  Bishops,  assisted 


on  the  occasion;  and  those  who  had  the  happi- 
ness to  be  present  will  not  soon  forget  the  solemn 
and  imposing  ceremonies,  the  beautiful  music, 
the  rich  adornments  of  the  church,  the  crowd  of 
the  faithful,  and  last,  but  not  least,  the  words  of 
our  beloved  Cardinal. 

Indeed,  some  of  his  closing  words  will  give  you, 
perhaps,  a  better  idea  of  the  whole  subject  and 
occasion  than  anything  else  that  could  be  written ; 
so  with  them  I  will  close  this  little  account, 
begging  you  all,  young  Catholics  of  America,  to 
pray  most  fervently  that  God  would  give  health 
and  strength  and  length  of  days  to  our  first  and 
most-beloved  Cardinal,  His  Eminence  Cardinal- 
Archbishop  McCloskey.  The  following  is  from 
the  Cardinal's  address  to  Archbishop  Bayley: 

"  If  I  should  regard  only  myself,  all  this  would 
seem  enough  to  overwhelm  me;  yet  I  find  in  the 
very  thought  new  motives  of  encouragement  when 
I  reflect  that,  not  to  my  poor  merits,"but  to  those 
of  this  young,  yet  already  vigorous  and  most 
flourishing  Catholic  Church  of  America,  has  this 
honor  been  given  by  the  Supreme  Pontiff,  who 
has  judged  her  to  be  most  worthy  of  it.  Nor  am 
I  unaware  that  when  the  Holy  Father  determined 
to  confer  upon  me  this  honor  he  had  regard  to 
the  dignity  of  this  See  of  New  York,  to  the  merits 
and  devotion  of  its  venerable  clergy  and  its  most 
numerous  laity,  and  that  he  desired  even  to  honor 
the  eminent  rank  of  this  great  city,  and  the  glori 
ous  American  nation. 

"  It  would  therefore  have  been  the  act  not  so 
much  of  a  modest  as  of  a  cowardly  spirit  to  refuse 
my  head  to  the  honor  and  my  shoulders  to  the 
burden.  I  accept,  therefore,  the  honor;  I  shall 
not  shun  the  burden ;  and  the  gratitude  which  I 
feel,  and  the  thanks  that  are  due  to  our  much-be- 
loved and  glorious  Pontiff  and  father,  and  which 
I  have  already  made  haste  to  express  to  him,  I 
would  now  again  express  for  myself,  because  of 
his  fatherly  kindness  for  his  cherished  clergy  and 
people,  for  the  Catholic  Church  of  America,  for 
my  city,  for  my  country. 

"  May  this  most  happy  day,  on  which  Christ's 
Vicar  on  earth,  by  this  new  honor,  has  associated 
the  American  Church  with  the  noblest  and  most 
ancient  of  the  world,  be  held  in  grateful  remem- 
brance for  centuries  to  come!  May  all  this  con- 
tribute to  bring  new  happiness  and  blessing  to 
this  See  of  New  York,  to  this  clergy  and  people, 
to  this  American  Church,  to  this  great  city,  and  to 
the  whole  of  our  beloved  country !  May  what  has 
been  done  here  to-day  redound  to  the  increase  of 
piety  and  religion,  and  may  it  ever  more  and  more 
bind  the  hearts  of  all  of  us  in  bonds  of  love  and 
reverence  to  that  one  shepherd  to  whom  Christ 
Himself  has  committed  the  feeding  of  the  whole 
of  His  flock! 

"  And  now  I  pray  that  Christ  would  grant — and 
do  you,  brethren,  ask  this  for  me  in  your  pray- 
ers— that  during  my  earthly  pilgrimage  I  may 
so  wear  the  honor  and  so  bear  the  burden  that, 
when  I  shall  stand  before  His  tribunal,  where  not 
the  honors  conferred  but  the  burdens  borne  for 
His  sake  alone  have  any  value,  I  may  be  found 
His  disciple,  to  whom  be  all  honor  and  glory  for 
ever  and  ever!" — The  Young  Catholic. 


VIXCE  TEIPSUM — Conquer  thyself.— St.  Francis 
Xamer. 


THE 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Among  the  shrines  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in 
France  which  have  become  renowned  quite  re- 
cently, that  of  Issondun,  situated  in  the  very  centre 
of  France,  may  be  reckoned  as  among  the  fore- 
most. Not  long  ago,  this  city,  the  capital  of  the  De- 
partment of  Indre,  with  13,000  inhabitants,  had  at- 
tracted but  little  attention,  although  it  was  not 
devoid  of  charming  views,  being  situated  near 
beautiful  vineyards  and  having  preserved  some 
remnants  of  mediaeval  fortifications  and  other 
structures.  Among  these  latter  was  an  ancient 
parish  church  built  in  the  13lh  century.  But  these 
were  not  sufficient  attractions  to  induce  the  traveller 
swiftly  journeying  on  the  great  trunk  lines  of  rail- 
way from  Paris  to  Perigneur  and  Toulouse  to  stop 
over  at  Issouduu.  A  passing  glance  at  the  ancient 
walls  of  the  city  was  perhaps  all  the  notice  vouch- 
safed it. 

But  to-day  quite  a'change  has  taken  place.  Is- 
soudun  has  become  of  world-wide  renown,  and 
crowded  trains  now  carry  thousands  of  pilgrims  to 
that  place  formerly  so  obscure  and  unnoticed.  It 
has  become  a  shrine  of  wonderful  attraction  for 
the  faithful;  and  far  beyond  the  frontiers  of  la 
belle  France  are  heard  the  consoling  tidings  of 
miracles  and  favors  obtained  within  the  walls  of  the 
now  rejuvenated  city  of  Issoudun. 

Under  the  sweet  and  endearing  title  of  "Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart"  our  Blessed  Lady's 
Festival  has  been  celebrated  there  since  the  12th 
of  September,  1855,  in  close  connection  with  the 
worship  of  the  Divine  Heart.  On  the  very  spot 
where,  that  year,  an  abandoned  barn  and  a  little 
stable  had  been  converted  into  a  chapel, — the  cra- 
dle, in  a  manner,  of  the  new  devotion, — there  now 
stands  one  of  the  most  gorgeous  structures  in 
France — a  magnificent,  lofty  and  beautiful  edifice, 
typifying  as  it  were  the  riches  and  grandeur  of  the 
Divine  Heart  united  to  the  grace  and  loveliness  of 


the  Immaculate  Heart  of  the  Virgin  Mother.  This 
new  church  was  solemnly  dedicated  in  the  year 
18G9,  in  the  presence  of  thirteen  Archbishops  and 
Bishops  and  not  less  than  seven  hundred  priests. 
The  number  of  pilgrims  present  on  that  occasion 
was  estimated  at  more  than  20,000. 

The  work  of  Issoudun  cannot,  like  other  shrines, 
trace  its  origin  from  any  of  the  marvellous  visible 
or  exterior  favors  which  have  caused  the  fame  of 
so  many  other  pilgrimages  in  France — of  any  mir- 
aculous apparition  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  like  La 
Salette,  Lourdes  and  Pontmain.  No  miraculous 
fountain  sparkles  from  the  rock,  nor  have  the 
founders  of  this  new  devotion  been  favored  with 
visible  and  consoling  revelations  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  as  was  the  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  Ala- 
coque;  yet,  despite  all  this,  everything  connected 
with  the  foundation  and  extension  of  the  devotion 
to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  bears  the  unmis- 
takable stamp  of  a  truly  marvellous  and  divine 
origin. 

Two  young  gentlemen  having  renounced  the 
world  to  consecrate  themselves  entirely  to  God, 
prepared  themselves  for  Holy  Orders  in  the  Grand 
Seminary  of  Bourges  from  the  year  1847  to  1850. 
Before  they  had  even  become  acquainted  with  each 
other,  these  young  men  felt  a  mutual  attraction, 
and  in  both  souls  one  and  the  same  plan  was  ri- 
pening. Each  had  had  the  same  idea  of  becom- 
ing after  his  ordination  the  founder  of  an  associa- 
tion of  priests  who  would  labor  for  the  salvation 
of  souls  under  the  special  protection  and  invoca- 
tion of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  but  after  their  ac- 
quaintance each  considered  the  other  as  best 
adapted  to  carry  out  such  a  work.  In  this  way 
things  went  on  during  the  years  of  their  theolog- 
ical studies,  neither  of  them  being  aware  of  the 
thoughts  of  the  other,  each  keeping  the  secret 
locked  within  his  own  breast. 

After  some  time  it  seemed  to  be  the  design  of 
Providence  that  they  should  be  separated,  for  one 
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soon  afterwards  found  an  appointment  in  the 
diocese  of  Bourges,  while  his  friend  went  to  com- 
plete liis  studies  in  Paris.  They  seemed  to  have 
quite  forgotten  the  town  of  Issoudun,  which  was  the 
place  each  had,  unknown  to  the  other,  fixed  upon 
in  his  mind  for  the  carrying  out  of  his  design, 
until  by  a  singular  coincidence  and,  without  their 
previous  knowledge  or  co-operation,  they  met  at 
Issoudun,  where  they  had  been  appointed  cu- 
rates to  the  resident  parish  priest.  They  were 
overjoyed  at  meeting,  and  it  was  only  then  that 
they  revealed  one  to  another  the  mystery  that  had 
so  long  lain  buried  under  the  seal  of  a  sacred 
silence. 

The  religious  condition  of  the  inhabitants  of  Is- 
soudun at  this  time  was  most  deplorable.  The 
most  complete  indifference  everywhere  reigned, 
and  the  venerable  pastor  of  the  place  was  left 
almost  without  any  congregation  at  all.  Often 
had  he  prayed  and  wept,  alone,  in  his  beautiful 
church,  like  the  well-known  and  celebrated  pastor 
of  another  abandoned  church  that  was  destined 
afterwards  to  become  a  far-famed  fountain  of 
grace — the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Victories,  at 
Paris,  now  the  mother  church  of  the  Archconfra- 
ternity  of  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary. 

The  good  pastor  of  Issoudun  had  done  all  in  his 
power  to  revive  the  sentiments  of  faith  almost  ex- 
tinct in  the  hearts  of  his  parishioners.  He  might 
be  often  seen  in  the  thoroughfares  of  the  city,  hab- 
ited in  surplice  and  biretta,  visiting  the  sick  and 
the  poor  of  his  flock,  a  visible  reminder  to  the 
people  that  they  had  a  pastor  who  took  an  interest 
in  their  eternal  welfare  and  wished  to  assist 
them  to  save  their  souls.  But  all  seemed  unavail- 
ing. Without  any  sign  of  hostility  or  malice,  the 
people  nevertheless  remained  cold,  indifferent  and 
inattentive.  Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  when  the 
two  fervent  young  priests  entered  upon  their  la- 
bors in  this  desolate  portion  of  our  Lord's  vine- 
yard. Both  were  ready  for  active  work,  and  not 
in  the  spirit  of  mere  hirelings,  but  rather  like  du- 
tiful children  willing  to  do  their  best  to  improve 
the  condition  of  their  father's  estate.  In  this 
spirit  they  commenced  their  labors,  full  of  confi- 
dence in  the  assistance  of  God,  from  whom  they 
had  individually  received  such  an  unmistakable 
sign  that  they  were  to  labor  in  honor  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 

The  church  had  just  been  opened  on  the  eve  of 
the  proclamation  of  the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  1854,  and  they  placed  their  vows  in 
the  hands  of  the  Immaculate  Virgin,  after  having 
made  a  novena  in  honor  of  this  mystery;  and  on 
the  very  day  of  the  Festival  they  received  a  new 
token  that  their  work  was  pleasing  to  Almighty 
God,  by  receiving  from  an  unknown  benefactor  the 


sum  of  20,000  francs  for  the  carrying  out  of  some 
good  work.  Xo  oue  could  feel  greater  joy  than 
was  now  experienced  by  the  two  new  Missionaries 
of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

But  they  had  to  encounter  all  the  obstacles  that 
it  takes  courageous  souls  to  overcome.  It  appears 
that  difficulties  of  every  kind  were  constantly  pre- 
senting themselves,  and  changing  with  new  encour- 
agements. For  a  long  time  their  legitimate  supe- 
riors could  not  be  induced  to  approve  the  constitu- 
tions of  the  new  Congregation.  But  a  pilgrimage  of 
one  of  the  founders  to  Paray-le-Monial  thoroughly 
convinced  him  that  their  undertaking  was  the  ex- 
press will  of  the  Divine  Heart,  and  the  missiona- 
ries received  no  little  comfort  from  the  assurance 
of  the  saintly  Cure  of  Ars,  whom  they  had  con- 
sulted, and  who  in  the  last  days  of  his  marvellous 
life  prophesied  the  final  success  of  the  work  at 
Issoudun. 

The  joyful  12th  of  September,  1855,  had  at  length 
arrived — the  day  on  which  the  two  priests  had 
the  consolation  to  witness  the  dedication  of  their 
little  chapel  by  the  delegates  of  the  Bishop  of 
Bourges  and  the  approval  of  their  pious  undertak- 
ing. The  face  of  Issoudun  became  renewed ;  not 
that  any  immediate  ostensible  signs  or  miracles 
were  as  yet  vouchsafed  them,  though  they  should 
not  be  wanting  in  time  to  come — but  the  conver- 
sion of  the  people  was  in  itself  a  great  miracle. 
The  number  of  worshippers  in  the  little  chapel 
was  daily  increasing,  and  the  parish  church, 
formerly  so  deserted,  was  again  becoming  crowded, 
so  much  so  that  the  good  old  pastor  was  obliged 
to  resign  his  charge,  feeling  himself  no  longer 
able  to  meet  its  daily  increasing  demands. 

The  religious  movement  was  steadily  progress- 
ing, and  working  its  way  into  more  extended  cir- 
cles. People  prayed  with  wonderful  confidence 
in  this  new  Bethlehem,  and  the  consoling  and  hid- 
den miracles  within  the  depths  of  the  human  heart 
were  repeating  themselves  at  every  hour  of  the 
day.  The  trials  which  the  missionaries  had  here- 
after to  encounter  only  served  to  increase  their  con- 
fidence and  encourage  them  to  loftier  aims. 

One  night  a  portion  of  the  chapel  had  fallen ; 
the  damage  was  soon  repaired,  but  shortly  after- 
wards its  use  was  entirely  prohibited,  it  having 
become  out  of  repair  and  dangerous.  This  sug- 
gested to  the  Missionaries  the  idea  of  building 
the  magnificent  basilica  which  is  now  the  greatest 
ornament  that  Issoudun  can  boast,  and  to-day  we 
see  the  work  inaugurated  at  Issoudun  propagated 
over  the  whole  Catholic  universe.  Pope  Pius  IX 
approved  the  Congregation  of  the  Missionaries  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  and  raised  the  Confraternity  they 
had  founded  to  the  rank  of  an  Archconfraternity, 
of  which  His  Holiness  himself  became  a  member. 


Maria. 
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Numerous  ecclesiastics  joined  the  movement, 
and  the  lay  members  are  counted  by  millions. 
As  the  Missionaries  were  pondering  under  what 
title  they  should  invoke  the  Blessed  Virgin,  under 
whose  especial  patronage  they  had  begun  their 
work,  it  was  their  desire  that  this  new  title  should 
signify  the  Mother's  influence  with  her  Divine 
Son,  and  thus  from  the  fulness  of  their  loving 
hearts  the  simple  and  yet  deeply  significant  'one 
burst  from  their  lips: 

"OuR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART." 
Many  of  our  readers  have  seen  the  beautiful  pic- 
ture of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  &fac  simile 
of  the  magnificent  statue  at  Issoudun  which  the 
Holy  Father  himself  deputed  the  Archbishop  to 
crown.  It  is  a  type  of  the  twofold  mystery  as  it  is 
venerated  at  Issoudun.  Mary  with  the  Divine 
Child  standing  before  her,  He  pointing  with  one 
hand  to  His  Heart  and  with  the  other  to  His  Im- 
maculate Mother. 

The  spirit  of  this  new  devotion,  carefully  exam- 
ined and  solemnly  approved  by  Holy  Church,  is 
the  twofold  aspiration  of  the  most  tender  confi- 
dence in  the  Divine  Heart  of  Jesus  in  union  with 
the  maternal  Heart  of  Mary. 


The  Precious  Blood. 

Over  the  world,  in  seven  streams  of  light, 

It  floweth,  making  bright 
All  human  life;  each  earthly  joy  and  woe 

Its  influence  doth  know. 
Baptismal  drops,  poured  on  the  baby  brow, 

That  cleanseth  white  as  snow 
The  tarnished  soul,  are  symbols  of  the  flood 

Of  Jesus'  Precious  Blood. 
They  know  perfect  confirming  grace  alone 

Whom  Jesus'  Blood  hath  won. 
In  the  great  Sacrament  which  holds  all  good, 

— Our  spiritual  food — 
We  see,  with  loving  faith,  not  bread  and  wine 

But  Flesh  and  Blood  Divine. 
We  kneel  with  contrite  heart,  and  low  bowed 
head, 

While  reverently  arc  said 
The  pardoning  words  our  guilty  souls  to  lave 

Clean  in  the  crimson  wave. 
Tenderly  to  His  dying  creatures'  side 

Comes  Jesus  Crucified, 
And  from  His  streaming  wounds  distils  a  balm 

All  pains  and  fears  to  calm. 
That  He  may  pour  the  precious  treasure  forth 

More  freely  o'er  the  earth, 
He  His  anointed  ones  hath  set  apart, 

Faithful  and  pure  in  heart; 
While  wedded  life  is  sweet  and  sanctified 

For  sake  of  Him  who  died, 
And  gave  the  virtue  of  His  Blood  divine 

To  sacramental  sign. 


Oh,  fountain  of  all  light,  and  strength,  and  grace, 

To  Adam's  guilty  race! 
All  treasures  of  the  earth  would  not  suffice 

To  count  Thy  least  drop's  price, 
Yet  Jesus  with  a  love  too  prodigal 

For  us  hath  shed  It  all. 

B.  V.  R. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  IX.— [CONTINUED.] 
Sybil  often  hoped  that  the  confidence  into  which 
Natalie  had  been  surprised  by  the  picture  of  the 
Mater  Dolorosa  would  be  resumed ;  but  it  was  not. 
She  neither  invited  nor  repelled  Sybil's  friendly  ad- 
vances; her  surface-life  was  so  calm  and  cold  that 
the  girl  almost  fancied  the  scene  of  last  week  to 
be  a  dream  of  her  imagination.  She  could  not 
understand  how  the  hungry,  desperate  soul  is 
sometimes  forced  by  nature  to  cry  out,  then  rush 
back  to  hide  itself  in  its  impenetrable  cells,  where 
no  chink  lets  in  the  light.  Finding  how  it  was, 
there  was  nothing  that  Sybil  could  do  except  to 
implore  for  her  the  protection  and  assistance  of  Our 
Blessed  Lady  of  Perpetual  Succor,  that  by  her 
remembrance  of  her  Divine  Son's  bitter  Passion 
and  her  tender  compassion  for  the  souls  He  bought 
with  an  infinite  price,  this  His  creature  might  be 
brought  out  of  darkness  into  the  light  of  truth. 
Somehow,  at  times,  a  feeling  of  awful  responsibil- 
ity grew  upon  her  for  Natalie,  which  was  shad- 
owed in  her  sweet  face,  whenever  it  asserted  itself, 
by  a  grave,  introverted  expression,  the  reflection 
of  an  unuttered  prayer  that  breathed  a  spirit  of 
sacrifice  and  earnest  desire  for  the  end  so  hoped 
for.  "  How  gladly  would  I  give  my  life  if  it  would 
avail  for  her  conversion!" — were  the  words  that 
would  have  shaped  it,  had  she  given  it  speech. 
For  it  seemed  so  monstrous  and  terrible  a  thing  to 
Sybil  for  a  being  of  God's  creation  to  doubt  His 
existence,  to  trample  on  the  tremendous  price  that 
its  salvation  cost,  and  lift  up  its  head  in  proud  re- 
volt against  the  infinite  majesty  of  the  Deity,  that 
the  idea  gave  her  unrest,  and  even  made  her  dreana 
of  frightful  things — dreams  from  which  she  only 
awoke  in  time  to  be  saved  from  impending  horrors 
in  her  wild  attempts  to  save  Natalie.  She  could 
not  combat  error  by  argument;  she  was  neither 
learned  enough  in  theology  or  ethics  to  strive 
with  an  intellect  far  higher  than  her  own,  even 
could  she  have  penetrated  the  icy  armor  of  the 
woman's  nature ;  but  she  could  pray,  she  could 
offer  her  Communions,  she  could  say  her  rosary 
daily  for  her,  and  was  not  God's  grace  far  beyond 
all  human  experience  and  knowledge?  Did  He 
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not  sometimes  make  use  of  the  small  ami  despised 
things  of  the  earth  to  work  out  His  grand  purposes  ? 
Had  He  not  said  that  "  faith  not  greater  than  a 
grain  of  inustard-seed  could  remove  mountains"? 
Why  then  need  she  ever  lose  courage  when  God's 
almighty  promises  gave  certain  hope!  And  thus, 
•with  childlike  simplicity,  she  was  content  to 
watch  and  wait  His  holy  will.  These  were  some 
of  the  many  thoughts  that  came  to  Sybil  in  the 
quiet  of  her  own  room,  when  all  distractions  were 
shut  out ;  that  pervaded  her  intentions  at  Mass,  for 
during  this  interlude  of  almost  absolute  freedom 
from  the  usual  conventional  regulations  of  the 
house,  she  went  every  morning  to  the  "children's 
Mass"  at  St.  Mark's;  and  entered  with  strong  de- 
sire into  the  purpose  of  her  Communions,  that 
were  ever  present  in  her  ordinary  acts  of  piety, 
more  fervently,  perhaps,  in  that  of  the  rosary  than 
any  other. 

And  now,  as  if  to  add  to  Sybil's  happiness,  her 
father  was  getting  acquainted  with  her.  She  had, 
lately,  on  two  or  three  occasions  when  they  hap- 
pened  to  be  alone  together,  on  looking  up  suddenly 
found  him  watching  her  with  a  kindly  and  tender 
expression  in  his  usually  cold  gray  eyes  that  made 
her  heart  leap,  and  once  she  had  surprised  him  into 
a  pleasant  chat  which  he  appeared  to  enjoy  for  a 
few  moments;  then  remembering  something,  the 
cold  mask  was  again  put  on,  and  he  retired  to  his 
library,  or  went  away  to  his  business  in  his  usual 
abrupt  way.  She  stole  in  one  or  two  mornings, 
meaning  to  breakfast  with  him,  if  he  did  not  re- 
pulse her — spread  his  newspaper  out  to  dry — a 
thing  that  Peter  frequently  neglected  to  do — and 
placed  a  flower  or  two  upon  his  plate,  knowing 
his  love  for  them;  then  with  some  scraps  of  her 
Christmas  sewing  on  her  lap,  pretending  to  be 
very  busy,  she  sat  by  the  fireside,  glowing  in  her 
fresh  young  loveliness,  to  await  him.  At  first  it 
was  a  shock  to  Mr.  Weston  to  find  her  there :  his 
heart  gave  a  great  throb,  for  it  brought  so  vividly 
before  him  some  of  the  bright  pictures  of  his  brief 
happy  past;  but  he  only  said,  in  answer  to  her 
timid  "  Good  morning  " :  "  Is  not  this  too  early  for 
you,  Sybil  ? " 

"I  have  been  accustomed  to  early  rising  all  my 
life,  papa;  and  if  I  may — if  you  will  allow  me — 
I  would  so  like  to  give  you  your  coffee  every 
morning." 

He  did  not  say  no,  but  drew  on  his  boots  that 
Peter  brought  in,  and  glanced  over  the  paper 
while  breakfast  was  being  placed  upon  the  table. 
He  did  not  cast  aside  the  flowers  upon  his  plate, 
but  held  them  up,  inhaled  their  fragrance,  and 
ended  by  fastening  them  in  his  buttonhole.  Then 
Sybil  poured  out  his  coffee,  while  he,  unaccus- 
tomed to  small  delicate  attentions,  felt  as  awk- 


ward as  a  schoolboy,  although  they  were  offered 
by  his  own  daughter. 

"  Sugar  and  cream,  papa  ? " 

"  One  small  lump,  and  very  little  cream,"  he  an- 
swered, briefly,  as  he  ran  his  eye  over  the  stock 
report  in  the  paper,  which  he  had  not  yet  laid 
down. 

"Now,  papa,  is  it  made  to  suit  you?  I  will  not 
have  to  ask  you  again  if  it  does,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  it  is  very  nice;  thanks! "  he  replied,  after 
a  sip  of  the  hot  coffee.  Then  he  ate  his  breakfast 
in  silence  after  seeing  her  attended  to.  Taking 
his  breakfast  alone  year  after  year  had  made  Mr. 
Weston  more  taciturn  at  this  meal  than  any  other, 
and  now  he  seemed  quite  to  forget  her  presence, 
over  his  chops  and  muffins,  and  looked  up  with 
surprise  in  his  eyes  when  she  asked  him  to  let  her 
fill  his  cup  again.  Thus  reminded,  he  fancied 
that  she  was  not  eating  anything,  and  called  to 
Peter  sharply  to  know  why  he  was  not  attending 
to  Miss  Weston.  Peter  chuckled  to  himself  with 
delight,  and  handed  things  to  Sybil  with  a  zeal  so 
well  feigned  that  one  would  have  thought  he  had 
really  neglected  attending  to  his  duty,  when  he 
had  been  all  the  time  indefatigable  in  his  efforts  to 
help  her  profusely  to  hot  chops  and  hot  muffins 
as  they  were  brought  in  relays  from  the  pantry, 
suggesting  cream-toast,  a  broiled  bird  and  what- 
ever delicacy  he  could  think  of,  to  her  amuse- 
ment— for  Sybil,  like  her  father,  had  not  been 
accustomed  to  certain  sorts  of  attention,  and  Peter's 
seemed  so  superfluous  on  the  simple  occasion  of  a 
breakfast  for  two,  that  her  face  dimpled  with 
smiles  despite  her  efforts  to  look  grave.  But  at 
last  the  meal  was  over,  and  Mr.  Weston  was  about 
leaving  the  room,  when  an  idea  occurred  to  him 
which  brought  him  back,  and,  standing  near  Sybil, 
he  began  to  fumble  in  his  pocket. 

"Have  you  forgotten  something,  papa?" 

"Yes,  yes,  I  forgot  all  about  its  being  Christ- 
mas," he  answered,  opening  his  porte-monnaie, 
from  which  he  took  four  large  gold  pieces  and 
laid  them  before  her.  "Do  what  you  please  with 
them ;  young  people  like  to  spend  money  at  Christ- 
mas." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  dear  papa.  I  will  take  one. 
I  shall  not  know  what  to  do  wkh  all  this!"  she 
said  gathering  up  the  shining  coins  in  her  slender 
fingers.  But  when  she  would  have  handed  three 
of  them  back  he  was  gone. 

"'Taint  no  use,  young  missis,"  said  Peter,  who 
had  watched  the  whole  proceeding  while  seeming 
only  intent  on  clearing  off  the  table ;  "  he  wouldn't 
like  it;  and  wouldn't  take  'em  back  if  you  got 
upon  your  knees  and  asked  him ;  he's  that  strong- 
willed,  is  master.  You'll  fin'  plenty  of  use  for  that 
money  one  way  or  another  fo'  you  know  it." 
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"Do  you  think  so,  Uncle  Peter?"  said  Sybil, 
dreamily. 

"  'Deed  an'  I  does,  miss.  I've  knowed  Master 
ever  since  he  was  borned.  I  knows  every  cut  of 
his  eyes,  an'  I  seen  somethm'  in  'em.  this  mornin' 
that  made  me  know  he  was  'joiced  to  see  you 
here  when  he  corned  in;  an',  my  little  missis, 
you  be  sure  an'  come  ag'in." 

"I  will,  Uncle  Peter.  Please  bring  me  my  bas- 
ket of  flowers." 

"Thank  you,  little  missis,"  answered  Peter,  as 
lie  rolled  'his  eyes  solemnly  over  his  shoulder  to 
make  sure  there  was  no  one  listening;  "my  mas- 
ter's that  lonesome  an'  lost  from  havin'  nobody  to 
draw  him  out  like,  that  his  riches  aiiit  no  good 
to  him.  'Taint  human!  "  Then  he  went  out  and 
brought  in  the  flowers. 

Sybil  did  not  exactly  understand  the  old  fel- 
low's drift,  but  she  made  up  her  mind  to  break- 
fast with  her  father  every  morning  unless  he  for- 
bade it.  As  she  ran  lightly  upstairs  the  coins  jin- 
gled in  her  work-basket  and  the  sound  recalled  to 
her  mind  that  there  was  wanted  a  new  chalice  at 
"  Holy  Cross,"  which  this  very  money  would  en- 
able her  to  purchase,  and  send  them — her  Christ- 
mas-gift to  the  altar.  She  had  no  idea  of  the 
value  of  a  handsome  silver,  gold-lined  chalice: 
perhaps  she  had  not  enough  money;  perhaps  more 
than  enough ;  she  could  not  tell,  but  would  consult 
her  aunt  that  very  day,  and  together  they  would 
ascertain  all  about  it.  And  then  if  there  should 
be  anything  left  over  after  the  chalice  was  bought, 
she  would  spend  it  in  holiday  souvenirs  for  the 
children,  for  Natalie,  Miss  Arnold,  and — well  she 
did  not  suppose  that  she  could  do  all  that  she  de- 
sired, but  she  hoped  it  would  go  a  great  way, 
these  large  generous,  glittering  gold  pieces;  and 
while  she  arranged  fresh  flowers  before  the  blest 
image  of  the  Virgin  Mother,  the  thought  that  her 
gift  would  be  consecrated  to  the  use  of  the  Divine 
Mystery  of  the  altar  infused  an  exalted  sentiment 
of  joy  into  her  mind,  above  all  the  rest.  Wants 
artificial,  if  not  real,  are  the  outgrowth  of  the  pos- 
session of  money ;  one  is  never  at  a  loss  for  oppor- 
tunities of  spending  generously,  prodigally,  or 
selfishly  according  to  the  outcropping  of  one's 
nature ;  to  spend  it  so  that  it  will  turn  to  bitter- 
ness when  its  misapplied  possibilities  come  back 
like  ghosts  to  haunt  the  conscience  and  condemn 
us  hereafter,  is  one  thing;  to  make  friends  of  it  by 
its  uses  according  to  God's  grand  design  is  an- 
other, and  blessed  is  he  who  discerns  how  he  may 
turn  the  "mammon  of  unrighteousness"  into 
heavenly  treasures  which  neither  corrupt  nor  rust, 
and  which  thieves  cannot  steal,  for  they  are  gar- 
nered for  the  great  day  of  reckoning  in  the  eter- 
nal remembrance  of  God. 


Studies  being  suspended  Edyth  had  permission, 
to  go  to  her  aunt  Waite's  whenever  Sybil  did. 
Miss  Arnold  enjoyed  herself  writing  letters  and 
turning  old  dresses ;  and  Maum  Barbara  was  never 
tired  of  telling,  whoever  she  could  get  to  listen  to 
her,  of  the  "  gran'  Chris'mas  doin's  on  the  planta- 
tions in  the  ole  times,  when  ladies  was  ladies,  an' 
gentlemen  was  gentlemen,  an'  niggers  was  better'n 
any  po'  white  folks  that  was  ever  borned." 

Then,  all  at  once,  Mrs.  Weston  bethought  her- 
self of  the  juvenile  ball;  "it  was  an  awful  bore," 
she  said,  "but  other  people  were  having  them,  so 
must  she."  She  stayed  home  the  greater  part  of  a 
day  to  put  things  entrain,  write  orders,  engage 
the  music,  and  make  out  a  list  of  those  who  were 
to  be  invited,  which  she  gave  to  Sybil,  requesting 
that  she  and  Miss  Arnold  would  direct  the  cards- 
Edyth  and  Clara  were  to  receive,  and  Sybil  was 
invited  to  be  present — as  only  juveniles  were  ex- 
pected — to  help  to  entertain  and  make  things 
pleasant,  which  she  very  gladly  consented  to,  hav- 
ing a  great  love  for  children.  There  was  not  only 
a  commotion  at  the  Weston  house,  but  also  among 
the  young  Waites:  Edyth  was  to  wear  silk,  lace 
and  jewels!  Clara,  simple  white,  with  blue  ribbons, 
which  she  did  not  at  all  fancy;  she  knew  that  she'd 
look  shabby;  and  Edyth — who  really  loved  her 
cousin,  and  wanted  her  to  be  as  fine  as  herself — 
excited  still  more  her  dissatisfaction,  until  it  rose 
to  such  a  pitch  that  she  burst  out  crying  and  told 
her  mother  that  she  wouldn't  go  at  all  unless  she 
had  a  blue  silk  under-dress  and  a  white  gauze  one 
to  wear  over  it. 

"  I  shall  be  quite  satisfied,  my  dear,  for  you  to 
stay  at  home,"  replied  Mrs.  Waite,  who,  although 
grieved  at  the  dispositions  of  her  little  girl,  would 
most  gladly  have  refused  the  invitation  for  her, 
could  she  have  done  so  without  giving  offence, 
not  approving  at  all  of  the  children's  parties  of 
the  period.  The  very  idea,  however,  of  giving  up 
the  ball  had  the  effect  of  silencing  Clara's  complain- 
ings, but  not  her  regrets,  which  were  in  high  revolt 
against  the  simplicity  of  the  toilette  proposed  for 
her;  "for,"  as  she  argued,  "what  would  be 
thought,  and  what  would  everyone  say,  should  I 
stay  at  home,  when  my  name  is  on  the  cards  with 
Edyth's,  and  I  expected  to  receive  with  her  ?  If  I 
were  sick,  or  anything  for  an  excuse,  I  don't  think 
I'd  much  mind  not  going."  And  there  was  no 
more  heard  about  the  blue  silk  slip  and  gauze 
overdress. 

"Do  you  suppose  the  children  will  come  early 
enough  to  enjoy  some  of  the  little  games  we  used 
to  have  at '  Holy  Cross,'  Miss  Arnold  ? "  inquired 
Sybil,  when  she  ran  into  Miss  Arnold's  room  after 
breakfast  with  her  usual  offering  of  flowers. 

Miss  Arnold  looked  surprised  and  flustered; 
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and  Sybil,  not  understanding  why,  hastened  to 
say:  "Oh,  they  are  very  nice!  and  we  used  to  en- 
joy them  so  much ! " 

"I  don't  know,  my  dear  Miss  "Weston;  I  am 
sure  you'll  please  to  excuse  me  from  giving  an 
opinion;  but  since  you're  so  kind  to  me  I  will 
say — subrosa,  you  know — that  children  do  nothing 
but  dance  now,  and  do  all  that  grown  up  young 
ladies  and  gentlemen  do; — in  fact  tJiere  are  no 
children!  "  answered  Miss  Arnold,  while  her  curls, 
ribbon-ends,  and  her  thin  voice  all  quivered  in 
unison. 

"No  children!  why,  my  dear  Miss  Arnold,  one 
to  hear  you  would  think  another  Herod  had  come 
to  judgment  and  exterminated  them  from  the  face 
of  the  earth!"  said  Sybil,  laughing. 

"Fashion  is  a  tyrant  worse  than  Herod,  for  it 
too  often  puts  to  death  the  innocence  and  fresh- 
ness and  simplicity  of  little  children.  It  is  not 
so  in  my  country;  they  are  kept  in  the  school- 
room and  nursery,  and  are  under  subjection,  and 
wear  pinafores,  and  live  simply,  Miss  Weston;  go 
to  bed  early,  and  are  obliged  to  exercise  a  great 
deal  in  the  open  air.  Oh  dear !  the  system  here, 
among  the  rich,  is  so  very,  very  different!"  were 
the  words  that  escaped  from  Miss  Arnold's  lips 
with  strange  volubility,  as  if  they  had  been  a 
long  time  pent  up,  only  waiting  for  the  opportu- 
nity to  find  voice. 

Sybil  had  seen  and  heard  much  of  Miss  Arnold's 
Old-World  habits,  and  had  frequently  thought 
that  her  system  was  too  strictly  mechanical  and  its 
restraints  unnecessarily  severe;  but  she  made  no 
reply,  hoping  that  things  were  not  quite  so  bad 
as  she  represented  them,  and  only  colored  by  her 
prejudice;  for  she  could  not  bear  to  think  of  chil- 
dren otherwise  than  as  she  had  seen  and  known 
them.  "Poor  Miss  Arnold,"  she  thought,  "has 
been  embittered  by  her  lonely  life  and  ceaseless 
sedentary  work,  and  her  daily  conflict  with  un- 
disciplined, pampered,  ignorant  and  selfish  na- 
tures; is  it  any  wonder  that  she  thinks  there  are 
no  children  ?  "  She  began  to  talk  of  other  things, 
trifled  around  the  room  a  few  minutes,  then  went 
down  to  the  ball-room  to  see  the  Christmas  gar- 
lands, bright  with  holly-berries,  hung  over  the 
cornices,  door-frames  and  mirrors,  her  mind  made 
up  to  try  and  introduce  the  pretty  holiday  games 
of  "  Holy  Cross  "  that  evening  and  satisfy  herself 
that  there  were  some  children  left  in  the  world. 
The  ball-room  was  brilliantly  lighted,  and 
looked  like  Fairyland.  Sybil  herself  was  per- 
mitted to  wear  her  swiss-muslin  distribution  dress, 
with  a  few  natural  flowers  in  her  hair,  for  she  was 
not  yet  out,  and  it  made  no  difference;  Edyth 
glittered  in  azure  and  gauzes,  fine  laces  and  jewels, 
turquoise,  and  chip-diamonds  set  in  gold;  she 


was  puffed  and  bedizened,  and  looked  as  con- 
scious as  a  peacock  when  his  feathers  are  spread 
to  the  sun.  Clara  did  not  appear  in  the  least 
"shabby,"  but  extremely  pretty  in  her  fine  taste- 
fully-made French  muslin,  and  broad  rich  Roman 
sash  of  delicate  blue,  rose-color  and  brown;  Na- 
talie had  twined  a  garland  of  lilies-of-the-valley 
for  her  head,  fastened  a  cluster  of  them  at  her 
waist,  and  looped  her  transparent  overdress  with 
the  same  fair  emblems  of  innocence,  the  effect  of 
which  was  really  elegant  and  graceful,  because  so 
in  keeping  with  the  youthfulness  of  the  wearer. 

[TO   BE  CONTINUED.] 
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MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FtTLLERTOJT. 
CHAPTER  IX.— [CONTINUED.] 

In  the  first  days  of  January,  1858,  M.  d'Assouvil- 
liers  informed  the  Mere  de  la  Providence  that  he 
was  obliged  to  sell  his  house,  and  gave  her  the 
refusal  of  the  purchase.  She  was  convinced  that 
God  intended  this  house  in  which  they  had  been 
so  unexpectedly  located  to  be  the  centre  of  their 
future  works,  and  without  hesitation  she  signed  an 
agreement  to  pay  on  a  given  day  a  sum  she  saw  at 
that  time  no  means  of  raising.  No  doubt  crossed 
her  mind  as  to  the  result,  and  Providence  justi- 
fied her  confidence.  After  performing  this  act  of 
perfect  reliance  on  our  Divine  Lord,  she  knelt 
down  before  the  Tabernacle  and  exclaimed  with 
her  impetuous  and  childlike  piety:  "At  last,  my 
beloved  Lord,  You  are  no  longer  a  lodger  here, 
but  in  Your  own  house." 

The  daily  increasing  fervor  of  her  love  made 
her  ardently  desire  at  that  time  to  complete  the  en- 
tire union  of  her  soul  with  her  Divine  Spouse 
by  perpetual  vows.  Even  the  Abbe  Gabriel 
thought  it  early  days  for  this  step,  and  doubted 
greatly  that  the  Archbishop  would  accede  to  her 
request.  "Make  them  in  your  heart,"  he  said; 
"and  later  on  we  shall  see  what  can  be  done." 
"Do  you  give  me  leave,  Father,"  she  said,  "mjr- 
self  to  petition  the  Archbishop  for  this  favor?" 
" Certainly,"  her  Superior  replied;  and  she  and 
one  of  her  companions,  who  acted  as  Mistress  of 
Novices,  and  coveted  the  same  permission,  went 
together  to  the  archiepiscopal  palace.  She  gives, 
herself,  the  following  account  of  that  visit : 

"  My  hopes  of  success  were  at  once  confirmed  by  the 
circumstance  that  Monseigneur,  having  declined  to  re- 
ceive several  persons  that  day,  made  an  exception  in  my 
favor  and  admitted  us.  I  began  by  telling  him  how 
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sorry  I  was  not  to  have  been  able  to  see  him  before  con- 
cluding the  purchase  of  our  house,  and  how  successful 
had  been  the  issue  of  our  negotiations.  He  wished  me 
joy  in  the  most  kind  and  fatherly  manner;  and  then 
I  said:  'Our  work  is  now  securely  established  as  re- 
gards temporal  matters,  but  I  still  feel  anxious  as  to 
the  spiritual  side  of  the  question.  And  though  our 
Superior,  M.  1'Abbe  Gabriel,  thinks  my  request  is 
rather  too  bold  a  one,  I  venture  to  entreat  your  Emi- 
nence to  allow  one  of  my  daughters  and  myself  to 
make  perpetual  vows.'  '  Yes,  I  grant  you  leave  to  do 
so,'  he  replied.  'Eminence,1  I  exclaimed,  though  my 
emotion  was  so  great  that  I  found  it  difficult  to 
speak,  'our  happiness  would  be  complete  if  it  was 
through  your  hands  that  the  gift  of  ourselves  to  God 
was  made.  I  am  afraid  I  am  very  indiscreet  in  asking 
this,  but  God  will  bless  your  charity,  and  your  kindness 
encourages  me  to  ask  if  the  ceremony  could  take 
place  on  the  35th  of  this  month,  a  memorable  date  in 
my  life  and  in  the  history  of  our  little  Community?' 
'That  is  quite  impossible,'  the  Cardinal  rejoined.  'I 
am  engaged  for  all  the  coming  days.'  'I  am  sure 
that  cannot  be  the  case,'  I  boldly  replied;  'for  as  I 
could  not  obtain  an  audience  from  your  Eminence 
sooner,  I  asked  your  guardian  angel  to  keep  that  day 
for  us.'  Monseigneur  then  looked  at  his  agenda,  and 
was  very  much  surprised  to  find  that  he  had  indeed 
no  engagement  for  that  day,  and  he  at  once  granted 
our  request," 

The  two  happy  spouses  of  our  Lord  spent  three 
days  in  retreat  before  the  one  on  which  they  were 
to  pledge  themselves  irrevocably  to  the  holy  life 
they  had  embraced.  After  two  years  of  incessant 
labor,  the  Mere  de  la  Providence  had  leisure  in 
solitude  and  recollection  to  cast  a  retrospective 
glance  on  the  mercies  which  had  attended  her  ar- 
duous course,  and  writes: 

"Oh,  my  God!  how  strange  was  that  year  of  1856! 
Fourteen  persons  living  together,  supported,  we  may 
really  say,  by  a  perpetual  miracle!  And  in  spiritual 
matters,  what  graces  were  granted  to  me!  I  felt  that 
You  sustained  me,  for  I  was  alone  in  my  weakness,  in 
the  midst  of  all  the  exterior  and  interior  trials  You 
know  I  was  plunged.  Everything  has  happened  as 
You  intimated  to  me  during  the  years  which  preceded 
the  foundation  of  the  Community.  You  gave  me  to 
understand  that  I  should  one  day  be  a  religious,  but 
not  in  the  ordinary  way — that  You  would  remove  from 
my  path  many  obstacles,  but  that  I  should  not  actually 
be  a  nun  till  I  was  thirty-three  years  of  age.  Yes,  I 
feel  it,  O  my  God!  and  I  wish  I  could  declare  it  to  the 
whole  world.  Kest  is  to  be  found  in  obedience  and 
self-surrender.  One  of  the  greatest  graces  I  have  to 
be  thankful  for  is  the  wish  to  obey  which  You  have 
always  given  me.  In  all  the  circumstances  of  my  life 
I  can  say:  'I  have  obeyed.'  All  I  want  to  write  down 
here  are  the  marks  of  Your  paternal  care  for  Your 
poor  child  in  spiritual  ways,  in  order  that  by  reading 
over  this  record  I  may  always  reanimate  my  faith  and 
courage  when  I  seem  to  have  no  help  from  earth  or 
Heaven,  caring  for  nothing  on  earth  and  receiving  no 
consolation  from  Heaven.  During  allthe  year  1857, 


You  have,  as  it  were,  held  me  in  Your  arms,  my  Blessed 
Lord." 

In  the  ensuing  passage  we  learn  something  of 
the  work  of  grace  in  that  chosen  soul: 

"What  graces  have  been  showered  upon  me,  O  my 
God!  I  feel  encompassed  with  mercies.  These  three 
days  will  bring  about  a  change  in  my  life;  they  will 
do  away  with  the  past  and  be  the  beginning  of  a  new 
existence.  What  You  ask  of  me,  my  Lord,  is  to  die  to 
self  in  a  spiritual  sense,  to  give  up  all  self-seeking  rel- 
ative to  the  state  of  my  soul,  and  self-consciousness 
with  regard  to  sanctit}',  so  as  to  endure  cheerfully  that 
state  of  spiritual  darkness  when  nothing  is  felt  sensi- 
bly except  temptation  ....  This  is  what  You  say  to 
me  by  the  voice  which  speaks  in  Your  name:  'God 
will  take  your  work  in  hand  and  He  will  make  it  His 
own.'  And,  indeed,  if  I  had  to  rely  on  myself  I  should 
give  it  all  up,  for  I  feel  quite  incapable  of  anything; 
but  I  can  do  all  things  in  Him  who  strengthens  me; 
and  I  feel  that  through  Your  grace,  and  if  I  will  it 
correctly,  the  way  and  the  only  way  in  which  I  can 
advance  in  perfection  will  be  by  self-renouncement 
and  abnegation  ....  I  desire  to  live,  O  my  good 
Jesus!  solely  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  without  any 
care  for  my  own  debts,  numerous  as  they  are ;  with- 
out even  thinking  of  them,  leaving  it  to  You  to  do 
what  You  like  with  me,  and  wishing  for  nothing  else 
but  to  be  Your  providence  for  Your  beloved  spouses 
in  Purgatory." 

On  the  last  day  of  the  exercises,  when  she  was 
full  of  the  happiness  of  having  spent  a  time  of  more 
intimate  intercourse  with  God,  the  following  words 
summed  up,  if  we  may  so  speak,  the  feelings 
which  filled  her  heart:  "  Give  me,  O  Lord,  that  rest 
which  absorbs  my  soul  in  Thee,  so  that  it  does 
nothing  when  in  prayer  but  listen  to  Thy  voice, 
and  at  other  times  fulfils  Thy  will  in  the  present 
moment  without  disquietude  about  the  past  or  the 
future." 

The  emotions  and  the  happiness  of  the  day  of  her 
sacred  espousals  were  too  deep  for  words  to  de- 
scribe. One  brief  sentence  indicates  their  measure 
and  their  intensity.  "O  too  short  day!" — she 
exclaims, — "  only  in  heaven  shall  I  find  your  like." 

Cardinal  Morlot  officiated  as  he  had  promised, 
and  on  this  occasion  rejoiced  the  Heart  of  the  Mere 
de  la  Providence  and  all  her  spiritual  family  by  a 
grant  of  Indulgences  applicable  to  their  beloved 
Holy  Souls,  viz. :  "  1.  Three  times  forty  days  for 
every  night  spent  with  the  poor;  2,  for  every 
prayer  addressed  to  St.  Joseph,  and  for  work  done 
in  the  house  in  aid  of  the  destitute." 

As  soon  as  Mere  Marie's  community  was  estab- 
lished on  a  secure  basis,  temporally  and  spiritually 
speaking,  she  began  to  turn  her  thoughts  to  the  ex- 
tension of  its  works  and  the  spread  of  the  devotion 
which  was  its  life  and  the  origin  of  its  existence. 
It  had  never  been  her  plan  to  limit  its  action  within 
the  walls  of  a  religious  house.  Each  convent  of  the 
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Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  was  to  be,  according  to 
her  view,  a  centre  of  works  of  rnercy,  combining 
together  the  relief  of  sufferers  on  earth  and  of  suf- 
ferers beyond  the  grave.  With  this  idea,  and  full 
of  confidence  that  if  God  called  her  daughters  to 
devote  themselves  to  a  life  of  charity  He  would  pro- 
vide them  with  the  necessaries  of  life,  she  insti- 
tuted with  the  sanction  of  the  Archbishop  of  Paris 
an  association  of  honorary  members  who  in  their 
measure  would  contribute  to  carry  out  this  holy 
apostolate — the  motto  of  which  is  to  pray,  to  suffer, 
and  to  work  for  the  Holy  Souls.  The  conditions 
of  membership  are  such  that  the  highest  person- 
ages in  the  land,  those  most  absorbed  in  business, 
or  the  poorest  and  most  hard-working  people,  can 
fulfil  them  and  bear  their  part  in  this  scheme  of 
mercy.  They  consist  simply  in  an  annual  alms, 
and  in  the  daily  recital  of  the  Acts  of  Faith,  Hope 
and  Charity,  and  the  ejaculation,  "  My  Jesus,  have 
mercy."  Numbers  of  persons  sought  at  once  ad- 
mission into  this  Confraternity.  It  seemed  in 
many  instances  as  if  departed  friends  were  appeal- 
ing to  those  whose  fruitless  tears  had  been  the  only 
tribute  paid  to  their  memory,  and  bringing  back 
souls  on  earth  by  its  means  to  thoughts  of  prayer 
well-nigh  forgotten. 

The  list  of  honorary  members  has  gone  on  con- 
stantly increasing.  The  Holy  Father  vouchsafed 
to  bless  the  Association,  and  in  1860  attached 
special  Indulgences  to  the  prayers  said  by  its 
members. 

But  there  were  those  who  sighed  for  a  closer  af- 
finity with  the  Order  devoted  to  the  departed, — 
who  longed  to  consecrate  themselves  to  the  same 
thoughts,  and,  in  a  measure  to  the  same  occupa- 
tions, but  who  on  account  of  age,  or  health,  or  cir- 
cumstances, or  duties  in  the  world,  could  not  em- 
brace the  religious  life.  For  such  persons  as 
these  was  founded  a  Confraternity  of  associates 
bound  in  a  far  more  intimate  manner  to  the  con- 
gregation. In  addition  to  the  prayers  said  by 
honorary  members,  they  recite  every  day  the  Ves- 
pers for  the  Dead.  Once  a  month  they  assist  at 
the  Mass  said  in  the  chapel  for  deceased  relatives, 
and  accompany  the  religious  or  visit  under  their 
directions  the  sufferers  whom  it  is  their  special 
object  to  relieve,  and  on  Monday  afternoons  they 
meet  at  the  convent  to  work  for  the  poor.  This 
charitable  occupation  is  carried  on  in  silence,  or 
else  the  time  improved  by  prayer  and  spiritual 
reading. 

On  the  21st  of  March,  1859,  twenty-eight  ladies 
entered  into  this  pious  league  in  behalf  of  the 
holy  spouses.  They  had  learnt  the  spirit  of  this 
consecration,  and  how  well  it  could  adapt  itself 
to  the  duties  of  their  state  in  life,  from  Mere  Marie 
de  la  Providence,  who  had  in  her  own  former  po- 


sition so  perfectly  united  home-duties  with  devo- 
tion and  active  charity. 

In  the  archives  of  the  Society  the  proceedings 
of  that  day  are  thus  related : 

"Our  Reverend  MotLer  began  by  addressing  a  few 
words  to  the  twenty-ei^ht  ladies  assembled  in  our 
house;  then  -we  all  went  into  the  chapel,  and  the  nnns 
knelt  on  the  steps  of  the  sanctuary.  At  half-past  eight 
his  Eminence  Cardinal  Morlot  stood  in  the  midst  of  us 
and  spoke  to  those  present  of  what  the  Triumphant 
Church  in  heaven,  the  Suffering  Church  in  Purgatory, 
and  the  Militant  Church  on  earth  expected  at  their 
hands,  and  of  the  good  which  their  generous  self-de- 
votion -would  effect.  Then  he  blessed  the  silver  crosses 
on  which  the  words,  'Pray,  act  and  suffer,'  were  in- 
scribed. Those  who  were  about  to  receive  them  knelt 
at  the  altar-rail  and  received  them  from  the  reverend 
Mother.  During  the  Maes  which  followed  this  cere- 
mony, the  associates  made  their  Act  of  Consecration 
and  sealed  their  pious  engagements  by  the  reception 
of  Holy  Communion. 

"Afterwards  hia  Eminence  again  spoke  from  the 
Altar  and  attached  to  the  crosses  of  the  Association 
the  Indulgences  of  the  JZana  3fors  and  the  Via  Cruci»t 
and  ended  by  reciting  a  De  Profunclis  for  the  souls  of 
the  departed  relatives  of  all  those  present  in  the  chapel. 
Then  diplomas  of  aggregation  were  delivered  to  each 
of  the  ladies  by  the  reverend  Mother  as  the  Superior- 
General  of  the  Order,  and  his  Eminence  took  leave  of 
them  with  the  warmest  expressions  of  sympathy  and 
approval  of  their  self-devotion." 

On  the  day  of  their  consecration,  the  Associates 
receive  a  little  manual  of  prayers  headed  by  pas- 
sages from  Scripture, — precepts  for  this  life  and 
promises  for  the  next : 

OLD  TESTAMENT.  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

"Purify  thyself  by  the  "And  when  the  Son  of 
work  of  thy  hands."  man  shall  come  in  His 

majesty,  and   all  the  an- 
gels with  Him,  then  shall 

"Stretch  out  thy  hands    He  sit  upon  the  seat  of 
to  the  poor,  that  thy  expi-    His  majesty.    And  all  na- 
ation  and  blessing  may  be    tions  shall  be  gathered  to- 
perfected."  gether  before  Him  ;  and 
He  shall    separate    them 
one  from  another,  as  the 
shepherd    separateth   the 

"A  gift  bath  grace  in    sheep  from  the  goats.  And 

the  sight  of  all  the  dying,    He  shall  set  the  sheep  on 

and    restrain    not    grace    His  right  hand,  but  the 

from  the  dead."  goats  on  the  left.     Then 

shall  the  King  say  to  them 

that  shall  be  on  His  right 

hand:  Come, ye  blessed  of 

"Be  not  wanting  in  com-  My  Father,  possess  the 
forting  them  that  weep,  Kingdom  prepared  for  you 
and  walk  with  them  that  from  the  foundation  of  the 
mourn."  world.  For  I  was  hun- 

gry, and  you  gave  Me  to 
eat;  I  was  thirsty,  and  you 
"  Be  not  slow  to  visit  the    gave  Me  to  drink;  I  was 
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sick,  for  by  these  things 
shalt  them  be  confirmed 
iu  love." 


"  In  all  thy  works  re- 
member thy  last  end,  and 
thou  shalt  never  sin." 


a  stranger,  and  you  took 
Me  in;  naked,  and  you 
clothed  Me ;  sick,  and  you 
visited  Me ;  I  was  in  prison, 
and  you  came  to  Me. 

"  Then  shall  the  just  an- 
swer Him,  saying:  Lord, 
when  did  we  see  Thee 
hungry,  and  fed  Thee; 
thirsty,  and  gave  Thee 
drink?  And  when  did  we 
see  Thee  a  stranger  and 
took  Thee  in,  or  naked, 
and  clothed  Thee?  Or 
when  did  we  see  Thee 
sick  or  in  prison,  and  came 
to  Thee? 

"  And  the  King,  answer- 
ing, shall  say  to  them: 
Amen  I  say  to  you,  as 
long  as  you  did  it  to^one 
of  these  My  least  brethren 
you  did  it  to  Me. — Matt., 
XXV,  31,  40. 

It  was  these  teachings  of  Divine  Writ  that  had 
made  Bourdaloue  utter  those  words  so  thoroughly 
understood  by  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence:  "It 
is  not  enough  to  pray  for  the  dead,  we  must  above 
all  things  sanctify  ourselves  for  their  sakes." 

On  the  day  we  are  speaking  of,  a  report  was 
presented  to  Cardinal  Morlot  of  the  work  which 
had  been  done  by  the  Society  during  the  preceding 
nineteen  mouths.  One  hundred  and  sixty-nine 
sick  persons  had  been  visited,  fifty-two  converted, 
out  of  forty-eight  of  their  poor  clients  who  had 
died  the  nuns  had  buried  40—571  nights  had  been 
spent  by  them  in  the  abodes  of  the  sick  and  dy- 
ing poor.  When. he  had  glanced  over  this  list, 
the  Cardinal  smiled,  and  said:  "You  have  indeed 
a  good  balance  in  hand." 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


A  gentleman  of  clear  and  candid  mind,  brought 
up  in  the  house  of  an  Anglican  bishop,  being  asked 
how  his  conversion  took  place, replied: 

"  My  dear  friend,  I  had  heard  so  much  said 
against  Catholics  that  my  sense  of  justice  revolted 
from  the  evident  exaggeration.  I  examined  for 
myself,  and  while  in  many  things  the  practices  of 
some  Catholics  repelled  me — as  I  own  they  some- 
times do  even  now — the  principles  of  Catholicism 
so  struck  me  by  their  logical  truth,  that  in  con- 
science I  had  no  choice  left  but  to  join  the  Church ; 
for  if  a  Church  that  can  survive  the  hatred  of  its 
foes,  the  failings  of  its  friends,  the  onsets  of  the 
world,  the  flesh  and  the  devil,  as  the  Catholic 
Church  has  done  for  nearly  two  thousand  years, 
be  not  of  Divine  institution,  then  I  do  not  know 
what  is,  nor  whether  there  be  a  God  or  an  eternity." 


"  Fiat  Voluntas  Tua." 

BY    R.  M.  J. 

Oh,  when  Life's  path  is  darkly  shaded 

By  clouds  of  pain  or  grief, 
When  hopes  once  cherished  all  are  faded, 

What  then  can  give  relief? 
What  can  the  weight  oppressive  lighten? 

What  ease  the  afflictive  rod? 
One  thought  alone  the  view  can  brighten, 
It  is  the  Will  of  God. 

What  comfort,  when  in  trouble  sighing, — 

When  deeply  suffering  thus — • 
To  call  to  mind  a  Saviour  dying, 

And  this  through  love  of  us; 
To  think  we  taste  His  cup  of  sorrow 

And  tread  the  path  He  trod; 
And  when  resigned  His  steps  we  follow, 

How  sweet  the  Will  of  God! 

How  frail  and  transient  are  the  pleasures 

The  scenes  of  earth  display; 
But  in  the  Cross  are  hidden  treasures, 

Laid  up  in  realms  of  day. 
Then  let  us,  each  complaint  repressing, 

Kiss  Heaven's  afflictive  rod, 
And  may  our  lips  ne'er  cease  from  blessing 
•   The  sacred  Will  of  God ! 

—  Catholic  Columbian. 


The  Sacred  Heart. 


RESTORATION    TO   PERFECT    HEALTH    OBTAINED  BY 
PRATER. 

A  correspondent  writing  to  The  London  Register 
from  Brazil  says: — 

"  Sister  Rose  is  a  Sister  of  Charity.  She  was  a  Miss 
Hayden,  daughter  of  the  late  Admiral  Hayden,  in  the 
Brazilian  Navy,  married  to  a  Brazilian  lady,  highly 
connected  at  Court.  She  has  one  only  sister,  and  both 
were  schoolfellows  of  my  sister-in-law;  and  as  she  had 
been  a  preceptress  at  the  school  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  where  my  daughters  were  at  school,  we 
know  her  well.  Miss  Hayden  is  a  Zelatrix  of  the  Con- 
fraternity of  the  Sacred  Heart,  as  revealed  to  the  Blessed 
Margaret  Mary  Alacoque,  at  Paray-le-Monial.  This 
Confraternity  supports  a  school,  which  Miss  Hayden 
directs.  Sister  Rose  had  suffered  for  the  last  eighteen 
mouths  from  a  spinal  complaint,  which  had  gradually 
increased;  and  in  December  she  got  so  bad  as  to  have 
her  extremities  paralyzed  and  became  bedridden. 
Her  head,  also,  was  bent  over  her  chest,  and  she  could 
scarcely  move  it.  In  fact,  she  was  quite  helpless! 
One  symptom  indicated  the  serious  nature  of  the  dis- 
ease from  the  beginning,  and  that  was  a  constant  run- 
ning at  the  nose  with  an  offensive  smell,  which  showed 
that  decay  of  the  spinal  bone  had  set  in.  I  mention 
this  to  show  that  the  complaint  was  not  simply  a  ner- 
vous affection,  which  might  be  subject  to  the  imagina- 
tion. Her  case  seemed  quite  hopeless,  and  her  mother 
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and  sister  resolved  to  have  a  Novena  offered  to '  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus '  in  their  little  chapel,  where  the 
altar  is  the  first  in  Brazil  which  was  consecrated  to  this 
lovely  devotion,  and  requested  in  the  papers  that  every 
religious  community  would  unite  with  them  in  thcNo- 
vena  for  nine  days,  ending  on  the  2nd  of  February,  1875. 
Just  after  this  'notice'  my  wife  visited  Sister  Rose  (by 
the  especial  permission  of  the  Sister  Superior,  as  none 
but  her  own  relatives  were  allowed  to  see  her),  and 
found  her  in  the  state  I  have  mentioned,  so  that  we 
concluded  she  could  only  be  saved  by  a  miracle.  On 
February  2nd  she  was  worse  than  ever,  and  was  carried 
in  an  armchair  into  the  chapel  to  receive  the  Holy 
Communion;  so  that  the  hope  of  her  cure  was  fast  van- 
ishing. On  that  night,  however,  her  aged  mother,  who 
lives  with  Miss  Hayden,  could  not  tear  herself  away 
from  the  little  altar  of  her  daughter's  chapel,  and  after 
evening  devotions  were  over  remained  there  till  past 
midnight  praying  for  her  darling  child.  That  night 
Sister  Rose  slept  soundly,  a  thing  she  had  not  done  for 
many  months  before,  and  on  awaking  in  the  morningi 
found  she  could  stretch  herself  out,  and  move;  in  short 
she  was  completely  cured!  She  got  up,  dressed,  and 
walked  out  of  the  infirmary,  to  the  great  joy  of  all  the 
Sisters,  and  went  that  same  day  to  visit  her  mother  and 
other  friends.  The  next  day,  I,  knowing  nothing  of 
what  had  happened,  went  to  visit  "the  Bishop  of  Para  in 
his  prison,  and  you  may  fancy  my  astonishment  on  find- 
ing there  Sister  Rose  and  her  Sister  Superior,  they  hav- 
ing gone  to  thank  the  good  Bishop  for  the  especial 
prayers  that  he  had  offered  at  the  Sisters'  request.  I 
could  scarcely  believe  my  own  eyes,  having  heard  from 
the  school  two  days  before  that  she  was  worse  than 
ever!  The  cure  is  perfect.  The  offensive  symptom 
above  mentioned  has  quite  disappeared.  Sister  Rose 
is  actually  stout,  strong,  and  active — more  so  than  she 
ever  was.  We  sincerely  hope  this  may  produce  some 
good  effect  iu  this  country,  where  religion  is  so  much 
despised.  A.  M.  D.  G. 

"  BRAZIL,  1875." 


The  Conversion  of  Cardinal  Manning. 

In  a  conversation,  recently,  Cardinal  Manning 
gave  the  following  account  of  his  remarkable  con- 
version to  the  Catholic  faith.  We  condense  from 
the  Catliolic  Beview: 

"I  was  at  Rome,  visiting  the  museums,  the  ruins, 
the  churches,  following  the  ceremonies  like  all  my 
compatriots,  studying  the  city  in  all  its  aspects.  I 
never  had  even  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  of  the  truth  of 
the  Protestant  faith,  of  which  I  was  a  minister;  never 
even  the  most  distant  thoughts  that  I  could  change 
from  that  religion.  Nothing  that  I  had  seen  had  made 
the  slightest  impression  in  that  direction,  and  I  was 
as  far  from  Catholicity  as  when  quitting  England. 

"  One  morning  I  entered  the  Church  of  St.  Louis  of 
the  French.  The  Blessed  Sacrament  was  exposed  on 
one  of  the  altars,  probably  for  a  novena.  Nothing 
could  be  more  simple  ;  some  candles  were  lit,  the 
clergy  were  in  simple  choir  habits,  kneeling  upon  the 


ground;  there  were  a  few  of  the  faithful  in  the  nave. 
There  was  a  great  distance  from  this  to  the  Pontifical 
offices  of  St.  Peter's,  but  it  was  God's  moment.  I  felt 
in  the  bottom  of  my  heart  a  mysterious  commotion, 
half  light,  half  attraction,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life  it  seemed  to  me  that  perhaps  here  was  the  truth, 
and  that  there  would  be  nothing  impossible  in  my  one 
day  becoming  a  Catholic.  It  was  not  yet  conversion; 
it  was,  I  repeat,  the  first  appeal  of  God,  as  yet,  from 
very  far  off.  I  have  not  been  unfaithful;  I  have 
prayed  ;  I  have  sought ;  I  have  studied  with  all  the 
ardor  and  all  the  sincerity  of  which  I  was  capable; 
light  every  day  increased,  and  grace  at  last  crowned 
the  work." 

Never  was  there  a  conversion  to  Rome  which  pre- 
sented to  the  convert  greater  temporal  disadvantages. 
There  is  probably  no  temporal  position  so  attractive 
to  the  scholar  and  the  ecclesiastic  as  that  which  Arch- 
deacon Manning  held  within  his  control.  He  was  a 
dignitary  of  a  great  body  called  a  Church  ;  he  had 
wealth,  influence,  position.  He  had  genius,  friends 
and  reputation.  The  loss  of  all  these  was  assured  by 
his  adhesion  to  the  doctrines  of  the  despised  and  hated 
Church  of  Rome,  but,  as  he  wrote  in  the  paragraph  we 
have  quoted,  "he  was  faithful"  to  his  graces. 

In  1850  people  began  to  remark  that  Dr.  Manning 
was  preaching  much  less  frequently  than  heretofore) 
and  that  he  was  confining  himself  almost  entirely  to 
his  duties  as  minister.  When  in  1850  St.  Barnabas' 
Church  was  first  consecrated,  everybody  was  amazed 
to  hear  that  Dr.  Manning  who  had  promised  to  preach 
at  its  dedication  had  refused  to  do  so.  He,  however, 
preached  once  during  the  octave  after  its  opening. 
Almost  immediately  afterwards  he  announced  his  in- 
tention of  leaving  the  ministry  and  re-entering  the 
laity.  He  gave  up  his  dignity  of  Archdeacon,  and 
now  styled  himself  simply  Mr.  Manning.  He  had 
some  difficulty  to  induce  the  Bishop  of  Chichester, 
Dr.  Gilbert,  to  accept  his  resignation,  but  finally  he 
was  obliged  to  do  so.  Soon  afterwards,  Dr.  Manning 
made  a  spiritual  retreat,  and  shortly  afterwards  was 
received  into  the  Catholic  Church,  on  Passion  Sunday, 
April  6,  1851.  On  Palm  Sunday  he  was  confirmed  by 
Cardinal  Wiseman,  and  then  proceeded  to  Rome  to 
study  theology.  He  returned  to  England  in  1854,  and 
commenced  an  extensive  career  of  missionary  work,  re- 
markable for  its  success  in  bringing  over  members  from 
the  Anglican  fold.  In  1857  he  was  named  Provost  of 
Westminster,  and  midsummer  that  year  Dr.  Manning 
established  at  Bayswater  the  congregation  or  commu- 
nity of  the  Oblates  of  St.  Charles  Borromeo,  to  whom 
in  1865  he  dedicated  his  great  work,  entitled,  "The 
Temporal  Mission  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  or  Reason  and 
Revelation."  In  1864,  he  succeeded  Cardinal  Wiseman 
in  the  archiepiscopal  see  of  Westminster,  having  been 
selected  directly  by  the  Holy  Father.  He  has  ever 
since  enjoyed  a  most  wonderful  popularity.  Indeed* 
no  Prelate  of  the  Church  of  England  is  so  much  spoken 
about,  or  "written  up"  as  Archbishop  Manning.  He 
is  at  the  head  of  every  popular  movement  the  object 
of  which  is  likely  to  meet  with  his  approval.  Since 
Father  Mathew,  there  has  been  no  temperance  advo- 
cate and  lecturer  like  him,  and  it  not  unfrequently 
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occurs  that  his  grace  has  addressed  twenty  and  thirty 
thousand  persons  assembled  to  hear  him  in  the  pub- 
lic squares  of  London. 


Catholic  Notes. 


The  Pope  has  sent  $4,000  for  the  relief  of  the 

sufferers  by  the  inundations  in  France. 

-There  are  ten  parishes  and  forty  thousand  Cath- 
olics in  the  city  of  Providence,  Rhode  Island. 

A  large  panel  painting  by  Rubens  has  been  lately 

discovered  at  Cassel,  in  the  Church  of  Notre  Dame. 

Our  Table  of  Contents  and  the  Calendar  of  the 

Week  may  always  be  found  on  the  seeond  page  of  the 
cover. 

There  are  one  hundred  communities  of  the  Or- 
der of  the  Christian  Brothers  in  the  United  States  and 
Canada. 

Ten  Sisters  of  Charity,  exiles  from  the  "  Father- 
land," as  now  ruled  by  Bismarck,  arrived  in  Cleveland, 
Ohio,  on  the  evening  of  the  2d  inst. 

Through  the  efforts  of  Father  Dunphy,  St.  John, 

New  Brunswick,  his  whole  congregation  (1,100  per- 
sons) took  the  pledge  recently. 

The  death  is  announced  of  the  eminent  archae- 
ologist the  Abbe  Cochet,  Director  of  the  Museum  of 
Antiquities  at  Rouen,  and  member  of  the  Committee 
of  Historic  Works. 

The  Catholics  of  Washington,  Ind.,  contemplate 

the  erection,  at  an  early  date,  of  a  new  church  and 
school  house.  The  first  sixteen  contributors  sub- 
scribed nearly  $10,000. 

Twenty-two  converts  were   received  into  the 

Church  by  the  Very  Rev.  Father  Weninger,  S.  J.,  dur- 
ing an  eight  days'  mission  in  St.  Mary's  Church,  Lan- 
caster, Ohio,  last  month. 

Rev.  Father  Henneberry  closed  a  mission  of  two 

weeks'  duration  at  Dubuque,  Iowa,  on  the  5th  inst., 
during  which  the  edifice  had  been  crowded  from  morn- 
ing to  night,  and  1,100"  persons  signed  the  pledge. 

A  correspondent  of  the  New  Orleans  Morning 

Star,  who  accompanied  Bishop  Elder  for  200  miles 
during  his  mission  in  Mississippi,  states  that  they 
met  grown  persons  who  had  never  been  inside  of  a 
church. 

The  following  religious  orders  have  convents  in 

the  city  of  Newark,  N.  J., — Sisters  of  Charity,  Sisters 
of  the  Poor,  Benedictine  Nuns,  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 
Sisters  of  Notre  Dame,  Christian  Brothers,  Benedictine 
Fathers  and  Dominican  Fathers. 

— There  are  in  Great  Britain,  1,996  priests,  and 
1,368  churches  and  chapels.  Of  this  number,  238 
priests,  with  227  churches,  are  located  in  Scotland. 
Scotland  has  also  three  Bishops  and  Archbishops, 
whilst  England  and  Wales  have  eighteen. 

A  splendid  mosaic  of  the  Holy  Father — now  in 

course  of  preparation — will  adorn  the  Cathedral  of 
Notre  Dame  de  Lourdes.  It  is  predicted  that  it  will  be 
a  rare  and  perfect  specimen  of  art,  as  it  comes  from  the 
hands  of  an  artist  already  famous  for  this  kind  of 
work,  Signor  Ubize. 

The  Albany  (N.  Y.)  Argus  says : — "  There  is  a  ru- 


mor in  Catholic  circles  that  it  has  been  decided  to 
erect  a  new  diocese  in  this  State,  to  be  known  as  the 
diocese  of  Syracuse,  and  Very  Rev.  William  Gleason, 
Vicar-General  of  the  diocese  of  Buffalo,  has  been 
named  for  the  bishopric  of  the  new  See. 

Young  Antoine  Rrandrava,  son  of  the  chief  min- 
ister of  Ranavolo  II.,  king  of  Madagascar,  and  who 
has  been  residing  in  Paris  for  the  last  three  years,  to 
complete  his  education,  has  embarked  on  his  return 
home,  accompanied  by  his  tutor,  Father  Ailland,  a 
Jesuit  missionary,  and  M.  Soumagne,  French  Consul 
at  Tamatave. 

A  monument  to  the  Venerable  J.  B.  de  la  Salle, 

the  founder  of  the  institute  of  the  Christian  Brothers, 
was  unveiled  on  Wednesday,  June  2,  at  Rouen.  Pon- 
tifical High  Mass  was  celebrated  in  the  cathedral  by 
the  Cardinal  Archbishop;  and  there  were  present  the 
Bishops  of  Limoges,  Le  Mans,  Evreux,  Bayeux,  Cou- 
tances,  Seez  and  Beauvais. 

"In  a  private  letter  from  England  to  a  gentle- 
man in  this  city,"  says  the  N.  Y.  World,  "we  are  told 
that  Mr.  Gladstone  everywhere,  in  private  and  public; 
expresses  his  earnest  conviction  that  England  and 
Europe  are  on  the  brink  of  "  a  great  religious  war," 
and  that  his- bitterness  against  the  Catholics  can  only 
be  imperfectly  appreciated  from  his  written  and  pub- 
lished words." 

— — The  Synod  of  the  diocese  of  Liverpool,  presided 
over  by  the  Right  Rev.  Dr.  O'Reilly,  has  decided  that 
all  Gregorian  music  is  to  be  used  in  Catholic  churches; 
that  the  services  of  female  choristers  are  to  be  dis- 
pensed with;  and  all  theatrical  and  sensational  music 
to  be  excluded  from  the  church  service.  It  has  also 
been  decided  that  in  future  no  advertisements  respect- 
ing the  services  of  the  Church  are  to  be  issued,  and 
the  priests  are  strictly  forbidden  to  participate  in  any 
way  in  the  management  of  bazaars,  excursions  of 
Young  Men's  Societies,  and  kindred  associations. 

The  Roman  correspondent  of  the  Catholic  He- 
view  records  the  following  at  Milan  recently  :—" The 
feast  of  the  exposition  of  the  relics  of  the  patrons  of 
Milan,  Saints  Ambrose,  Gervasius  and  Protasius,  was 
observed  in  that  city  with  great  pomp  and  ceremony. 
A  vast  crowd  frequented  the  Basilica  of  St.  Ambrose 
to  pray  before  the  shrines  of  the  Saints  in  question. 
Among  them  was  a  woman  named  Poletti  Carolina, 
who  was  almost  instantaneously  cured  of  a  long  ill- 
ness, for  which  she  was  still  an  inmate  of  the  principal 
hospital  of  the  city.  Her  cure  has  created  a  profound 
sensation  throughout  Lombardy." 

THE  HOLT  FATHER. — Pius  IX,  elected  Pope  on 

the  16th  of  June,  1846,  having  now  entered  on  the 
thirtieth  year  of  his  Pontificate,  it  cannot  but  be  pro- 
foundly interesting  to  remember  that  no  other  legiti- 
mately recognized  occupant  of  the  Holy  See  has  worn 
the  tiara  so  long.  Only  an  Anti-Pope,  Benoist  XIII^ 
Pierre  de  Luna,  exercised  sway  from  1394  to  1424,  and 
of  him  it  was  said:  "Transivit  annos  Petri,  sed  non  in 
sede  Petri."  Everything,  however,  leads  to  the  hope 
that  Pius  IX  may  even  exceed  that  extreme  duration 
of  sovereignty  (/it's  all  the  while  being  legitimate),  as 
no  old  man  ever  carried  more  easily  his  eighty-three 
years. 
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According  to  Russian  official  returns,  the  "vo- 
luntary" conversions  to  the  Orthodox  Church  have 
been:  In  the  Government  of  Siedice  87  congregations, 
62  clergymen,  and  in  all  93,000 persons;  in  the  Govern- 
ment of  Lublin  147  congregations,  with  222  priests, 
twelve  members  of  the  higher  clergy,  and  the  clergy 
of  the  Cathedral,  the  Consistory,  and  the  Seminary  of 
Chelm,  and  13;i,000  souls;  in  the  Government  of  Su- 
walki  and  Lomza  nine  congregations.  The  "volun- 
tary" nature  of  these  conversions  and  the  "joyous  fes- 
tive celebration  of  their  return  to  the  unity"  of  the 
Orthodox  Russian  religion,  will  be  appropriately  illus- 
trated by  reference  to  a  list  of  the  exiled  and  "  in- 
terned" united  priests,  whicli  a  Lemberg  journal  pub- 
lishes. From  this  list  if  appears  that  six  have  been 
banished  to  the  interior  of  Russia;  ten  "interned" 
indefinitely  (i.  e,,  while  they  live)  in  Warsaw;  45  in- 
terned indefinitely  in  other  places.  It  deserves  to  be 
specially  mentioned  that  two  Galicians  are  to  be  added 
to  this  list,  who,  separating  themselves  from  their 
renegade  brethren,  have  remained  faithful  to  their 
faith  and  sacred  calling,  thus  increasing  the  number 
of  "  interned  "  to  47.  Moreover  death  has  released  two 
others  from  captivity.  Of  course  to  this  list  of  65  con- 
fessors there  ought  also  to  be  added  the  many  priests 
who  were  able  to  save  themselves  from  this  fate  by 
escaping  over  the  frontier  into  Galicia,  where  they 
have  found  a  temporary  shelter.  All  the  little  that  be- 
longed to  them  has  been  confiscated,  or  handed  over 
to  the  apostates  who  have  succeeded  them. 

PERSONAL. — E.  F.  B.  will  find  an  answer  to  his  letter 
in  the  Boston  Post-office.  A.  H.  D. 


New   Publications. 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  THE  LAST  FOUR  POPES  AND  OF 
ROME  IN  THEIK  TIMES.  By  H.  E.  Cardinal  Wiseman. 
New  York  :  P.  O'Shea. 

A  new  edition  of  a  standard  Catholic  work. 
A.ny  one  who  is  not  familiar  with  it  has  yet  to 
read  a  most  entertaining  volume.  It  is  well 
printed  and  substantially  bound. 

MADAME  DE.  LAVALLE'S  BEQUEST  :  COUNSELS  TO 
YOUNG  LADIES.  Philadelphia:  Peter  F.  Cunning- 
ham and  Son,  29  South  Tenth  St. 

A  book  replete  with  solid  instructions.  The 
writer  is  very  plain  and  practical  in  her  instruc- 
tions, illustrating  them  by  interesting  examples. 
The  first  part  treats  of  the  basis  of  all  true  vir- 
tue— viz.:  solid  piety.  In  the  other  parts  are 
found  admirable  directions  for  guiding  young 
ladies  safely  through  the  varied  circumstances  and 
relations  of  the  social  and  family  circles.  The 
writer  erects  a  truly  Christian  standard  of  excel- 
lence, therefore  her  views  will  seem  severe  to  those 
of  lax  or  worldly  sentiments ;  but  in  the  minds  of 
the  well-disposed  they  will  nourish,  or  create,  truth- 
ful and  elevated  ideas  of  their  obligations  to  God, 
their  neighbor  and  themselves. 

BROWNSON'S  QUARTERLY  REVIEW  for  July 


contains:  I,  The  Constitution  of  the  Church;  II, 
Our  Diocesan  Synods;  III,  The  Church  and  the 
Civil  Power;  IV,  Women's  Novels;  V,  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes;  VI,  The  Possible  Nothing  in  Itself ; 
VII,  Literary  Notices  and  Criticisms. 

The  Manhattan  and  De  La  Salle  Monthly  for 

July  has  the  following  table  of  contents:  I,  The 
Bell  of  Destiny;  John  Savage;  II,  Sorrow  Out- 
lived; E.  J.  O.;  Ill,  Self  Regard;  IV,  Are  We  a 
Military  People  or  Armed  Mobs?  The  Editor; 
V,  The  Coming  Home,  A  Tale,  by  Mary  J.  Hoff- 
man; VI,  Robert  Einrnet  and  Sarah  Curran;  VII, 
Tobacco;  VIII,  Famous  Memories  of  the  Month; 
IX,  Small  Talk;  X,  Handel  and  his  Works;  XI, 
Matrimonial  Chances;  XII,  The  Colosseum  at 
Rome;  XIII,  Miscellany;  XIV,  Current  Publica- 
tions. 

The  CoBcilia  for  July  has  been  received, 

and  among  the  many  encouraging  accounts  from 
all  quarters,  showing  the  growing  interest  in 
Church  Music,  we  find  a  brief  from  His  Eminence 
Cardinal  Lucca  to  the  Rev.  President  of  the  St. 
Caecilia  Society,  Rev.  Father  Witt,  in  which  the 
Holy  Father  expresses  himself  much  pleased  with 
the  rapid  spread  of  the  Society  in  Europe  and 
America;  also  in  the  interest  which  the  Bishops 
and  Clergy  take  in  the  matter.  This  is  the  third 
time  that  the  Holy  Father  has  spoken  words  of 
encouragement  and  approval  to  the  Society. 

Received  from  P.  O'Shea,  New  York, — 

"  Notes  on  the  Rubrics  of  the  Roman  Ritual.  By  the 
Rev.  James  O'Kane,  Senior  Dean,  St  Patrick's  Col- 
lege, Mayuooth.  

Obituary. 

Rev.  Charles  Tierney,  Chaplain  of  the  Carney 

Hospital,  South  Boston,  for  the  last  seven  years,  died 
July  2nd,  of  consumption,  at  the  age  of  54  years.  He 
was  a  native  of  Ireland.  He  came  to  this  country 
over  thirty  years  ago  and  was  for  many  years  mission- 
ary in  California  and  Oregon. — Boston  Pilot. 

The  death  is  announced  of  a  holy  nun  of  the 

Order  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  Sister  Mary  de  Pazzi 
O'Connor,  a  native  of  Cork,  who  went  to  join  the  Order 
at  St.  Xavier's  Convent,  Bangor,  Me.,  six  years  ago? 
and  closed  a  saintly  life  by  an  edifying  and  happy 
death  in  that  religious  house. 

Mr.  Daniel  Corby,  one  of  the  oldest  residents  of 

Detroit,  died  on  the  26th  ult,  aged  77.  His  son,  Rev. 
'W.  Corby,  C.  S.  C.,  is  pastor  of  St.  Bernard's  Church, 
Watertown,  Wis.;  and  one  of  his  daughters,  Sister  M. 
Ambrose,  is  Superior  of  St.  Cecilia's  Academy,  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.  Rev.  Fr.  Corby  officiated  at  his  funeral 
Mass,  which  was  celebrated  in  the  Church  of  Our  Lady 
of  Help,  on  the  29th  ult.  Mr.  Corby  Avas  a  native  of 
King's  County,  Ireland,  and  came  to  Detroit  59  years 
ago.  He  was  celebrated  for  his  charities. — Catholic 
Universe.  Requiescant  in  pace. 
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An  Appaling  Temperance  Lesson. 


From  the  bar  of  the  public  house  to  the  bar  of 
justice  there  has  long  been  a  trail  of  staggering 
footprints.  It  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  be 
a  total  abstainer  to  enable  us  to  recognize,  very 
clearly  indeed,  that  more  than  half  the  crime  of 
the  country  is  directly  traceable  to  drink.  Thirty 
years  ago  the  fact  was  proclaimed  far  and  wide  all 
over  these  islands,  by  that  good  and  generous  priest 
of  God  who  won  for  himself,  from  Catholics  and 
non-Catholics  alike,  the  glorious  title  of  the  Apos- 
tle of  Temperance.  A  frightful  illustration  was  af- . 
forded  within  this  last  week  of  the  deadly  conse- 
sequeuces  of  drunkenness.  A  murderer,  by  name 
William  Hole,  was  hanged  in  the  gaol  at  Bristol, 
for  destroying  his  wife  while  he  was  under  the  ef- 
fects of  brutal  intoxication.  Half-a-dozen  years 
ago  the  wretched  felon  was  not  only  a  sworn  tee. 
totaller,but  a  strenuous  advocate  upon  the  platform 
of  the  advantages  of  temperance.  Relapsing,  re- 
cently, into  the  miserable  habits  from  which  he  had 
been  for  a  while  reclaimed,  this  unhappy  man,  de- 
stroying his  wife  in  a  phrenzy  of  drunkenness, 
stepped  from  the  platform  to  the  scaffold,  on  which 
he  expiated  his  life.  On  recovering  conscious- 
ness from  the  drtfnken  bout  in  which  the  deed  had 
been  done,  the  convict  up  to  the  last  moment  of  his 
existence  declared,  with  the  utmost  solemnity,  that 
he  had  not  the  faintest  remembrance  of  the  crime 
he  had  committed.  With  incidents  of  this  charac- 
ter constantly  coming  to  light,  we  can  hardly  won- 
der that  the  more  zealous  advocates  of  total  absti- 
nence have  come  at  last  to  regard  the  cause  they 
have  so  nearly  at  heart  as  a  panacea  for  all  the  ills 
that  beset  humanity. — London  Tablet. 


Religious  News. 


RECEPTIONS. 

On  Sunday,  the  4th  inst.,  at  the  Convent  Chapel 

of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy,  Webster  Avenue,  Pittsburgh, 
Pa.,  the  following  young-  ladies  received  the  White 
Veil  and  Habit  of  the  Order,  from  the  Rev.  Win.  Pol- 
lard, Pastor  of  St.  John's  Church,  Birmingham,  and 
Ecclesiastical  Superior  of  the  Community:  Miss  Mary 
Mullady  (Sister  Mary  Basil),  Miss  Mary  Buckly  (Sister 
Mary  Eusebia),  Miss  Kate  Anderson  (Sister  Mary  Pius), 
Miss  Mary  Easley  (Sister  Mary  Raymond),  and  Miss 
Margaret  Scanlon  (Sister  Mary  Cosmas). — The  Catholic. 

OltDINATIONS. 

An  impressive  ordination  service  was  held  at  the 

Cathedral,  Providence,  R.  I.,  on  Saturday  morning,  June 
20.  The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Hendrickcn  raised  to  the 
priesthood  Rev.  George  Mahony,  from  the  Grand 
Seminary,  Montreal,  and  Rev.  Lcois  Bouland,  adopted 
from  the  archdiocese  of  Algiers.  Besides  a  large 


crowd  of  the  friends  of  the  young  priests,  there  were 
present  in  the  sanctuary  about  twenty  clergymen  from 
the  city. 

Rt.  Rev.  John  Henncssy,  D.  D.,  Bishop  ofDu- 

buque,  Iowa,  conferred  the  order  of  priesthood  on  Rev. 
J.  D.  Bray,  late  of  the  Grand  Seminary,  Montreal,  on 
June  29.  The  Cathedral  was  thronged  at  an  early 
hour  by  the  Catholics  of  Dubuque  to  witness  one  of 
those  imposing  ceremonies  which  seldom  take  place 
outside  of  ecclesiastical  institutions.  There  were  sev- 
eral priests  present,  among  whom  we  recognized 
Father  Henneberry,  of  the  Order  of  the  Most  Precious 
Blood. 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Cincinnati  admin- 
istered Minor  Orders  to  the  following  gentlemen  at 
Mt.  St.  Mary's  Seminary,  on  Wednesday,  June  30,  and 
Subdeaconship  and  Deaconship  on  Thursday  and  Fri- 
day: J.  C.  Berding,  T.  A.  Conway,  J.  H.  M.  Kuhlman, 
J.  B.  Trohmiller,  J.  H.  Menke,  J.  B.  Roesener,  B.  Mei- 
thing  and  J.  A.  Meyer.  On  Saturday,  June  3,  the  fol- 
lowing Rev.  Deacons  received  the  order  of  Priesthood: 
F.  H.  Kessing,  J.  A.  Meyer,  J.  H.  Kuhlman,  J.  B.  Troh- 
muller,  J.  H.  Menke,  J.  B.  Roesener  and  B.  Meithing. 

On  Friday,  the  2nd  inst.,  Rt.  Rev.  Bp.  Fitzgerald 

conferred  the  order  of  Subdeaconship,  at  the  Semina- 
ry, on  Messrs.  Joseph  L.  Ahern,  Mathias  Arnoldi, 
Julian  Franche,  Geo.  F.  Houck,  James  F.  Kuebler, 
Joseph  Romer,  Joseph  Rosenberg,  and  John  Thein. 
On  Saturday,  3rd  inst.,  the  order  of  Deaconship  was 
conferred;  and  on  Sunday,  July  4th,  at  the  Cathedral; 
they  were  ordained  to  the  Priesthood.  At  10  a.  m., 
Pontifical  High  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Bishop 
Fitzgerald,  with  Very  Rev.  F.  M.  Boff,  V.  G.,  as  Assist- 
ant Priest;  Deacons  of  Honor,  Revs.  N.  A.  Moes  and 
P.  F.  Quigley;  Deacon  of  the  Mass,  Rev.  Fr.  Chevreaux; 
Subdeacou,  M.  Kinkead,  of  the  Seminary;  and  Master 
of  Ceremonies,  P.  O'Mara,  of  the  Seminary.  Owing 
to  the  time  occupied  in  the  solemn  ceremonies  there 
was  no  sermon.  The  Cathedral  was  crowded  to  its  ut- 
most capacity  on  the  occasion.  Most  heartily  do  we 
congratulate  the  Rev.  Fathers  upon  whom  the  grace 
of  this  Sacrament  has  fallen,  and  we  hope  and  pray 
that  their  future  work  may  be  directed  in  all  things 
by  the  loving  hand  of  our  Divine  Lord. — Catholic 
Universe,  Cleveland,  0. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FKOM  THE  22ur>  TO  THE  30rn  DAT  OF  JUNE 
One. hundred  and  thirty-six  letters  have  been  en- 
tered on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  seventy-five 
new  members  have  been  admitted  to  the  Association; 
prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have  been  asked  by 
eighty -five  sick  persons  ;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
ninety  individuals  and  eleven  families;  special  favors 
have  been  solicited  for  forty  individuals,  four  families, 
seven  communities,  two  hospitals  and  two  schools. 
Among  these  favors  are  particularly  recommended  the 
prevention  of  sale  of  a  family  estate;  resources  for 
seventeen  persons,  four  children  held  in  a  Protestant 
asylum,  the  mother  of  whom  is  a  convert  to  our  faith. 
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FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "  Mrs.  A.  F.  desires  to  have  a  Mass  said  for  her 
little  girl's  recovery;  she  says  that  since  her  child  used 
the  miraculous  water  she  is  gaining  strength  every 
day  and  is  now  able  to  attend  school."  ....  "Please 
send  me  some  more  water  of  Lourdes.  I  think  it  saved 
the  life  of  my  child  this  spring,  for  which  I  cannot  be 
too  thankful  to  our  Blessed  Mother."  ....  "  When  I  last 
sent  for  some  of  the  precious  water,  I  mentioned  it 
was  for  a  man  who  seemed  to  be  in  the  last  stage  of 
consumption,  but  his  faith  was  strong  and  firm  and 
he  is  now  again  able  to  go  around.  He  is  confident 
that  it  is  to  the  water  of  Lourdes  he  owes  his  re- 
covery." ....  "Three  times  has  our  beloved  mother 
saved  our  youngest  son  from  death.  Please  thank  her 
for  me.  A  girl  afflicted  with  spasms  had  tried  every 
kind  of  remedy  to  no  purpose.  She  at  last  tried  the 
water  of  Lourdes,  and  thanks  be  to  God  and  His  Im- 
maculate Mother  the  girl  has  been  spared  this  sad 
affliction  and  is  now  at  service  trying  to  support  her 
aged  parents."  ....  A  Religious  thus  writes:  '  We  re- 
joice in  assuring  you  that  the  child  for  whom  we  so 
earnestly  petitioned  prayers  has  been  marvellously  and 
perfectly  restored  to  her  reason.  It  is  a  fact  which 
should  be  published  as  another  proof  of  the  all-power- 
ful efficacy  of  prayer.  The  poor  child  raved  and  acted 
most  violently  during  two  weeks;  not  a  sane  word 
or  action  escaped  her  day  or  night;  at  times  it  required 
five  persons  to  hold  her;  and  the  case  was  the  more 
hopeless,  as  insanity  is  hereditary  in  the  family. 
Meantime  physicians  advised  her  removal  to  the  asy- 
lum, but  her  parents,  strong  in  faith,  caused  Masses  to 
be  offered,  Novenas  to  be  made,  and  the  water  of 
Lourdes  to  be  gvien.  About  the  12th  inst.  she 
seemed  to  grow  more  quiet,  and  in  three  days 
she  was  perfectly  restored  to  reason,  with  a  perfect 
recollection  of  events  preceding  her  illness.  She,  a 
little  girl  of  ten,  says  with  childlike  earnestness: 
"Why,  Notre  Dame  de  Lourdes  knows  me  well; 
I  always  prayed  to  her;"  and  in  fact  in  her  worst 
moments  she  would  repeat  her  inovocations  to  our 
Blessed  Mother  under  that  title."  ....  "About  six 
weeks  ago  I  wrote  for  some  water  of  Lourdes,  which 
was  received  and  gave  my  wife  great  strength,  she 
was  so  weak  before  that  she  was  hardly  able  to 
walk;  it  also  cured  her  sister  of  rheumatism,  for  whicii 
we  are  very  thankful." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MRS.  SOPHIA 
WEAVER,  of  Oil  City,  Pa.,  who  departed  this  life  on 
the  24th  of  June,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church.  MR.  WILLIAM  J.  DOOLET,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pa., 
who  died  Nov.  20th,  1871.  MRS.  JULIA  BRENNAN,  of 
Philadelphia,  Pa.  Mil.  WILLIAM  J.  O'MALLEY,  of 
Pittston,  Pa.,  who  died  lately.  He  was  a  very  good 
Christian,  and  beloved  by  all  who  knew  him;  having 
been  several  times  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church,  there  is  much  reason  to  hope  that  his  death 
was  a  very  happy  one.  MRS.  FRANCES  MALONE,  of 
Autioch,  Lavaca  Co.,  Texas,  who  died  on  the  8th  of 


June,  duly  prepared  by  the  rites  of  our  Holy  Church. 
On  her  death-bed  she  requested  her  daughter  to  ask 
for  the  prayers  of  the  Association.  Messrs.  E.  WIKE- 
HEAD,  JOHN  GILDEA,  and  D.  DAVERN,  of  Milford,  Ohio, 
(recommended  by  their  parish  priest);  MR.  MICHAEL 
FITZGERALD,  of  Toronto,  Canada.  The  prayers  of  the 
Associates  have  been  asked  for  MRS.  BRENNAN,  of 
Wilmington,  Del.,  who  died  on  the  9th  of  June,  after 
a  lingering  illness,  having  been  repeatedly  fortified  by 
the  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  MR.  OWEN  SULLIVAN, 
of  Rome,  N.  J.;  MRS.  REBECCA  DAVENPORT,  of  Daven- 
port, Iowa;  Mr.  WM.  AMER,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


CONVERSIONS,   ETC. 

We  clip  the  following  from  a  letter  received: 
"I  think  a  vast  amount  of  good  is  done  by  Catholic 
literature.  I  know  of  a  family  here  (the  wife  was 
baptized,  but  fell  away  before  she  was  married  to  a 
Protestant  Editor)— that  whole  family  is  returning,  on 
account  of  the  '  AVE  MARIA,'  which  they  receive. 
Three  years  ago  I  recommended  some  families  to  the 
Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The 
father  married  a  Protestant  woman:  she  has  since 
been  baptized,  and  has  made  her  First  Communion ;  he 
also  has  returned,  and  their  three  children  are  being 
raised  Catholics.  Of  another  the  father  is  a  Freemason, 
the  mother  was  indifferent,  and  their  two  daughters 
belonged  to  the  Methodist  Sunday  School,  which  the 
smaller  ones  attended.  Now  the  eldest  girl  is  married 
to  a  good  Catholic,  and  with  her  mother  is  a  monthly 
Communicant;  the  second  is  about  join  ing  the  Sisters 
of  Charity;  and  one  of  the  younger  ones  has  made  her 

First  Holy  Communion I  could  tell  you  a  great 

deal  more  that  our  Holy  Mother  has  done  for  us  if  I 
had  time.  I  trust  all  the  Associates  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  will  thank  her  a  great  deal." 


NOTICE. 

It  not  infrequently  occurs  that  the  water  of  Lourdes 
is  asked  by  some  of  our  correspondents  for  their 
non-Catholic  friends  and  neighbors.  As,  to  effect  a 
cure,  a  certain  faith  in  the  intercession  of  Our  Blessed 
Mother  is  of  the  primary  importance,  it  may  not  be 
out  of  place  to  call  attention  to  the  passages  in 
Holy  Writ  which  bear  reference  to  the  intercession 
of  angels  and  saints.  The  table  of  references  printed 
at  the  end  of  the  Douay  Bible,  which  is  sold  by  all  Cath- 
olic booksellers  in  the  country,  points  out  the  follow- 
ing passages:  "ANGELS.  They  have  a  charge  over  us  :(8t. 
Matthew,xviii,10;  Hebr.,i,  14.  See  also  Exodus,  xiii,  20f 
21;  Psalm  xcii,12.  They  offer  up  our  prayers:  Apoc., 
xiii,  4.  And  pray  for  us:  Zacharias,  i,  12.  We  have  a 
communion  with  them:  Hebr.,  xii,22.  They  have  been 
honored  by  the  servants  of  God:  Josue,  v,  14, 15.  And 
invoked:  Gen.,  xlviii,  15,  16;  Osee,  xii,  4;  Apoc.,  i,  4. 

"SAINTS  departed,  assist  us  by  their  prayers:  Luke, 
xvi,  9;  1  Cor.,  xii,  8;  Apoc.,  v,  8.  We  have  a  commu- 
nion with  them:  Hebr.,  xii,  22,  23,  They  have  power 
over  nations:  Apoc.,ii,  26,  27;  chap,  v,  10.  They  know 
what  passes  amongst  us:  Luke,  xv,  10;  1  Cor.,  xiii,  12; 
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1  John,  iii,  2.  They  arc  with  Christ  in  Heaven  before 
the  general  resurrection.  2  Cor.,  v,  1,  6,  7,  8;  Philip,  i, 
23,  24;  Apoc.,  iv,  4;  Chap,  vi,  9,  Chap.  vii,14, 15,  etc.; 
chap,  xiv,  1,  3,  4,;  chap,  xix,  1,  4,  5,  6;  chap,  xx,  4.  For 
their  invocation  consult  the  texts  quoted  above  with 
relation  to  Angels:  and  for  such  a.s  testify  the  great 
power  which  the  prayers  of  God's  servants  have  with 
Him;  and  which  authorize  us  to  call  for  their  prayers, 
see  Exodus,  xxxii,  11,  14;  1  Kings,  vii,  8,  9,  10; 
Job, xlii,  7,8;  Rom., xv,  30;  Ephes.,  vi,  18, 19;  1  Thess., 
v,  25;  Hebr.,  xlii,  13;  James,  v,  16.  Most  of  these  pas- 
sages are  so  clear  that  they  need  no  explanation. 
There  can  be  no  conclusion  more  natural  than  that  she 
who  was  chosen  from  all  eternity  to  be  the  Mother  of 
the  Incarnate  Word,  to  whom  God  Himself  was  subject, 
who  was  hailed  by  the  highest  prince  of  the  Heavenly 
court  full  of  grace,  whom  all  generations  shall  call  blessed, 
is  a  powerfull  intercession  with  God. 


Sanctuary  Lamp. 

Mrs.  M.  J.  Field,  Lebanon,  Pa $10  00 

Mr.  P.  Faherty,  Piedmont,  W.  Va 1  00 


The  Beads. 

"Kathleen,  why  do  you  always  say  'bidding 
my  beads,'  instead  of '  saying  my  rosary '  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Margie,  I  do  not  know  why,  un- 
less because  my  mother  and  grandmother  always 
bid  their  beads  before  me." 

"And  your  great-grandmother,  and  great-great- 
grandmother  before  them,  I  presume,"  said  Mar- 
gie's father.  "The  truth  is,  my  good  Kathleen, 
you  have  all  the  old  traditions  on  your  side.  Ro- 
sary is  a  new  name  for  the  beads." 

"  But,"  urged  Margie,  "  when  people  talk  about 
beads,  I  always  think  of  coral  beads,  or  those 
great  beads  which  we  call  '  Roman-pearls' ;  or, 
worse  still,  all  the  glass  beads  that  ladies  use  for 
their  fancy  work  or  to  dress  up  their  small  chil- 
dren." 

"  This  only  shows  how  much  we  are  influenced 
by  custom.  The  word  '  bead '  really  means 
prayer.  In  this  sense  it  was  used  by  all  the  An- 
glo-Saxon Christians  of  England,  centuries  before 
the  word  'rosary'  was  thought  of..  To  bid  or 
tell  one's  beads  was  simply  to  count  how  many 
prayers,  Glorias,  Pater  Nosters,  and  Aves,  had 
been  said.  It  was  not  until  Protestantism  had 
taken  the  ancient  prayers  from  the  lips  and  hearts 
of  the  people  that  the  word  bead  was  used  in  any 
other  sense  than  prayer.  After  the  rebellion  of 
Henry  VIII  and  Elizabeth,  when  their  subjects 
were  not  allowed  to  pray  except  according  to 


the  will  of  the  king  or  queen,  the  prayer-beads 
were  forbidden,  and  the  word  bead  was  given  to 
any  little  round  ball  of  gold,  silver,  coral,  ivory 
or  glass  for  ornaments.  Bead  could  be  used  for 
dress  and  vanity,  but  not  for  devotion.  You  see, 
Margie,  that  you  have  the  worldly,  Protestant 
definition  of  bead  in  your  head;  while  Kathleen 
has  the  definition  which  would  be  given  by  the 
the  Church." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Kathleen,  with  a  broad 
smile ;  and,  dropping  one  of  her  best  curtsies, 
she  left  room. 

"  Were  you  in  real,  sober  earnest,  papa,"  asked 
Margie,  "or  did  you  say  all  that  only  to  please 
Kathleen  ?  " 

"  I  was,  as  you  express  it,  in  real,  sober  earnest, 
Margie.  In  the  first  place,  I  did  not  like  to  hear 
you  question  good,  simple  Kathleen,  in  that  way. 
She  is  not  expected  to  know  the  reasons  for  such 
things ;  and  even  such  learned  young  ladies  as  my 
Margie,"  he  continued,  with  a  sly  twinkle  in  his 
eye,  "  have  no  better  reasons  to  give  for '  saying 
their  rosaries,'  than  Kathleen  for  '  bidding  or  tell- 
ing her  beads.'  I  only  hope,  my  dear,  that  you 
may  have  the  habit  of  saying  your  rosary  as  often 
and  as  fervently  as  Kathleen  tells  her  beads. 
Again,  fashionable  young  Catholic  ladies,  like  my 
Margie,  for  instance — " 

"Now,  papa,  I  think  you  are  very  hard  upon 
me.  You  first  called  me  learned,  and  now  you 
call  me  fashionable!" 

"  You  would  be  angry,  my  dear,  if  I  should  call 
you  ignorant  or  unfashionable." 

"  But  you  are  just  making  fun  of  me,  papa!  " 

"  A  little,  perhaps ;  for  I  confess  I  dread  of  all 
things  the  airs  of  a  would-be  learned,  fashionable 
lady,  who  still  does  not  take  the  pains  to  know 
her  religion.  Such  persons  are  sure  to  ask  all  the 
Kathleens  in  their  service  exactly  the  question 
you  have  asked  now." 

"  Ah  well,  papa,  I  promise  to  leave  Kathleen  in. 
peace  with  her  beads;  but  tell  me  more  about 
these  things." 

"  The  more  you  know  about  them,"  said  her 
father,  "  the  more  you  will  respect  the  beautiful 
fidelity  with  which  those  who  know  little  of  books 
have  preserved  old  Catholic  traditions." 

"  If  bead  means  prayer,  what  does  rosary 
mean?" 

"  The  name  was  first  given  to  the  round  chaplet 
of  fifty  '  Hail  Marys'  said  in  honor  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  which  might  be  likened  to  a  chaplet 
of  roses.  But  her  beads  might  have  more  or  less, 
and  were  called  '  a  pair  of  beads,'  or  '  a  pair  of  Pa- 
ter-nosters,'  or  'Ave  beads,'  or  even  '  a  Pater-noster.' 
Sometimes  the  string  held  only  one  decade,  which 
would  be  counted  over  and  over  again.  It  was 
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fastened,  generally,  to  a  ring  worn  on  the  little  fin- 
ger, and  this  string  of  beads  did  not  make  a  circle, 
but  fell  straight  down.  These  beads  were  often  of 
precious  stones  chained  with  links  of  silver  or 
gold ;  and  a  present  of  a  '  pair  of  beads '  might  be 
made  to  a  sovereign  by  one  of  his  greatest  lords,  or 
by  a  sovereign  to  a  favorite  lord,  or  by  one  sove- 
reign to  another.  They  were  also  worn  as  a  pious 
ornament,  and  the  portrait  of  many  a  noble  duke 
or  duchess  has  been  painted  with  the  'beads' 
hanging  from  the  finger  or  the  waist.  'Telling  or 
bidding  the  beads,'  was  an  exercise  quite  as  fa- 
miliar to  the  lord  as  to  the  peasant ;  ami  when  the 
rich  lord  made  his  will,  his  beads  were  given  to 
some  dear  friend  as  a  mark  of  special  regard." 

"  That  is  lovely,  papa." 

"And  not  only  lords,  but  great  ecclesiastics,  my 
dear,  had  this  same  custom  among  them.  The 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  Thomas  Fitzalan,  had 
a  pair  of  beads  of  gold  bequeathed  to  him  in  1404, 
by  William  of  Wykeham,  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
with  these  words  inscribed  on  them:  '/.  II.  S.  cst 
amor  meus* ;  or  'Jesus,  Saviour  of  men,  is  my 
Love.'  I  know  of  nothing  more  beautiful  than 
this  given  from  one  prelate  to  another." 

"Rosary  is  such  a  pretty  name,  papa!  but  I  am 
half  inclined  to  use  the  old  name  with  Kathleen ; 
for,  after  all,  a  prayer  is  something  higher  than  a 
rose.  How  strange  that  Catholics  should  forget 
the  meaning  of  so  high  a  word!  " 

"Especially,"  said  her  father,  "when  a  great 
saint,  like  Venerable  Bede,  bore  the  name  with 
the  same  meaning.  For  his  name  means  prayer, 
in  his  Anglo-Saxon  tongue." — Catholic  Universe. 


The  Power  of  the  Holy  Name. 

It  is  related  in  the  life  of  St.  Edmund,  of  Abing- 
don,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  that 
being  one  day  in  the  country  with  the  other  boys 
his  companions,  as  he  was  fond  of  prayer  and  sol- 
itude he  separated  from  them  in  order  to  walk 
alone  in  the  meadows,  to  meditate  and  entertain 
himself  with  devout  aspirations  towards  Jesus 
Christ.  Behold,  a  beautiful  infant  appeared  to 
him,  and  saluted  him  with,  "  God  bless  you,  my 
dear  Edmund!"  and  then  asked  him  if  he  knew 
who  he  was?  Edmund  answered  that  he  did  not. 
He  then  said,  "  I  wonder  that  I  should  be  unknown 
to  you,  since  I  always  sit  by  your  side  in  school, 
and  am  constantly  in  your  company,  and  follow 
you  wherever  you  go.  If  you  desire  to  know  me, 
look  at  my  forehead."  Edmund  did  so,  and  read 
on  his  forehead  these  words,  "  Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
the  King  of  the  Jews."  The  Child  then  added, 
"This  is  MY  NAME;  and  I  desire  that  in  remem- 
brance of  the  love  I  bear  you,  you  should  every 


night  sign  your  forehead  with  this  Name,  and  it 
shall  deliver  you  from  sudden  death;  as  it  will 
also  deliver  every  one  who  shall  do  the  same." 
Edmund  ever  after  signed  himself  with  the  name 
of  Jesus.  On  one  occasion  the  devil  seized  his 
hands,  in  order  to  prevent  his  doing  so ;  but  he 
conquered  him  by  prayer,  and  then  constrained 
him  to  tell  him  what  was  the  weapon  he  feared 
most;  the  devil  replied  that  it  was  those  words 
with  which  he  signed  his  forehead. 


The  Reward  of  Forgiveness. 


St.  Francis  of  Sales  relates  that  some  of  the  stu- 
dents of  the  University  of  Padua,  where  he  studied, 
had  the  perverse  habit  of  going  over  the  city  at 
night,  challenging  the  people,  and  if  no  reply  was 
made  they  would  fire  upon  them.  It  happened 
that  a  student  was  once  challenged,  and  refusing 
to  answer,  was  killed.  The  murderer  took  refuge 
with  a  good  widow  woman,  with  whose  sou  he 
was  on  terms  of  great  intimacy.  She  harbored 
and  secreted  him  very  carefully.  But  within  a 
few  moments  she  received  the  harrowing  news 
that  her  son  had  just  been  killed.  The  truth 
flashed  at  once  upon  her  mind,  and  proceeding 
forthwith  to  the  closet  wherein  she  had  secreted 
the  murderer  of  her  son,  with  a  flood  of  tears  she 
thus  addressed  him:  "Alas!  what  had  my  son 
done  to  you  that  you  should  kill  him  so  cruelly  ?" 
The  culprit,  overwhelmed  with  grief  by  the 
atrocity  of  his  deed  and  the  remembrance  of  his 
former  friendship,  burst  into  tears,  and  tore  his 
hair.  Instead  of  begging  pardon  of  the  desolate 
mother,  he  throws  himself  on  his  knees,  entreating 
her  to  give  him  up,  that  he  may  publicly  atone 
for  his  crime.  The  heroic  woman,  satisfied  with 
the  feelings  of  true  repentance  evinced  by  the 
murderer  of  her  son,  wished  for  no  revenge,  but 
that  he  might  live  and  secure  God's  pardon.  Ac 
cordingly  she  had  him  conveyed  to  a  place  of  se- 
curity. Afterwards  the  soul  of  the  murdered 
youth  appeared  to  his  merciful  mother  and  in- 
formed her  that  her  act  of  forgiveness  was  so 
pleasing  to  God  that  his  time  of  punishment  in 
purgatory  had  been  much  shortened. 


WHO  is  wise?  He  that  is  teachable.  Who  is 
mighty?  He  that  conquers  himself.  Who  is  rich? 
He  that  is  contented.  Who  is  honored !  He  that 
honoreth  others. 

THE  BLESSED  VIRGTX  never  forgets  in  deatli 
those  who  through  life  have  been  her  most  faith- 
ful servants.  When  St.  Stanislaus  was  dying  she 
was  present,  and  herself  conducted  him  to  heaven. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  L,  48. 
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The  Blessed  Virgin's  Place  in  Christian  Wor- 
ship. 

[From  Brownson's  Quarterly  Review  for  July.] 
The  Blessed  Virgin,  however  powerful  as  the 
Mother  of  God  with  her  Divine  Son,  has  of  herself 
no  miracle-working  power.  She  is,  though  ex- 
alted above  all  below  the  Ineffable  Trinity,  still  a 
creature,  and  as  destitute  of  creative  power  as  any 
other  creature.  Not  she  but  our  Lord  wrought 
the  miracle  of  Cana  of  Galilee.  She  has  power 
with  her  Divine  Son  to  obtain  from  Him  a  mir- 
acle by  her  prayers,  for  she  can  ask  nothing  not 
in  strict  accordance  with  His  will,  or  not  inspired 
by  Him.  Moreover,  the  relation  of  mother  and 
son  subsists,  and  ever  must  subsist,  between  them. 
But  though  she  may  by  her  prayers  obtain  favors, 
and  even  miracles,  for  us,  it  is  God  who  works  the 
miracles  and  bestows  the  favors.  Every  Catholic 
knows  this,  and  Mgr.  de  Segur  has  probably  ne- 
glected to  state  it,  because  assured  that  it  is  a  point 
on  which  no  Catholic  can  fall  into  a  mistake. 
But  as  it  is  a  point  on  which  non-Catholics  sup- 
pose or  pretend  that  we  do  fall  into  a  mistake,  and 
a  most  grievous  mistake  too,  that  of  giving  to  the 
creature  the  glory  that  belongs  to  the  Creator,  we 
think  the  author  should  have  expressly  guarded, 
not  against  our  falling  into  the  mistake,  but 
against  others  supposing  it  possible  for  us  to  do 
so. 

We  do  not,  we  may  remark  by  the  way,  ask  the 
Blessed  Virgin  to  pray  for  us  because  we  cannot 
pray  directly  to  God  for  ourselves,  or  because  we 
feel  that  she  loves  us  better  than  does  her  Son,  and 
is  more  ready  to  favor  us,  or,  as  far  as  depends  on 
her,  to  hear  and  grant  our  petitions.  He  is  as 
near  us  as  she  is,  and  no  less  tender  and  merciful 
to  us,  since  He  loved  us  well  enough  to  die  for  us 
on  the  Cross.  It  is  not  because  we  can  more  easily 
approach  them,  because  they  have  a  greater,  a 
tenderer  sympathy  with  us,  or  are  more  ready  to 


help  us,  that  we  pray  to  Mary  and  the  saints,  and 
ask  them  to  intercede  with  our  Lord  for  us,  or  to 
bear  for  us  our  petitions  to  the  throne  of  grace,  for 
our  Lord  is  perfect  man  as  well  as  perfect  God, 
and  God  Himself  is  the  fountain  of  all  love,  mercy, 
tenderness,  and  compassion  to  which  we  appeal 
in  them.  The  reason  is,  the  mediatorial  character 
of  the  kingdom  of  God,  as  we  have  so  often  done 
our  best  to  explain.  The  principle  of  the  order 
founded  by  the  Incarnation  of  the  Word  is  the  dei- 
fication of  the  creature,  to  make  the  creature  one 
with  the  Creator,  so  that  the  creature  may  partici- 
pate in  the  divine  life,  which  is  love,  and  in  the 
divine  blessedness,  the  eternal  and  infinite  blessed- 
ness of  the  Holy  and  Ineffable  Trinity,  the  one 
ever-living  God.  Creation  itself  has  no  other  pur- 
pose or  end ;  and  the  Incarnation  of  the  Word,  and 
the  whole  Christian  order,  are  designed  by  the 
divine  economy  simply  as  the  means  to  this  end, 
which  is  indeed  realized  or  consummated  in 
Christ  the  Lord,  at  once  perfect  God  and  perfect 
man,  indissolubly  united  in  one  Divine  Person. 

The  design  of  the  Christian  order  is,  through 
regeneration  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  to  unite  every  in- 
dividual man  to  Christ,  and  to  make  all  believers 
one  with  one  another,  and  one  with  Him,  as  He 
and  the  Father  are  one.  All  who  are  thus  regen- 
erated and  united  are  united  to  God,  made  one 
with  Him,  live  in  His  life,  and  participate  in  His 
infinite,  eternal  and  ineffable  bliss  or  blessedness. 
Herein  we  see  the  superabounding  goodness  of 
the  Creator.  God  is  infinite,  perfect,  in  all  re- 
spects sufficient  for  Himself,  and  therefore  is  and 
must  be  infinitely  happy  in  Himself.  He  could, 
therefore,  have  been  moved  to  create  only  by  His 
infinite  goodness,  in  order,  to  diffuse  His  own  life, 
which  is  the  light  of  men,  love,  and  happiness, 
ad  extra,  as  say  the  schoolmen.  Creation  is  a 
manifestation  of  the  love  and  goodness  of  the 
Creator;  and  as  the  purpose  of  God  in  creating 
was  to  give  to  creatures  a  share  in  His  own  infin 
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He  life  and  blessedness,  He  must  be  infinitely 
more  loving,  tender,  compassionate  than  any  crea- 
ture, however  exalted  or  glorified.  It  is  from  Him 
that  the  glorified  saints  and  angels  draw  whatever 
of  love,  tenderness,  or  compassion  we  appeal  to  in 
them. 

But  the  goodness  of  God  does  not  stop  here. 
He  not  only  permits  the  glorified  creature  to  par- 
ticipate in  His  own  life,  love,  and  happiness,  or 
beatitude,  but  He  also  permits  His  creatures  to  be 
co-workers  with  Him  in  His  work,  and  to  partic- 
ipate in  the  glory  of  its  accomplishment.  He 
makes,  in  some  sense,  the  creature  a  medium  of 
effecting  its  perfection;  that  is  to  say,  He  uses 
created  agents  and  ministers  in  effecting  His  pur- 
pose, and  in  gaining  the  end  for  which  He  creates 
them,  and  thus  enables  them  to  gain  the  signal 
honor  of  sharing  in  the  glory  of  the  Creator's  and  the 
Redeemer's  work,  that  is,  in  the  glory  of  the  king- 
dom of  God.  Hence  it  is  that  the  true  followers 
of  Christ  enter  into  glory  with  Him,  or  participate 
in  the  glory  of  His  kingdom ;  which  they  could 
not  do  if  they  had  done  nothing  towards  founding 
and  advancing  it.  It  is  not  that  He  needs  them 
for  Himself;  but  because,  in  His  superabounding 
goodness,  He  would  bestow  on  them  the  honor 
and  blessedness  of  sharing  in  His  work,  and  of 
being,  so  to  speak,  employed  in  His  service,  and 
meriting  His  approbation  and  reward.  It  is  His 
love  to  His  Blessed  Mother  that  makes  her  the 
channel  of  His  grace;  His  love  to  His  saints,  His 
friends,  that  leads  Him  to  employ  them  in  His 
service,  that  gives  them  the  high  honor  of  being 
intercessors  for  us.  This  is  not  only  a  high  honor 
to  them,  but  a  great  joy  and  blessedness,  for  they 
are  filled  with  His  love,  and,  like  Him,  overflow 
•with  love  and  goodness  to  all  His  creatures.  The 
Cultus  Sanctorum  flows  naturally,  so  to  speak, 
from  the  principle  of  the  Incarnation,  the  deifica- 
tion of  man  or  the  creature ;  and  in  it  we  not  only 
honor  the  saints,  but  show  forth  our  faith  in  the 
superabounding  love  and  goodness  of  God,  which 
permits  them  to  work  with  Him  for  the  fulfilment 
of  His  design  in  creation,  and  to  participate  in  its 
glory. 

The  fact  that  God  does  employ  the  saints  and 
angels  as  agents  and  ministers  in  carrying  on  His 
mediatorial  work,  is  indisputable.  If  anything  is 
clear  and  certain  from  the  Holy  Scriptures,  it  is 
this.  It  is  implied  in  the  very  fact  of  the  Incarna- 
tion, which  makes  the  creature  one  with  the  Crea- 
tor. It  is  only  the  universal  extension  of  the  sac- 
erdotal principle  which  underlies  all  religion,  and 
cannot  be  denied  without  denying  the  very  prin- 
ciple of  the  Christian  order.  Most  Protestants 
would  seem  to  reject  it;  but  most  Protestants, 
whatever  they  may  intend,  really  reject  the  In- 


carnation, and  cannot  be  held  to  be  believers  in 
Christ  the  Mediator  of  Cod  and  men.  Yet  Protes- 
tants, when  they  send,  as  most  of  them  do,  a  note 
to  their  minister  asking  him  to  pray,  and  the 
congregation  to  pray,  for  a  sick  or  dying  friend, 
or  for  a  family,  or  an  individual  in  great  afflic- 
tion, recognize,  whether  they  know  it  or  not,  the 
sacerdotal  principle, — the  very  principle  on  which 
rests  the  invocation  of  saints.  When  a  Protestant, 
writing  to  a  friend,  concludes  with  the  request, 
pray  for  me,  he  does  the  same. 

Indeed,  the  whole  system  of  creation  is  a  system 
of  means  to  ends,  and,  in  fact,  could  not  be  other- 
wise, since  its  prototype  is  in  the  Ever-Blessed 
Trinity,  which  it  copies,  or  faintly  expresses  ad 
extra,  as  the  three  Divine  Persons  express  the 
Divine  essence  ad  intra.  In  the  Holy  Trinity,  the 
Holy  Triad,  we  have  principle,  medium,  and  end. 
The  Father  is  principle,  the  Son  is  medium,  and 
the  Holy  Ghost  is  end — the  consummator.  As  the 
idea  exemplaris,  or  type  of  creation,  is  in  the  eter- 
nal essence  of  God,  it  must,  through  the  free  act 
of  the  Creator,  express  in  a  faint  degree,  ad  extra, 
the  Triad  which  expresses  that  eternal  essence  ad 
intra,  or  which,  if  we  may  so  speak,  constitutes 
that  essence.  Then  everything  in  creation  must  ex- 
press, in  some  degree,  principle,  medium,  and  end ; 
and  the  end  is  unattainable  without  the  medium 
or  means,  as  we  see  all  through  even  the  natural 
world.  We  are  promised  seed-time  and  harvest, 
but  we  must  cultivate  the  soil,  and  sow  the  seed, 
or  no  crop  will  be  obtained.  In  no  case  is  the 
end  gained  but  by  the  proper  use  of  the  divinely- 
appointed  means. 

Now  in  the  Christian  world,  founded  by  the  In- 
carnation, the  appointed  means  to  the  end  is 
prayer.  God  grants  His  favors  only  to  those  who 
ask  for  them,  perhaps  because  only  those  who  ask 
have  the  internal  disposition  to  profit  by  them. 
We  can,  of  course,  ask  Him  directly  for  whatever 
we  think  we  have  need  of;  but  when  we  ask  also 
the  saints  to  ask  Him  for  us,  we  act  in  accord- 
ance with  His  love  for  them,  and  unite  with  Him 
in  honoring  them,  by  engaging  them  in  work- 
ing out  His  designs.  We  also  give  them  the  op- 
portunity of  serving  Him  in  us,  and  showing 
forth  their  love  both  for  Him  and  us.  We  honor 
God  in  honoring  with  our  love  and  confidence 
those  whom  He  delights  to  love  and  honor;  and, 
in  invoking  their  prayers,  we  use  the  appointed 
means  of  gaining  the  blessings  we  crave,  and  we 
enlist,  in  aid  of  our  own  prayers,  the  prayers  of 
those  whose  sanctity  renders  them  dear  to  our 
Lord  and  God. 

If  we  have  made  ourselves  understood,  we  have 
shown  why  it  is  we,  in  the  old  sense  of  the  word, 
worship  Mary  and  the  saints,  and  why  it  is  that 
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God  Himself,  in  fulfilling  His  design  in  creation, 
especially  the  "new  creation,"  or  teleological  or- 
der, uses  the  ministry  of  saints  and  angels,  and 
chiefly,  as  their  Queen,  His  Blessed  Mother,  from 
whose  chaste  womb  He  took  His  human  nature. 
The  pretence  of  Protestants  that  in  honoring  Mary 
or  the  saints  we  are  robbing  God  of  the  honor  that 
is  His  due,  and  putting  the  creature  in  the  place 
of  the  Creator,  shows,  if  not  absolute  want  of  faith 
in  Christ,  an  absolute  ignorance  of  the  Christian 
system,  or  the  theological  principles  revealed  in 
the  Holy  Scriptures.  It  overlooks  the  mediatorial 
character  of  the  Gospel,  and  the  fact  that  all  in 
the  Gospel  grows  out  of  the  Incarnation  of  the 
Word,  who  was  with  God  in  the  beginning,  and  is 
God.  The  Protestant  objection  denies  that  crea- 
tion has  its  prototype  in  the  divine  essence,  and 
expresses  it  ad  extra.  It  denies  that  the  divine 
economy  of  creation,  so  to  speak,  was,  by  a  free 
creation,  to  communicate,  ad  extra,  His  own  life 
and  blessedness,  as  they  are  realized  ad  intra  in 
the  generation  of  the  Son  and  the  procession  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  It  denies  that  the  end  or  fulfil- 
ment of  creation,  in  the  supernatural  order,  is  the 
deification  of  man,  or  the  union  in  one  of  the  crea- 
ture and  the  Creator.  It  denies  that  God,  to  honor 
and  bless  the  creature,  admits  him  to  a  share  in 
the  fulfilment  of  His  design,  and  therefore,  to  a 
participation  in  His  own  Divine  life  and  blessed- 
ness. The  Protestant  either  knows  nothing  or 
believes  nothing  of  the  Christian  system.  He 
fails  to  perceive  that  it  is  in  accordance  with  the 
divine  intention,  that  of  diffusing  His  own  Divine 
life  and  blessedness,  to  employ  the  agency  or 
ministry  of  saints  and  angels,  who  are  honored 
and  blessed  in  being  so  employe'd.  In  invoking 
that  ministry  in  the  Cultus  Sanctorum,  we  only 
love  and  honor  those  whom  He  loves  and  honors, 
and  give  them,  as  it  were,  the  opportunity  to 
work  with  God,  and  participate  in  the  glory  of 
His  kingdom. 

The  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  Queen  of  saints  and 
angels,  and,  as  the  Mother  of  God,  is  exalted  above 
every  other  creature,  and  is  only  below  the  Inef- 
fable Trinity.  Whom,  then,  should  God  more  de- 
light to  honor,  or  more  delight  to  have  honored 
by  us  ?  She  is  the  Spouse  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  she 
is  His  Mother;  and  nothing  seems  more  in  accord- 
ance with  His  love  and  goodness,  and  the  very 
design,  the  very  idea,  if  we  may  use  the  term  of 
His  mediatorial  kingdom,  as  revealed  in  the  Gos- 
pel, than  that  He  should  do  her  the  honor  of  mak- 
ing her  His  chief  agent  in  His  work  of  love  and 
mercy — the  medium  through  which  He  dispenses 
His  favors  to  mortals.  There  is  joy  in  heaven 
among  the  angels  of  God,  we  are  told,  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth.  The  saints  and  angels, 


filled  with  the  spirit  of  God,  and  in  perfect  concord 
with  the  divine  purpose  in  creation,  and  with  the 
Word  in  becoming  incarnate,  are  full  of  love  to 
to  all  the  creatures  of  God,  and  join  with  Him  into 
whose  glory  they  have  entered,  in  seeking  the 
blessedness  of  those  He  has  redeemed  by  His  own 
Precious  Blood.  They  take  an  interest  in  the  sal- 
vation of  souls,  the  repentance  of  sinners,  and  the 
growth  and  perfection  of  the  regenerated,  and 
consequently  love  their  mission,  and  perform  their 
task  with  their  own  good-will,  and  with  joy  and 
alacrity.  This  love,  this  interest,  this  good-will, 
must  be  greatest  in  their  Queen,  the  ever-blessed 
Virgin.  As  she  is  exalted  above  every  other  crea- 
ture, only  God  Himself  can  surpass  Her  in  His 
love  for  His  creatures. 

We  understand,  then,  why  Mary  holds  so  dis- 
tinguished a  place  in  Christian  worship,  and  per- 
forms so  important  a  mission  in  furtherance  of  the 
mediatorial  work  of  her  Divine  Son.  Her  love  is 
greater,  for  she  is  full  of  grace,  greater  than  that  of 
any  other  creature.  She  is  more  intimately  con- 
nected with  the  Holy  Trinity,  and  holds  a  relation 
to  God  which  is  held  and  can  be  held  by  no  other 
effected  the  deification  of  man, — the  end  of  thesu- 
creature.  In  some  sense,  as  the  Mother  of  the  In- 
carnate Word,  she  is  the  medium  through  which  is 
pernatural  order.  She  cannot  be  separated  from 
that  end.  We  can  easily  understand,  then,  why 
God  should  assign  her  a  part  assigned  to  no  other 
creature.  Her  love  is  only  less  than  His,  and  her 
heart  is  always  in  perfect  unison  with  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  her  Son,  and  Mother  and  Son  are  strictly 
united  and  inseparable.  Equally  easy  is  it  now  to 
understand  why  the  Christian  heart  overflows  with 
love  and  gratitude  to  Mary ;  why  Christians  recur 
to  her  with  so  much  confidence  in  the  efficacy  of 
her  prayers,  the  success  of  her  intercession ;  and 
why  Catholics  offer  her  the  highest  worship  below 
the  supreme  worship  offered  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice, 
but  never  offered  except  to  God  alone. 

We  have  not  given,  or  attempted  to  give,  a  com- 
plete discussion  of  the  great  subject  we  have 
opened,  or  rather  which  the  appearance  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  has  opened.  We  have  only 
aimed  to  throw  out  a  few  thoughts  and  sugges- 
tions, which,  if  followed  up,  will  show  that  such 
appearances,  that  miracles,  that  the  love  and  ven- 
eration of  the  blessed  Mary,  and  the  Culius  Sanc- 
torum as  practised  by  Catholics,  are  not  anoma- 
lous, but  grow  out  of  the  very  principles  of  the 
supernatural  or  Christian  order,  the  mediatorial 
kingdom  of  God's  dear  Son;  and  are  in  strict  ac- 
cordance with  the  design  or  purpose  of  the  ever- 
blessed  Trinity,  and  tend  to  further  and  realize  it 
as  appropriate  means  to  an  end.  The  doubts  or 
difficulties  of  non-Catholics  on  this  subject  origi. 
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nate  in  their  rejection  or  ignorance  of  the  Incarna- 
tion, and  their  never  having  considered  the  Chris- 
tian system  as  a  whole.  The  heathen  retained  the 
primitive  revelation,  but  only  in  a  broken  and 
piecemeal  state.  Protestants  do  the  same  with  the 
Christian  revelation  as  preserved  and  taught  by 
the  Church.  The}-  have  lost  the  perception  of  the 
relation  of  the  several  parts  to  the  whole,  and  fail 
to  recognize  their  interdependence  and  strict  log- 
ical consistency  one  with  another,  and  with  the 
whole,  of  which  they  are  integral  parts.  They — 
in  fact,  the  best  of  them — understand  nothing  of 
Christian  theology.  Even  Catholics,  while  their 
faith  and  worship  is  right,  do  not  always  grasp 
the  profound  and  eternal  principles  which  under- 
lie the  dogmas  they  hold,  and  the  worship  in 
which  they  join. 

We  repeat,  all  in  Christianity  proceeds  from, 
depends  on,  and  clusters  around,  the  Incarnation, 
in  which  the  design  of  God  in  creation,  the  deifi- 
cation of  the  creature,  is  consummated.  The  de- 
votion to  Mary,  the  veneration  of  the  saints,  grow 
out  of  the  Incarnation,  as  does  the  Church  herself, 
and  tend  to  keep  alive  faith  in  that  crowning  act 
of  the  Creator.  We  need,  then,  place  no  restraint 
on  our  love  to  Mary  or  our  love  and  veneration 
for  the  glorified  saints  of  God.  In  loving,  vener- 
ating and  invoking  them,  we  are  acting  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  design  of  the  Holy  Trinity. 


Mary. 

Arise,  my  soul,  on  wings  of  faith,  and  soar  above, 
To  hear  the  teachings  of  a  Mother's  love. 

O  teach  me,  dearest  Mother,  to  tread  the  thorny  way, 
To  walk  the  path  of  suffering,  and  never  from  it  stray ; 
To  bear  the  Cross  with  Jesus  up  Calvary's  rugged 

height, 
To  stand  beneath  His  shadow  in  the  darkness  of  the 

night. 

O  teach  me,  dearest  Mother,  how  to  offer  all  to  Him, 
A  life  of  reparation,  a  holocaust  for  sin, — 
A  victim  to  His  justice,  in  suffering  and  in  love, 
A  will  of  closest  union  as  the  blessed  have  above. 

O  teach  me,  dearest  Mother,  that  science  sweet  to 

know 

The  secrets  of  simplicity,  and  let  its  treasures  flow 
To  purify  each  word  and  work,  to  offer  all  to  Him — 
A  little  child  in  heart  and  mind,  ah  then  His  love  can 

win. 

O  teach  me,  dearest  Mother,  how  to  lift  the  veil  that 

hides 

The  loving  Heart  of  Jesus,  deep  in  that  sacred  Side; 
O  break  the  bonds  that  hold  me,  and  let  me  enter  in 
To  die  in  Reparation  for  sacrilege  and  sin. 

ST.  JOSEPH'S  COXVENT  or  MEBCT,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 
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CHAPTER  IX  (Continued). 

Sybil's  heart  failed  her  more  and  more  as  the 
little  men  and  women  collected,  and  she  noted 
their  society  airs  and  graces,  their  precocious 
manners  and  absurdly  extravagant  toilettes.  She 
saw  them  flirting  with  each  other ;  and  moving  here 
and  there,  saying  pleasant  things  to  one  and  an- 
other, she  heard  malicious,  envious  remarks  made 
of  this  girl  or  that  boy  that  made  her  gasp.  What 
then!  were  these  prematurely  old  worldlings — 
blase  and  faded  out  of  their  childhood  and  inno- 
cence? Their  very  laugh  was  hard,  unreal,  and 
noisy,  meaning  anything  but  mirth;  their  lan- 
guage was  full  of  slang,  their  forward  arts  to  at- 
tract attention  undisguised  by  even  a  show  of 
modesty  on  the  part  of  the  girls;  while  the  young- 
sters, their  breath  redolent  of  tobacco,  made  their 
bows,  uttered  vapid  compliments,  selected  their 
partners  for  the  waltz  and  german  with  an  im- 
pertinent insouciance  positively  absurd. 

"I  cannot  believe  it  is  as  bad  it  seems!  there 
must  be  some  children  in  all  this  crowd.  I'll  try 
to  find  them ! "  thought  Sybil,  flitting  about,  trying 
to  get  up  an  old-fashioned  square  dance,  or  engage 
their  interest  in  the  games  she  proposed;  but — 
"Thanks,  no;  I'm  engaged  for  the  first  vaUe  and 
ever  so  many  ahead;"  or,  "I'm  going  to  dance 
the  german;  thanks!" — was  all  she  got,  and  from, 
the  way  they  looked  and  smiled  they  evidently 
thought  that  Miss  Weston  was  a  countrified  sim- 
pleton. And  when  the  round  dances  began,  and 
the  supper  was  over,  and  the  "  german "  opened, 
what  with  the  previous  fatigues,  the  ices,  candied 
fruits,  salads,  bon-bons  and  cakes  they  had  de- 
voured, their  jealousy  about  "favors,"  partners, 
and  the  heart-burnings,  their  whirling  around  in 
the  heated  atmosphere,  the  precocious  heads  of 
the  girls  reclining  upon  the  shoulders  of  the 
precocious  lads  in  whose  arms  they  trod  the  dizzy 
measure,  Sybil  thought  they  looked  much  as  she 
imagined  the  children  did  who  with  eager,  half- 
frightened  faces  danced  out  of  Hamliu  town  to 
the  music  of  the  pied  piper's  magic  flute,  danced 
away  after  him  to  his  cavern  under  the  mountain, 
where  they  danced  no  more.  She  had  read  the 
old  German  story  years  ago,  and  forgotten  it;  but 
this  scene,  here  under  her  father's  roof,  suddenly 
brought  it  up  before  her  with  the  same  feeling  of 
childish  horror  that  had  then  inspired  her,  but 
in  a  less  degree,  yet  disagreeable  enough.  Sybil 
wondered  if  the  grown-up"  society  "  people  danced 
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together  in  this  style,  and  if  she  would  be  ex- 
pected to  do  so ;  and  if  so,  how  should  she  man- 
age to  escape  an  ordeal  that  with  her  conventual 
ideas  of  modesty  would  be,  she  felt,  so  utterly  re- 
pugnant to  her  feelings?  She  had  expected  to 
enjoy  herself  at  this  so-called  child's  party,  but 
alas!  there  were  no  children  there,  but  only  little 
men  and  women  of  the  world ;  even  Edyth  was  so 
metarnorphosed.by  her  finery  and  her  fashionable 
airs  that  Sybil  could  scarcely  recognize  her; 
while  Clara — well!  S}rbil  wondered  where  and 
how  she  caught  all  the  nonsense  and  the  little 
affectations  that  she  played  off  to  attract  attention; 
and  while  she  concluded  that  it  must  be  innate, 
she  no  longer  felt  any  surprise  at  her  aunt's  objec- 
tions to  children's  balls.  The  inexperienced  con- 
vent girl  was  glad  when  it  was  all  over,  glad  to 
get  back  to  the  sweet  peace  of  her  room,  where 
she  could  quiet  the  fevered  disturbance  of  her 
heart  at  the  feet  of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  Help. 
"Should  she  ever  get  to  love  the  gaieties  of  the 
world?"  she  wondered;  could  they  ever  take  the 
place  in  her  mind  now  occupied  by  sentiments 
and  hopes  so  widely  antithetical  to  them  in  sub- 
stance and  effect?  Ah,  she  was  weak!  She  feared 
herself!  Why  might  not  her  feet  slip  on  this  flow- 
ery path,  as  others'  had?  Accustomed  to  it  all, 
would  things  appear  to  her  then  as  now?  Fami- 
liarity with  danger  dulls  one's  perceptions  to  its 
fatal  consequences:  would  not  she  forget  the  pit- 
falls under  the  flowers?  Sybil's  sigh  was  like  a 
sob.  Oh,  if  she  were  only  back  at  "  Holy  Cross ! " 
But  she  was  here,  and  if  strength  were  only  given 
she  must  prove  her  faith  by  trial.  "Ah!  how 
much  easier,"  she  imagined,  to  bear  a  grim,  rough 
cross,  than  one  of  the  world's  making,  and  hidden 
by  roses  whose  concealed  thorns  will  pierce  and 
sting  to  wildness!"  for  it  is  hard  to  realize  merit 
in  a  cross  of  the  world's  fashioning;  shortsighted 
ones  thinking  that  unless  they  see  the  hand 
stretched  out  from  behind  the  cloud  that  lays 
the  cross  upon  their  shoulders,  it  must  rise  up 
out  of  the  bottomless  pit  and  is  no  cross  at  all, 
forgetting  that  even  so  we  may  be  tried  by  the  Di- 
vine permission,  as  was  Job  by  the  powers  of  evil. 
The  day  was  dawning  when  Sybil  fell  asleep,  and 
when  she  awoke  Maum  Barbara  tapped  at  her 
door  and  told  her  that  it  was  "long  parst  nine 
o'clock."  She  knew  that  her  father  must  have 
gone  to  the  bank,  and  she  did  not  therefore  hurry 
in  dressing.  It  was  too  late  for  the  last  Mass  at  St. 
Mark's ;  her  stepmother  had  given  orders  not  to 
be  disturbed  until  12  o'clock;  and  Sybil,  after 
eating  her  breakfast,  put  on  her  things  to  go 
spend  the  day  with  her  aunt,  where  as  usual  she 
found  warm  welcome. 
Late  in  the  twilight,  when  the  "  Knights  of  the 


Round  Table"  had  assembled  and  were  in  merry 
consultation  in  the  schoolroom  over  holiday-games 
and  certain  masquerading  frolics  appropriate  to 
Christmas  festivities  that  they  expected  to  take  part 
in,  and  Natalie  had  gone  away  to  her  room,  as  was 
her  habit  everyday  at  this  hour,  either  to  enjoy 
a  short  period  of  solitude  to  brood  over  her  dead 
past,  or  to  write  in  her  journal — nobody  knew 
which,  or  ever  questioned  her  thereof;  and  while 
waiting  for  her  aunt,  who  had  gone  out  with  Clara 
to  attend  to  some  household  affair  or  other  that 
required  special  attention,  Sybil  went  into  the 
empty  drawing-room,  which  was  aJl  in  a  soft 
glow  from  the  red  coals  in  the  grate,  and  the 
silence  fell  restfully  around  her.  She  went  over 
to  the  bow-window  and  parted  the  curtains  to 
look  out  at  the  weather,  hoping  to  see  the  stars; 
but  it  was  snowing  heavily,  and  she  felt  a  shock 
of  disappointment,  for  on  the  morrow  she  was 
going  out  with  her  aunt  to  see  about  the  purchase 
of  a  chalice  and  other  things,  and  she  knew  that 
her  stepmother  would  want  the  carriage  all  day; 
she  thought  of  the  street  cars,  but  then  it  would 
have  been  so  much  more  pleasant  to  walk  in  the 
cold,  crisp  air,  with  sunlight  overhead;  however, 
they  would  go,  all  the  same,  and  could  attain 
the  object  of  their  errand  just  as  effectually  under 
the  shadow  of  a  cloudy  day;  besides,  what  sort  of 
a  Christmas  would  it  be  without  snow, — white, 
spotless  snow,  symbolic  of  the  ineffable  purity  of 
Him  who  was  born  at  Bethlehem,  and  of  the  swad- 
dling-clothes in  which  His  Mother's  hands  en- 
wrapped Him?  It  was  a  beautiful  gift,  or  grace, 
with  which  Sybil  was  endowed,  that  without 
eflbrt  or  thought  she  was  not  only  en  rapport  with, 
nature  under  all  its  aspects,  but  spiritualized,  as 
poet  or  saint  might,  whatever  she  looked  upon; 
not  that  we  by  any  means  claim  saintship  for  her, 
we  only  mean  that  in  a  degree  she  was  inspired 
as  St.  Francis  of  Assisium  was,  to  adore  the  Cre- 
ator through  His  works  animate  and  inanimate. 
Then  her  thoughts  wandered  away  to  "  Holy 
Cross,"  and  she  pictured  to  herself  all  that  the 
dear  nuns  and  her  companions  might  be  doing. 
She  knew  that  they  were  in  the  chapel  at  this 
hour,  singing  the  Litany  of  Lorelo;  she  almost 
fancied  she  heard  the  soft  strains  of  the  organ 
and  the  sweet,  fervent  voices  that  rose  and  fell  as 
the  blessed  titles  of  "  MAUY,  full  of  grace,"  rang 
out  on  the  night,  and  the  plaintive  "  Ora  pro  nobis  " 
touchingly  responded.  Hidden  there  behind  the 
curtains,  her  face  close  against  the  window-pane, 
thinking,  thinking,  the  girl  did  not  notice  that  a 
lady  had  entered  the  room — a  lady  in  deep  mourn- 
ing raiment,  the  texture  of  which  was  threadbare 
and  altogether  insufficient  to  protect  her  against 
the  inclemency  of  the  weather — whose  thin, 
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pinched  features  were  pale,  and  whose  eyes  were 
sunken  and  full  of  anxious  sorrow. 

"  Not  in !  "  she  said  to  Tom,  when  he  answered 
the  bell  and  told  her  that  Mrs.  Waite  was  out,  in 
such  a  tone  of  grieved  disappointment  that  his  old 
heart  was  moved  to  sympathy ;  having  been  tutored 
for  many  years  by  his  excellent  mistress,  lie  was 
quick  to  discover  unspoken  woe  by  its  signs. 

"  No,  Missis ;  bull  'spect  her  every  minit.  Won't 
you  come  in  an'  set  down?" 

"  Oh,  I'm  afraid  to  wait!  What  shall  I  do?  It 
will  be  too  late!  too  late!  " 

" Oh  no,  ma'am,  it  won't;  just  come  in  outen  the 
cold,  an'  set  by  the  parlor  fire;  its  comforble  like 
in  here,"  said  Tom,  soothingly,  as  he  conducted 
her  in  and  wheeled  a  cushioned  chair  near  the  fire. 

"  Thank  you.  Don't  light  the  gas,  please !"  said 
the  low7,  sad  voice,  as  Tom  in  the  excess  of  his  hos- 
pitality was  about  kindling  the  chandelier  into  a 
blaze;  he  desisted,  gave  the  fire  a  stir,  and  after 
again  assuring  the  lady  that  Mrs.  Waite  would  be 
home  in  a  few  minutes,  and  that  he  would  tell  her 
that  she  was  there  when  he  opened  the  door  to  let 
her  in,  he  went  away,  satisfied  in  his  own  mind  that 
the  stranger  was  "broken-down  gentle  folks;" 
on  a  quick  discovery  of  whom,  under  the  most  ad- 
verse circumstances,  he  greatly  prided  himself. 

Presently  Mrs.  Waite  came  in.  Tom  told  her 
sure  enough  that  a  lady  was  waiting  to  see  her; 
and  while  Clara  ran  upstairs  to  lay  oft'  her  things 
and  hunt  up  Sybil,  Mrs.  Waite  went  directly  into 
the  drawing-room ;  but  the  light  was  so  uncertain 
that  she  could  not  distinguish  her  visitor,  and  was 
reaching  up  to  turn  on  the  gas  when  she  heard 
some  one  say  : 

"  Please  don't,  Mrs.  Waite ! " — a  voice  so  sad  and 
yet  with  such  a  muffled  ring  of  agony  in  it  that 
her  hand  was  instantly  arrested;  and  turning  in 
the  direction  whence  it  came,  she  perceived  the 
dim  outline  of  a  small,  dark  figure,  and  indistinctly 
the  white  pallor  of  a  face  whose  features  she  could 
not  distinguish. 

"  I  think  I  ought  to  know  that  voice,"  she  said, 
offering  her  hand,  which  was  clasped  by  attenua- 
ted fingers  that  felt  more  like  the  claws  of  a  half- 
frozen  bird  than  those  of  a  human  being. 

"  I  am  Miriam  Hunter,"  said  the  low-voiced 
woman. 

"Miriam,  my  child!  my  little  ' sweet-heart,' as 
I  used  to  call  you, — where  have  you  been  these 
long  years?"  said  Mrs.  Waite,  folding  the  delicate 
form  in  her  arms,  and  kissing  the  white,  sorrow- 
ful face.  "  Ah,  you  wanted  to  surprise  me  here  in 
the  dark!  Now  that  you  have  done  so,  we  will 
have  a  light,  that  I  may  see  the  dear  little  face  I 
used  to  call '  sunshine ' — " 

"Once,"  interrupted  the  woman;   "but  there's 


no  sunshine  now.  All  is  changed  since  then.  Do 
not  make  a  light  yet ;  I  cannot  tell  you  what  brings 
me  here  if  there's  a  light." 

"  My  dear  child,  light  or  no  light,  as  you  please, 
only  tell  me  if  it  is  so  that  I  can  help  you  ?  I  don't 

know  how  things  have  gone  with  you  since 

since  your  marriage,  but  depend  upon  one  thing: 
whatever  is  changed,  and  however,  I  am  your  true 
and  constant  friend." 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Waite!"— -she  said,  after  a  painful 
pause — "  I  do  not  deserve  your  friendship.  I  can- 
not tell  you  all  that  followed  my  wilful  disobe- 
dience of  the  counsels  of  my  mother:  my  imagi- 
nation was  fevered  and  my  judgment  darkened 
by  the  sentimental  romances  that  I  fed  upon,  and 
I  had  no  desire  except  to  realize  one  for  myself. 
You  know  all  the  trouble  that  followed  my  im- 
prudent intercourse  with  the  handsome  stranger  I 
met  at  Lake  George,  whose  aquaintance  was  purely 
accidental ;  and  how  blind  and  deaf  I  was  to  all 
that  friends  told  me  of  his  habits  and  pursuits. 
I  thought  they  were  prejudiced  because  they  did 
not  think  him  a  sufficiently  brilliant  match  for  me, 
and — it  ended,  you  know,  by  my  eloping  with  him. 
Oh,  Mrs.  Waite!  I  cannot  tell  you  all  the  sorrows 
of  that  imprudent  marriage  without  speaking  of 
the  errors  of  the  dead." 

"  Is  your  husband  dead,  Miriam  ? "  asked  Mrs. 
Waite,  holding  both  the  thin,  trembling  hands  in 
the  warm,  loving  clasp  of  hers. 

"  He  died  a  year  ago ;  died  of  a  wound  inflicted 
by  a  drunken  associate ;  died  suddenly,  miserably !" 
she  said,  in  broken  accents.  "  Then  I  came  back 
to  Washington  with  my  child.  Nothing — not  a 
cent — was  left  of  my  fortune.  I  had  just  barely 
enough  to  bury  him  and  bring  me  home.  I  call  it 
home  from  habit,  for  I  have  no  home.  I  have 
supported  myself  by  sewing  and  embroidery  when- 
ever I  could  get  work." 

"Miriam,  my  child,  why  did  you  not  come  at 
once  to  me  ? — your  dear  mother's  oldest  friend!  " 
said  Mrs.  Waite,  inexpressibly  shocked. 

"  I  have  brought  it  all  upon  myself;  I  had  helped 
to  break  my  mother's  heart,  and  I  was  ashamed, 
and  too  proud  to  let  my  case  be  known  to  any  who 
had  known  me  in  prosperity.  But  now —  oh,  Mrs. 
Waite! — I  am  starving!  I  could  bear  it  alone ;  I 
should  be  glad  to  die  even  so,  but  my  boy  is  sink- 
ing fast  for  the  want  of  food  that  it  is  beyond  my 
means  to  get;  there's  a  film  over  his  beautiful 
eyes,  and  he's  too  weak  to  cry;  he  only  moans 
and  moans,  and  his  moans  get  fainter  every  hour; 
I  have  no  fire  to  warm  him,  and — to-morrow — we 
shall  have  no  shelter,  for  I  have  not  been  able  to 
pay  my  rent  and  we  are  to  be  turned  out." 

She  shed  no  tears,  but  there  was  a  frightened  ex- 
pression of  woe  in  her  face  as  of  one  drowning 
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from  a  wreck,  which  was  infinitely  more  touching; 
and  Mrs.  Waite  gathered  her  to  her  bosom,  her 
tears  falling  warm  upon  the  frozen  agony  of  the 
face  that  rested  there,  but  only  for  a  moment ;  there 
was  no  time  to  lose  in  the  indulgence  of  such 
sympathy  when  prompt  action  was  needed. 

"I  will  b.e  back  in  ten  minutes,  my  child.  I 
will  go  with  you  to  your  sick  child,"  said  Mrs. 
Waite,  as  she  rose  from  the  side  of  the  grief-sticken 
woman  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

Sybil,  there  in  the  bow-window,  hidden  by  the 
heavy  curtains,  had  heard  all  that  we  have  related- 
At  first  she  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  leave  the 
room,  as  her  being  there  could  make  no  possible 
difference;  but  after  her  aunt  came  in  and  she  dis- 
covered the  delicate  and  confidential  nature  of  the 
interview,  she  had  not  the  courage  to  show  herself) 
fearing  that  by  so  doing  she  would  only  add  to  the 
confusion  of  the  broken-hearted  woman,  whose 
trial  in  revealing  her  circumstances  was  already 
sufficiently  humiliating  to  her.  Covered  with  con- 
fusion at  being  an  accidental  eavesdropper,  Sybil 
had  never  felt  so  humiliated  and  uncomfortable 
in  all  her  life  before.  What  should  she  do  ?  How 
repair  the  apparent  meanness  of  her  conduct?  A 
sudden  idea  seemed  to  make  the  way  clear.  Why 
should  she  not  act  upon  the  impulse  ?  She  was  too 
unworldly  to  think  it  over  or  weigh  it  in  the  bal- 
ance of  selfishness  and  egotism  when  a  human 
heart  was  breaking  before  her  eyes  and  a  human 
life  drifting  away  that  she  might  help  to  save. 
All  thoughts  of  the  chalice  for  the  altar  at  "  Holy 
Cross,"  and  her  anticipated  enjoyment  in  present, 
ing  gifts  to  her  friends,  were  swept  away  by  the 
sight  of  this  great  human  need  so  suddenly  brought 
before  her.  But  she  must  do  quickly  that  to  which 
she  was  moved.  Her  aunt  would  be  back  pres- 
ently, and  she  wished  no  witness  to  the  act.  She 
opened  her  port-monnaie  and  took  out  three  of  the 
twenty-dollar  gold  pieces ;  the  room  lay  in  shadow 
yet,  and  she  flitted  out  from  behind  the  dark  crim- 
son gloom  of  the  curtains,  going  swiftly;  all  the 
light  that  glowed  out  from  the  fire  seemed  to  be 
gathered  up  by  her  golden  hair  and  the  shimmer  of 
the  pale  lustrous  dress  she  had  on ;  and  having 
paused  an  instant,  slightly  bending  with  infinite 
grace  over  the  sorrowing  woman,  who  had  watched 
with  dumb  wonder  the  bright  apparition  as  it  ap- 
proached, she  pressed  the  money  into  her  hand, 
whispering:  "  You  must  forgive  me:Iheard  all; 
take  this,  please,  for  your  little  sick  boy's  sake," 
and  before  a  refusal  could  come,  she  had  disap- 
peared from  the  room. 

It  was  all  as  sudden  and  strange  to  Miriam 
Hunter  as  if  the  radiant  form  of  one  of  God's 
angels  had  issued  out  of  the  air  before  her,  bring- 
ing her  relief;  who  she  might  be,  whether  of  earth 


or  heaven,  she  could  not  tell ;  all  she  really  knew 
was  that  there  in  her  hand  she  held  what  would 
save  her  child,  give  him  warmth,  food,  wine,  life. 
She  had  not  asked  alms,  but  help  had  come  by 
God's  mercy,  and  the  stubborn  pride  of  her  nature 
was  broken  into  deep  thankfulness  and  fast-flowing 
tears  at  last.  Oh,  why  would  not  Mrs.  Waite  come  ? 

[TO  EE   COOTINTJEDv] 


THE    LIFE 
OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE^LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 

CHAPTER  X. 

One  work  of  mercy  leads  to  another;  the 
Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  instituted  their  Sunday 
conferences  for  women  of  the  lower  classes  in  or- 
der to  confirm  and  strengthen  the  good  results 
produced  by  their  attendance  on  the  sick-beds  of 
the  poor.  •  These  meetings  were  held  at  the  Con- 
vent. They  commenced  with  short  prayers  for 
the  dead,  for  never  is  the  thought  of  the  departed 
separated  from  any  of  their  works  for  the  living. 
Then  the  Epistle  and  Gospel  for  the  day  are  read, 
witli  a  short  comment,  some  practical  instructions 
are  given,  and  hymns  sung  in  unison.  During 
this  time  one  or  two  of  the  younger  nuns  take 
charge  of  the  babies  which  the  women  bring  with 
them,  and  amuse  them  with  cheap  toys.  In  sum- 
mer they  afterwards  walk  and  sit  in  the  garden, 
conversing  with  the  Sisters,  who  have  nursed  most 
of  them  in  sickness,  and  receive  from  them  advice 
and  encouragement  to  persevere  in  their  good 
resolutions. 

The  work  rapidly  increased,  and  was  placed  un- 
der the  patronage  of  the  Blessed  Peter  Claver. 
Some  of  those  who  attend  the  meetings  become 
apostles  in  their  turn.  They  lend  good  books  to 
their  neighbors  and  their  friends,  and  bring  them 
to  the  Sunday  conferences.  If  women  in  that  rank 
of  life  can  once  be  roused  to  work  for  God  and  to 
try  to  save  sinners,  they  often  effect  astonishing 
conversions.  The  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls 
found  many  a  co-operator  in  the  ranks  of  their 
humble  associates. 

Their  own  success,  which  was  often  a  cause  of 
astonishment  to  themselves,  was  no  doubt  owing 
to  that  law  of  grace  by  which  great  sacrifices  pur- 
chase great  results.  To  nurse  poor  creatures  who 
frequently  combine  the  most  repulsive  form  of  dis- 
ease with  those  of  long  neglect,  and  whose  souls 
are  often  as  diseased  as  their  bodies,  is  an  extra- 
ordinary act  of  charity  in  women  many  of  whom 
have  been  reared  ia  wealthy  and  comfortable 
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homes,  and  in  proportion  to  the  self-devotion  of 
their  holy  lives  has  been  the  fruit  they  have  reaped. 
There  are  in  France  a  number  of  persons  of  the 
lower  class  who  unite  to  an  utter  ignorance  of  all 
religious  truth  a  violent  hatred  of  priests  and  nuns 
that  exceeds  by  far  what  we  see  in  England  even 
amongst  the  bitterest  Protestants.  They  seem  al- 
most unapproachable  on  the  subject  of  religion,-^- 
yet  even  amid  this  class  of  unbelievers  the  Helpers 
of  the  Holy  Souls  effect  numerous  conversions. 
The  lady  in  black  who  visits  some  of  these  haters 
of  Christianity  does  not  utter  a  word  about  God  till 
she  has  passed  many  a  night  in  the  stifling  atmos- 
phere of  a  room  where  the  Sacred  Name  is  never 
uttered  save  in  blasphemy  or  cursing.  She  who 
once  had  servants  to  wait  upon  her  has  now  to  wait 
herself  on  patients  whom  advanced  age  and  want 
of  education  often  render  capricious  and  trying  to 
the  utmost  degree.  To  make  up  a  bed  without 
sheets,  cook  a  dinner  with  hardly  any  provisions, 
and  light  a  fire  without  tongs  or  shovel,  are  prob- 
lems she  has  often  to  solve,  and  she  maybe  required 
to  perform  still  more  difficult  and  irksome  things- 
One  old  woman  used  to  insist  upon  her  nurse  brush, 
ing  the  furniture  and  even  the  floor  several  times 
a  day  with  a  bunch  of  feathers.  The  nun  who  was 
required  to  go  through  this  performance  had  been 
in  a  high  position  in  the  world,  but  was  too  happy 
to  spend  hours  upon  her  knees  on  the  dirty  floor 
for  the  sake  of  the  soul  she  was  bent  on  winning 
to  God. 

Day  after  day  the  Auxiliatrice  watches  for  the 
moment  when  it  will  be  safe  to  say  something  about 
the  good  God  or  the  Blessed  Virgin,  as  the  case  may 
be ;  she  invokes  in  her  heart  the  merciful  Queen  of 
Purgatory,  and  then  leaves  on  the  table  a  holy  pic- 
ture, or  asks  permission  to  hang  on  the  wall  a  cru- 
cifix. Then  if  the  memories  of  the  past,  of  a  de- 
parted parent,  or  child,  or  sometimes  of  a  First  Com- 
munion, bring  a  tear  into  the  sunken  eye,  or  force 
a  sigh  from  the  softened  heart,  she  improves  the 
opportunity  and  proposes  a  visit  from  some  priest 
well  known  as  the  friend  of  the  poor,  one  who  in 
his  turn  will  come  and  say  kind  words  and  sit  by 
the  bedside  of  the  sufferer,  and  only  speaks  of  con- 
fession when  the  soul  touched  by  grace  is  prepared 
for  the  suggestion.  In  their  long  night-watches 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  have  time  to  study 
the  art  of  winning  hearts  to  God,  and  they  teach 
that  blessed  art  to  their  poor  associates.  Even  the 
poor  women  of  Father  Peter  Claver's  Confraternity 
become  proficients  in  this  knowledge,  and  draw 
their  husbands,  their  brothers,  their  sons,  into  the 
fold  of  that  Church  so  often  hated  from  mere  igno- 
rance, so  beloved  as  soon  as  known. 

Every  year,  on  the  Feast  of  their  Patron  Saint, 
there  is  a  special  service  for  the  associates,  and  his 


picture  is  given  to  those  of  the  members  who  are 
not  yet  in  possession  of  it;  they  have  the  greatest 
confidence  in  the  Saint's  intercession ;  and  if  all 
secrets  were  revealed,  marvellous  proofs  of  its  effi- 
cacy might  be  here  related.  In  the  mouth  of  March 
a  lottery  takes  place,  when  a  prize  is  drawn  by 
every  member  of  the  Association.  Clothes,  pious 
pictures,  etc.,  are  provided  by  the  ladies  interested 
in  the  work.  There  is  a  lending  library  at  the  Con- 
vent, and  a  Sunday  class  for  poor  girls,  but  the  care 
of  the  sick  still  remains  the  principal  active  Avork 
of  the  Community. 

The  Sisters  of  Charity  yield  a  ready  assistance  in 
Paris  to  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  They  some- 
times come,  and  ask  them  to  take  charge  during  the 
night  of  some  of  their  sick,  whom  by  the  obliga- 
tions of  their  rule  they  can  only  visit  during  the  day, 
and  it  is  from  the  pharmacy,  and  often  from  the 
kitchen,  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  that 
they  procure  the  medicines  and  the  assistance  they 
need  for  their  patients.  The  physician  of  the  Bu- 
reau de  Bienfaisance  sometimes  points  out  cases  to 
them.  Friends  and  relatives  among  the  destitute 
poor  come  and  fetch  them.  An  anonymous  letter 
occasionally  gives  them  notice  of  a  distressing  case. 
In  each  instance  an  experienced  and  prudent  man 
is  in  the  first  place  sent  to  ascertain  that  Christian 
prudence  allows  the  Sisters  to  undertake  the  care  of 
the  patient  proposed  to  them.  They  do  not  go  out 
at  night.  If  they  are  appointed  to  watch  a  sick  per- 
son through  the  night,  they  go  to  his  abode  early 
in  the  evening  and  leave  it  in  the  morning.  In  the 
day  they  spend  several  hours  by  the  bedside  of  the 
sick,  but  return  to  the  Convent  at  stated  times  for 
the  community  exercises,  in  order  that  the  religious 
spirit  may  be  continually  maintained,  and  active 
work  sanctified  by  prayer. 

During  the  first  years  of  their  community  life  the 
Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  under  the  direction  of 
their  holy  foundress  had  lived  under  a  rule  which 
she  had  extracted  from  those  of  various  other  relig- 
ious Orders,  selecting  whatever  appeared  to  her  in 
each  of  them  best  adapted  to  the  needs  and  the  ob- 
ject of  her  own  Society.  But  the  time  had  now  ar. 
rived  when  the  formation  of  a  more  definitive  form 
of  government  was  to  be  given  to  the  infant  Congre- 
gation. Father  R ,  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  had 

been  acting  as  its  Chaplain  during  several  mouths. 
M£re  Marie  attributed  to  the  intercession  of  St 
Gertrude  the  spiritual  advantages  which  his  char- 
ity had  afforded  them,  for  it  was  at  the  close  of  a 
novena  which  she  had  made  to  that  gentle  Saint 
that  his  ministrations  had  begun  amongst  them,  and 
great  was  the  consolation  which  from  the  first  they 
had  afforded  them.  But  no  intimate  communica- 
tion between  him  and  the  Rev.  Mother  took  place 
for  some  time.  It  happened,  however,  that  one  day 
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he  made  a  slight  remark  which  led  her  to  express 
how  grateful  she  felt  for  advice,  and  with  her  hab- 
itual frankness  to  add :  "  You  see,  Reverend  Father, 
that  the  Community  is  only  beginning,  and  that  I 
aui  also  a  beginner,  so  that  it  is  a  twofold  charity 
to  help  me,  and  to  teach  me  what  I  have  to  teach 
others  without  having  learnt  it  myself." 

From  that  day  forward  the  Mere  de  la  Provi- 
dence found  out  that  St.  Gertrude  had  obtained  for 
her  not  only  a  chaplain  but  a  father;  for  this  holy 
man  was  permitted  by  his  Superiors  to  devote  him- 
self with  all  the  ardor  of  his  apostolic  zeal  to  the 
promotion  in  the  new  Community  of  the  highest, 
desire  of  perfection.  Following  in  the  footsteps 
of  all  saintly  teachers,  he  strove  to  establish  it 
amongst  them  on  the  foundation  of  the  deepest  self- 
contempt.  In  all  the  most  frequented  portions  of 
their  house  he  inscribed  on  the  walls  words  which 
he  most  wished  to  impress  on  their  minds,  "Abne- 
get  semetipsam,"  and  cultivated  in  this  new  Insti- 
tute everything  that  St.  Ignatius  teaches  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  love  of  humiliations,  and  these  he  gave 
them,  as  the  most  precious  of  gifts,  the  Rule  of  his 
own  Society.  When  the  Cure  d'Ars  was  told  that 
they  had  adopted  St.  Ignatius'  Rule  for  their  own, 
as  far  as  is  possible  for  a  community  of  women,  he 
exclaimed:  "O  the  good  children!  It  is  all  right 
with  them  then.  They  could  not  have  done  better." 
From  that  moment  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls 
advanced  rapidly  in  their  holy  career.  That 
blessed  Rule  became  to  each  of  them  a  constant 
theme  of  meditation  and  the  source  of  continual 
efforts  towards  heroic  perfection. 

Soon  afterwards  the  Rev.  Pere  Felix,  pleading  the 
cause  of  the  souls  in  Purgatory  in  an  eloquent  ser- 
mon which  has  moved  many  a  heart  to  devote  itself 
to  their  perpetual  service,  concluded  with  these 
words  his  impassioned  appeal:  "Would  that  I 
could  borrow  the  tongues  of  angels,  and  in  accents 
full  of  heavenly  melody  implore  you  to  give  alms 
to  our  brethren  in  Purgatory.  Yes,  I  claim  from 
you  in  their  behalf  a  threefold  charity.  Take  as 
your  own  the  motto  of  the  Religious  Helpers  of  the 
Holy  Souls  and  act  upon  it : — '  Pray,  suffer,  work ;' 
unite  yourselves  with  them,  and  by  the  might  of 
almsgiving  and  the  strength  of  heroic  sacrifice  de- 
liver the  sufferers  whom  their  example  calls  upon 
you  to  relieve."  This  sermon  was  published  under 
the  title  of  "The  Dead,  Suffering  and  Neglected," 
and  produced  a  great  effect.  It  revealed  to  many 
the  existence  of  the  new  Order,  and  even  deter- 
mined some  vocations  to  it.  One  Sister  now  in  the 
house  in  Paris  was  living  in  a  distant  town  in  France 
when  this  sermon  accidentally  fell  in  her  hands. 
As  soon  as  she  learned  that  a  community  existed 
devoted  to  the  relief  of  the  Holy  Souls,  nothing 
could  induce  her  to  give  up  the  thought  of  join- 


ing it.    She  went  to  Paris  and  sought  admission 
amongst  the  Auxiliatrices. 

P£re  de  Ponlevoy,  whose  name  is  ever  connected 
with  that  of  the  saintly  Pfire  de  Ravignan,  took  also 
the  kindest  interest  in  the  little  Institute  which  was 
growing  up  under  the  shadow  of  St.  Ignatius,  and 
used  often  to  preach  in  their  chapel.  Twice  he 
gave  retreats  to  those  beginners  in  the  religious  life, 
and  strengthened  them  in  the  spirit  of  their  voca- 
tion. To  one  who  was  asking  him  for  information 
as  to  the  spirit  of  the  infant  Community,  he  wrote : 
"  I  am  passing  through  Paris  on  my  way  to  the  South 
of  France,  but  I  have  just  time  to  give  you  an  excel- 
lent character  of  this  new  religious  family.  I  know 
them  very  well ;  we  give  them  frequent  instructions. 
Their  rules  are  formed  on  our  own.  The  spirit  of 
the  community  is  good,  and  their  works  numerous 
and  useful." 

[TO  BE    CONTINUED.] 


An  Unknown  Sister  of  Charity. 

Unknown  to  Fashion's  tinsel  throng, 

The  soulless  and  the  vain, 
Unknown  where  ringeth  Folly's  song, 

And  Pleasure's  syren  strain — 
Unknown  where  fickle  Fame  bestowa 

Her  evanescent  crown, 
While,  for  a  fleeting  instant,  glows 

The  light  of  earth's  renown — 
Unknown  in  life,  unknown  in  death, 

Thus  would  she  live  and  die — 
She  needed  not  the  trumpet  breath 

To  waft  her  deeds  on  high — 
But  where  the  Plague,  at  noonday,  trod 

O'er  earth  his  fatal  way — 
And  where,  beneath  his  blighting  rod, 

The  stricken  thousands  lay — 
Where  fiercely  burned  the  fever-flame, 

And  rang  the  dying  groan, 
Full  well  the  Sister's  holy  name 

And  gentle  face  were  known. 
And  while  her  life's  latest  murmur  breathed 

On  her  its  blessings  fond, 
Her  fadeless  coronal  was  wreathed 

The  "jasper  walls"  beyond. 
She  saw  in  every  tortured  one 

Her  anguish-laden  Lord — 
For  Him  her  holy  work  was  done — 

From  Him  it  claimed  reward. 
What  though  no  flaunting  banners  wave 

Where  mercy's  martyr  sleeps? 
What  though  above  her  nameless  grave 

No  earthly  mourner  weeps? 
When  soared  her  soul,  on  eager  wing, 

Beyond  the  gates  of  pain, 
The  white-robed  legions  of  the  King 

Were  her  triumphal  train — 
And  where  love  wrote  her  .blessed  name 

Above  His  radiant  throne, 
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Jive  Maria. 


In  Heaven's  light  of  fadeless  fame 

She  lives  Jorever  known! 
-CatJiollc  Sentinel. 


MARIE. 


Letter  from  Rome. 


ROME,  June  24, 1875. 

Who,  possessed  of  any  faith  in  a  divine  Providence, 
can  resist  the  inward  conviction  that  God  has  an  es- 
pecial purpose  to  accomplish  in  the  person  of  Pius 
IX?  Why  is  he  preserved  so  long,  in  the  midst  of 
trials  such  as  never  fell  to  the  lot  of  any  of  his  pre- 
decessors? Some  of  the  most  intrepid  Pontiffs  who 
went  hefore  him  succumbed  in  the  end  to  the  afflic- 
tions which  befel  them,  and  yielded  up  their  souls  to 
God  after  a  few  years.  One  of  the  greatest  Pontiffs 
that  ever  sat  in  the  Chair  of  Peter,  Gregory  VII,  died 
after  several  years'  struggling  with  the  powers  of  dark- 
ness, personified  in  the  German  Emperor  and  an  undis- 
ciplined clergy.  He  died  in  exile.  Pius  IX  became  an 
exile  before  his  brow  was  accustomed  to  the  weight  of 
the  tiara,  yet  he  succumbed  not. 

HIS    VOICE    WAS    AS    FIRM    IN    GJETA 

as  in  the  Vatican.  Returning  to  his  capital,  he  was  soon 
again  engaged  in  warring  against  the  Revolution  of 
this  century,  and  the  ever-increasing  fury  of  his  ene- 
mies proves  that  even  in  a  human  point  of  view  he 
has  been  a  very  Sampson  against  them.  They  had 
hoped  that  years  and  infirmities,  if  not  persecution, 
would  prostrate  him.  But  they  were  mistaken.  He 
has  seen  many  of  them  descend  ignominiously  into  the 
tomb,  while  he  still  stands  in  the  Vatican,  erect,  un- 
compromising, invincible. 

HE    HAS  WITNESSED  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  MANY  DYNAS- 
TIES, 

and  some  of  these  were  gigantic  compared  with  the 
puny  generation  begot  in  Savoy. 

His  persecutors  imagine  that  they  are  fighting 
against  an  idea,  of  which,  he  is  merely  the  exponent, 
and  that  both  will  perish  or  pass  away  in  the  end. 
Fools.  There  is  a  life  in  that  idea  which  is  eternal, 
even  as  is  the  life  of  Him  who  was  the  Word  in  the 
Beginning  and  who  shall  be  the  Word  when  heaven  and 
earth  and  the  things  thereof  shall  have  passed  away. 
What  is  Pius  but  a  flower,  beautiful  it  is  true,  in  that 
great  garland  of  Pontiffs,  with  which  the  Church  Tri- 
umphant shall  be  crowned  in  heaven?  We  know 
that  he  will  die.  "Statutum  est  omnibus  Jiominibus 
semel  mori."  But  what  of  that/ 

THE    CHUBCH  HAS    THE   PRINCIPLE  OF  LIFE  AND    GEN- 
ERATION   WITHIN    HER, 

strong  and  active,  as  on  the  day  when  the  Apostles 
went  forth  from  a  certain  house  in  Jerusalem,  with  the 
fire  of  the  Holy  Spirit  fresh  upon  them. 

But  Pius  still  lives,  he  is  sufficient  for  the  day,  and  is 
not  the  evil  thereof,  but  the  good  whose  God-given  in 
fluence  is  felt  by  two  hundred  millions  of  souls  scat- 
tered over  the  face  of  the  earth.  We  appeal  to  your 
indulgence  for  this  digression,  but  let  us  adduce  the 
occasion  of  the  thirtieth  anniversary  of  his  election 
as  our  justification.  It  would  be  a  difficult  task  to 
chronicle  each  and  every  reception  which  took  place 


at  the  Vatican  during  the  past  week.  So  we  must  be 
summary,  not  because  every  reception  was  not  of 
importance  in  itself,  but  there  are  other  matters  which 
claim  our  attention.  The  different  diplomatic  bodies, 
accredited  to  the  Holy  See  in  the  names  of  their  respec- 
tive Governments,  presented  their  congratulations  to 
His  Holiness,  on  and  before  the  16th  inst.  The  event 
of  the  day  itself  was  the  reception  of  the  Cardinals,  in 
whose  name  the  venerable  dean,  Cardinal  Patrizi,  de. 
livered  an  affectionate  address  of  congratulation  and 
attachment.  The  reply  of  the  Holy  Father  is  a  faith- 
ful picture  of  the  present.  He  began  by  saying  that 
it  is  now  five  years  since  the  Eternal  City  was  occu- 
pied by  an  armed  force,  not  of  strangers,  as  in  the  past, 
but  of  Italians,  who  have  come  to  oppress  the  city, 
making  of  the  Capital  of  the  Christian  world  the  Capi- 
tal of  a  kingdom  eminently  earthly.  In  the  midst  of 
all  the  misery  consequent  on  this  occupation,  it  is  a 
great  comfort  to  behold  how  the  attachment  of  the 
Catholics  throughout  the  world  to  the  Holy  See  has 
grown  stonger,  and  that  faith  and  charity  are  daily  on 
the  increase.  He  calls  the  attention  of  his  hearers  to  the 

STRUGGLE  NOW  GOING  ON  BETWEEN  THE  TWO  PRINCI- 
PLES  OF   TRUTH   AND    ERROR. 

On  one  side,  the  banner  of  sin  is  erected;  while  on  the 
other,  Christian  charity  opens  homes  of  refuge  for  souls 
desirous  of  leaving  the  ways  of  sin,  and  returning  to 
God.  On  one  side,  infamous  publications  are  scattered 
broadcast;  on  the  other,  pious  books  and  newspapers 
are  edited  in  the  defence  of  the  faith.  Here  apos- 
tates and  unbelievers  become  professors  in  the  public 
universities,  to  the  corruption  and  demoralization  of 
the  youth;  there  many  good  Catholics  devote  them- 
selves individually  and  collectively  to  the  education 
of  the  young,  thus  purifying  the  tainted  atmosphere  in 
which  they  live.  If,  on  the  one  side,  many  churches 
and  convents,  which  once  re-echoed  the  music  of 
praise  to  the  Almighty,  on  the  other  the  churches  are 
still  filled  with  pious  souls  whose  faith  and  charity  are 
resplendent  in  the  night  of  unbelief  and  wickedness 
which  has  come  upon  the  world.  He  observes  with 
pleasure  that  at  the  very  moment  of  his  discourse 
thousands  of  souls  are  in  the  churches,  consecrating 
themselves  to  the  adorable  Heart  of  Jesus.  The  con- 
stancy of  the  Cardinals,  who  are  his  faithful  co-opera- 
tors in  the  government  of  the  Church,  is  a  source  of  no 
small  consolation  to  him.  Constancy  is  a  virtue  ac- 
quired not  in  times  of  peace  but  when  the  fury  of  per- 
secution is  at  its  height,  and  such  constancy  is  the 
characteristic  virtue  of  those  who  are  engaged  in  the 
present  struggle.  Our  Lord  Himself  said,  "  Behold,  I 
send  you  as  lambs  among  wolves."  He  did  not  say, 
"I  send  you  as  lambs  against  wolves,"  but  among 
wolves,  to  be  exposed  continually  to  their  voracious 
attacks.  Such  is  our  condition  to-day.  We  are  in  the 
midst  of  wolves;  but,  God  be  glorified,  many  of  the 
wolves  themselves  become  lambs  as  divine  grace  over 
powers  them.  The  return  of  these  wanderers  to  the 
fold,  together  with  the  constancy  of  the  faithful,  is  a 
great  consolation.  If  the  protracted  struggle  is  a  trial 
to  our  constancy,  let  us  pray  for  that  "  invisible  pa- 
tience" which  forms  the  subject  of  the  prayer  in  the 
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Mass  of  this  very  day.  With  this  confidence  let  us 
unite  faith,  and  let  us  cry  out,  as  St.  Peter  did  of  old, 
"  Lord,  save  us,  we  perish."  He  concludes  with  these 
words :  "  Faith  then,  and  constancy.  With  the  former 
let  us  unite  good  works,  and  with  the  latter  let  us 
overcome  the  danger  of  fatigue,  and  the  insinuations 
of  all  those  in  whom  fatigue  produces  a  weakness 
such  as  induces  them  to  embrace  an  undisturbed  exis- 
tence at  the  expense  of  their  dignity  and  their  con- 
science. May  God  assist  us,  and  may  He  give  us  from 
that  inexhaustible  mine  of  charity,  His  Heart,  a  ben- 
ediction which,  while  it  fortifies  us  for  the  combat, 
may  give  us  greater  confidence,  thus  increasing  in  us 
the  hope  of  beholding  the  end  of  so  many  disorders, 
so  many  usurpations,  so  much  injustice,  and  so  many 
other  monsters  which  have  been  brought  forth  in 
great  abundance  by  the  present  revolution." 

The  spectacle  which  Rome  presented  on  the  16th  of 
June  was  a  triumph  of  the  faith  of  the  Romans. 
Every  Basilica,  church,  and  chapel  in  the  city  re- 
sounded with  the  solemn  reading  of  the  formula  of 

CONSECRATION   TO   THE    SACKED    HEART   OF   OUR    LORD. 

The  Gesu  especially  was  crowded  from  morning  until 
eve  with  the  flower  of  the  Roman  aristocracy.  It  is 
estimated  that  in  this  chuich  alone  over  ten  thousand 
persons  received  Holy  Communion.  In  the  evening, 
a  solemn  "  Te  Deum"  of  thanksgiving  for  the  preser- 
vation of  our  Holy  Father  was  sung  in  the  ancient 
Lateran  Basilica.  The  enthusiasm  was  of  that  quiet 
kind  which  is  only  manifest  in  the  smile  of  fervent  de- 
votion Avhich  lighted  up  the  countenances  of  all  pres- 
ent. The  Romans,  as  a  rule,  are  not  a  demonstrative 
people.  It  takes  a  great  deal  to  move  them.  They 
are  not  of  that  emotional  character  which  is  peculiar 
to  the  Italians  as  a  race.  One  would  be  inclined,  on 
seeing  them  move  about  the  streets,  to  set  them  down 
as  phlegmatic  in  temperament.  We  think  this  is  true, 
in  what  concerns  their  everyday  life.  They  are  con- 
tent to  move  on  from  day  to  day,  as  their  forefathers 
did  before  them,  looking  upon  everything  new  as  an 
innovation,  to  be  received  with  great  prudence,  not  to 
say  suspicion.  But 

IN    T1IE    MATTER     OF     FAITH     THEY     ARE     DECIDEDLY 
ENTHUSIASTIC, 

and  rush  in  crowds  to  the  churches  on  every  festival, 
with  a  smile  of  joy  irradiating  their  faces,  which  is 
highly  edifying  to  the  more  callous  stranger  from  the 
North.  The  exceptional  measures  for  reclaiming  that 
refractory  little  island,  Sicily,  have  been  voted  upon  in 
Parliament,  and  adopted,  with  but  a  slight  majority, 
in  favor  of  the  ministry.  It  is  not  in  our  province  to 
occupy  ourselves  with  the  proceedings  of  that 

BODY  OF  RENEGADES   TO  RELIGION  AND  EVERY  MANLY 
PRINCIPLE. 

We  shall  only  observe  them  in  their  effects  upon  relig- 
ion and  the  people.  The  news  no  sooner  reached 
Sicily  that  Parliament  had  adopted  the  measures  pro- 
posed by  the  ministry,  than  the  people  of  Palermo  as- 
sembled in  masses, 

PROTESTING  VEHEMENTLY  AGAINST  THE  UNWARRANT- 
ABLE ACTION  OF  THE  GOVERNMENT. 


We  say  unwarrantable,  because  it  is  evident  from  the 
revelations  made  by  a  member  from  Sicily,  that  the 
demoralizing  influence  which  of  late  years  has  made 
that  island  the  scene  of  so  many  horrors,  is  due  en- 
tirely to  the  officials  of  the  Government,  who,  it  is 
proved,  were 

IN  LEAGUE  WITH  THE  BRIGANDS,  AND  PROTECTED 
THEM. 

Disturbances  of  a  nature  more  or  less  serious  have 
been  going  on  in  Palermo  for  the  past  week.  The 
revolutionary  party  has  appealed  for  protection  to 
Garibaldi,  while  those  who  are  disposed  to  favor  the 
monarchy  conjure  the  king  to  abrogate  the  law,  if  he 
would  save  his  crown. 

A  REVOLUTION  SEEMS  INEVITABLE. 

As  yet,  we  have  only  heard  vague  rumors;  but  even 
these  are  such  as  to  give  great  cause  of  anxiety.  The 
Sicilians  regard  the  measures  not  only  as  unconstitu- 
tional, but  they  charge  the  Government  with  the  basest 
ingratitude;  for  in  Sicily  began  the  first  revolutionary 
movement,  which  resulted  in  the  downfall  of  Francis 
II,  and  established  Victor  Emmanuel  in  the  possession 
of  Naples  and  the  Two  Sicilies.  The  alarm  of  the  Gov- 
ernment is  sufficiently  evident  in  the  fact  that  all  the 
troops  which  can  be  disposed  of  have  been  sent  to 
Palermo;  while  several  men-of-war,  which  were  hith- 
erto stationed  in  the  Bay  of  Naples  and  in  the  harbor 
of  Ancona  have  been  ordered  to  the  coast  of  Sicily. 
So  much  for  matters  political.  One  other  item  and 
we  shall  have  done  with  the  matter,  for  the  present. 
On  the  receipt  of  the  news  in  Palermo  that  Sicily  was 
to  be  governed  by  a  military  force,  the  principals  of 
of  the  revolution  sent  a  telegram  to  Garibaldi,  conjur- 
ing him  to  come  to  the  rescue.  It  was  intercepted  by 
the  authorities,  as  were  also  several  letters  addressed 
to  the  same  recluse.  His  indignation  maybe  imag- 
ined. He  has  said  very  little,  but  strange  characters 
have  been  seen  in  the  vicinity  of  Villa  Wilson,  in 
Frascati,  where  he  resides.  Parliament  is  dissolved 
for  the  summer,  but  still  the  king  is  afraid  to  leave 
Rome. 

THE  CONFISCATION  OF  CHURCH  PROPERTY  CONTINUES. 

The  Franciscan  monks  on  the  Janiculum  received 
notice  to  quit  a  few  days  ago,  and  a  similar  inti- 
mation was  made  to  the  Franciscans  of  St.  Bonaven- 
ture's  Convent  on  the  south  side  of  the  Palatine  Hill. 
Whatever  the  Government  may  do  with  regard  to  the 
Sicilians,  the  war  against  the  Church  will  go  on  as  be- 
fore. The  forcible  expulsion  from  his  palace  of  the 
Bishop  of  Matera  is  an  evidence  of  this.  Nay,  while  the 
members  of  Parliament  were  fighting  like  hounds,  and 
indulging  in  every  species  of  recrimination  against 
each  other — and  above  all,  against  the  Government — 
the  minions  of  the  latter,  under  the  command  of  the 
Minister  of  Finances,  were  quietly  selling  off  at  auc- 
tion the  lands  belonging  to  the  Chapter  of  the  Basilica 
of  St.  Peter. 

It  has  been  said  by  some  of  the  Liberal  journals  that 
the  discourse  of  His  Holiness  on  the  16th  inst.  was  not 
of  that  uncompromising  tone  which  distinguished 
his  former  discourses,  and  some  of  them  hinted  that 
the  Pontiff  was  finally  giving  way,  and  that  a  reconcil- 


484 


Ave  Maria. 


iation  was  becoming  possible.  His  discourse,  how- 
ever, to  the  Roman  nobility,  on  the  21st,  the  anniver- 
sary of  his  coronation,  has  given  them  the  lie  as  they 
deserve  it.  It  has  stupefied  them  like  a  clap  of  deafen- 
ing thunder.  He  began  by  thanking  God  that  he  had 
not  abandoned  Rome  in  1870,  but  remained  in  the 
midst  of  his  beloved  Romans,  whose  devotion  to  him 
for  the  past  five  years  had  cheered  him  greatly.  He 
narrated  with  pride  how,  when  the  new-comers  en- 
tered the  city  and  tried  every  means  which  their  in- 
genuity and  bad  faith  could  suggest  to  wean  the 
Romans  from  their  devotion  to  his  person,  these  re- 
mained faithful.  He  spoke  of 

THE  LYING  PROMISES  OF  THE   PIEDMONTESE   PREVIOUS 
TO  THE  OCCUPATION, 

and  of  the  guarantees  which  were  drawn  up  after- 
wards. He  showed  how  the  liberty  of  the  Church  was 
violated  and  her  most  sacred  institutions  abolished. 
Now,  he  said,  the  eyes  of  all  were  opened,  and  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  Italian  Parliament  have  given  to  the 
world  a  startling  proof  of  the  unprincipled  character 
of  the  men  who  have 

PROSTITUTED     THE     SACRED     NAME     OF     LIBERTY    FOR 
THEIR  OWN   BASE    PURPOSES. 

Finally,  he  stigmatized  most  vehemently  all  those, 
including  some  weak  Catholics,  who  dream  of  a  recon- 
ciliation. Impossible,  he  said.  Two  contrarj' elements 
can  never  be  reconciled,  never  united.  They  are 
destructive  of  each  other.  One  of  the  two  must  per- 
ish. He  compared  this  weak  spirit  with  that  which 
at  present  actuates  the  Catholics  of  Germany,  Belgium, 
France,  England,  Ireland,  and  America.  That  is  the 
true  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  which  will  have  nothing  to 
do  with  the  Belial  of  darkness,  personified  in  the  rev- 
olution of  to-day.  In  this  spirit  a  reconciliation  is 
impossible. 

The  old  Baptistery  of  St.  John  Lateran's  witnessed 
an  interesting  ceremony  the  other  day.    It  was  the 

BAPTISM   OF    A  JEWISH  MOTHER  AND  HER   FOUR  CHIL- 
DREN. 

They  were  converted  here  in  Rome,  and  Cardinal 
Patrizi  baptized  them.  The  heroic  mother  has  had 
much  to  suffer,  in  the  step  she  has  taken,  from  her 
husband  and  relatives;  but  she  remains  firm.  They 
were  presented  to  the  Holy  Father  yesterday,  and  it 
is  needless  to  say  that  he  comforted  them  as  no  one 
else  could.  Day  by  day  the  prediction  of  our  Lord, 
that  all,  even  the  reprobate  Jews,  should  be  of  one 
fold,  under  one  Shepherd,  is  quietly  being  fulfilled. 

A.  E.  J. 


Catholic  Notes. 


Dartmouth  College  has  conferred  the  degree  of 

Doctor  of  Laws  on  Charles  O'Conor,  Esq. 

— — There  are  three  convents  in  course  of  erection 
in  the  territory  of  New  Mexico,  says  the  Revista  Ca- 
tolica. 

The  Fathers  of  Mercy  are  about  to  erect  a  new 

church  in  Brooklyn,  under  the  patronage  of  St.  Fran- 
cis de  Sales. 

Rev.  Joseph  F.  Colbers  was  ordained  priest  in 


the  Cathedral  of  Savannah,  Ga.,  on  the  2d  inst.,  by  the 
Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Gross. 

The  Passionist  Fathers  are  building  a  spacious 

and  beautiful  monastery,  to  be  called  St.  Joseph's  Re- 
treat, on  Highgate  Hill,  London. 

The  Australian  Freeman's  Journal  says:  "The 

number  of  Catholics  in  the  British  possessions  is  put 
down  at  between  fourteen  and  fifteen  millions." 

The  remains  of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  were  de- 
posited in  the  Church  of  the  Capuchins,  at  Vienna,  in 
the  same  vault  with  those  of  Maximilian,  Emperor  of 
Mexico. 

— — Thirty  priests  arrived  at  Quincy,  111.,  on  the  13th 
inst.,  from  German y,  and  were  assigned  quarters  at  the 
Franciscan  monastery.  They  are  the  first  instalment 
of  the  exiles  from  German}'. 

An  address  from  the  Bavarian  Catholics  to  the 

Pope  has  just  been  sent  to  the  Vatican.  It  contained 
the  signatures  of  over  333,000  men,  60,000  of  whom  be- 
longed to  the  diocese  of  Munich. 

The  Catholics  of  Blairsville,  Pa.,  are  about  to 

erect  a  magnificent  monument  to  the  memory  of 
Father  Stillinger,  who  for  nearly  half  a  century  was  a 
zealous  missionary  in  Pennsylvania. 

Brother  Irlide,  Director  of  St.  Bernard's  Col- 
lege, Bayonne,  a  man  who  is  greatly  distinguished 
for  learning  and  piety,  was,  on  July  2nd,  elected  Su- 
perior General  of  theChristian  Brothers. 

Miss  Mary  Stanley,  a  Catholic  lady  of  London* 

has  the  honor  of  originating  the  "  Flower  Mission,"  by 
which  the  hospitals  of  many  large  cities  on  both  sides 
of  the  Atlantic  are  supplied  with  flowers  to  cheer  and 
comfort  the  sick. 

It  is  announced  by  the  Cork  Examiner  ihat 

Bishop  Croke,  of  Aukland,  N.  Z.,  has  been  officially  in- 
formed of  his  translation  to  the  Metropolitan  See  of 
Cashel,  and  that  he  is  about  to  proceed  to  Rome  to 
obtain  the  pallium. 

We  understand  that  book  agents  are  now  selling 

in  different  parts  of  the  country  spurious  Catholic 
prayer-books.  These  books  are  published  by  Protest- 
ant firms  and  have  no  approbation  from  proper  autho- 
rity. We  warn,  our  readers  against  them. 

Cardinal  McCloskey  has  taken  passage  by  the 

Pereire,  leaving  New  York  on  Saturday,  August  7th. 
He  will  arrive  in  Rome  in  time  to  attend  the  next 
Sacred  Consistory,  and  will  receive  the'red  hat  and  his 
title.  Monsignor  Roncetti  will  sail  on  the  28th  inst. 
from  the  same  port. 

The  Berlin  correspondent  of  the  Pall  Mall  tel- 
egraphs that  the  imprisonment  of  Cardinal  Ledo- 
chowski  has  been  rendered  more  severe,  as  a  punish- 
ment for  his  having  corresponded  with  the  Pope,  con- 
trary to  the  directions  of  the  Prussian  Government. 
It  is  reported  that  the  Cardinal  is  dangerously  ill. 

The  Bishop  of  Orleans  has  received  congratula- 
tions from  Rome  on  his  triumphant  success  in  carry- 
ing the  Educational  Bill  through  the  Assembly  at 
Versailles.  Mgr.  Dupanloup,  it  is  remarked  in  the 
Protestant  papers,  is  a  most  devoted  servant  of  the 
Papacy,  and,  like  most  of  the  high  clergy  of  France, 
has  long  since  forgotten  all  about  the  Gallican  Church 
and  its  independence. 
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Col.  Thomas  B.  Florence,  proprietor  of  the  Wash- 
ington Sunday  News,  a  veteran  journalist  and  promi 
nent  politician,  died  at  Washington,  on  the  4th  of  July, 
in  the  64th  year  of  his  age.  He  held  many  positions  of 
honor  and  trust.  On  July  3d  he  was  baptized  by  Rev. 
Father  Bokel,  of  St.  Dominic's  Church,  Washington, 
•where  his  funeral  obsequies  were  held,  and  at  which 
every  paper  in  the  District  of  Columbia  was  repre- 
sented. 

The  lecture  delivered  at  Public  Library  Hall 

last  night  by  Rev.  Fr.  Toner,  upon  the  "  Poets  and  Po- 
etry of  Ireland,"  was  very  interesting.  His  discourse 
was  for  the  most  part  confined  to  simple  recitations  of 
striking  poetical  selections  from  the  Irish  bards.  His 
elocutionary  powers  were  such  as  to  develop  the  beau- 
ties of  the  poems,  each  of  which  was  received  with  ap- 
plause. The  audience  spent  a  pleasant  evening  alto- 
gether, Father  Toner's  entertainment  being  generally 
complimented  as  a  delightful  intellectual  treat. — 
Louisville  Courier-Journal. 

We    will   commence,    next    week, a   story  for 

the  Children's  Department  from  the  facile  and  pleas- 
ing pen  of  the  Authoress  of  "  Tyborne,"  "  Holiday 
Tales,"  "Our  Lady's  Jessamine,"  "Eastern  Hos- 
pitals," "Irish  Hearts  and  Irish  Homes,"  etc.,  etc. 
Our  young  folks  will  feel  highly  pleased  in  having 
sent  to  them,  all  the  way  from  the  great  metropolis 
of  what  was  in  the  good  old  Catholic  times  called 
"Our  Lady's  Dowry,"  a  story  from  such  a  distin- 
guished authoress.  "  Our  Lady's  Jessamine  "  first  ap- 
peared in  the  AVE  MARIA,  but  has  since  been  published 
in  book  form  in  England,  under  the  title  of  "The  Wise 
Nun  of  Eastonmere,"  and  has  received  most  flatter- 
ing encomiums  from  the  Catholic  press  of  both  coun- 
tries. We  would  advise  persons  purchasing  books 
for  children  not  to  forget  the  works  of  the  Authoress 
of "  Tyborne." 

The  Dublin  correspondent  of  the  London  Regis- 
ter, in  a  recent  letter,  says:  "The  learned  Bishop  of 
Galway,  the  Most  Rev.  Dr.  MacEvilly,  (who  once,  by 
the  way,  occupied  the  post  of  President  of  St.  Jarlath's 
College,  Tuam),  has  just  published  a  third  edition  of 
his  "Commentaries  on  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul." 
This  great  work  has  received  the  highest  approval, 
not  only  of  eminent  theologians,  but  of  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff  himself;  and  it  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  a 
third  edition  of  it  has  been  imperatively  called  for  by 
the  clergy  of  Ireland.  I  may  add  here  that  Dr.  Mac- 
Evilly has  just  ready  for  the  press  a  still  greater  work 
on  the  Gospel — a  work,  I  understand,  upon  which  he 
has  labored  for  the  last  ten  years  or  more  during  his 
leisure  intervals.  It  is  considered  by  many  not  un- 
likely that  Dr.  MacEvilly  will  be  Dr.  MacHale's  suc- 
cessor ;  but  at  present,  at  all  events,  it  would  appear 
as  if  his  Grace  the  Archbishop  would  live  for  many 
years  longer,  and  it  is  to  be  remembered  that  up  to 
this  he  has  not  asked  for  a  coadjutor." 

— Perhaps  the  annals  of  political  trials  do  not 
furnish  a  more  curious  and  embarrassing  case  than 
that  of  the  man  Diesinger,  just  acquitted  at  Vienna. 
The  accused  wrote  a  note  to  the  Provincial  of  the 
Order  of  Jesus  in  Vienna,  inclosing  a  letter  addressed 
to  Father  Beckx,  General  of  the  Jesuit  Society,  which 


latter  note  contained  a  proposition  to  assassinate 
Prince  Bismarck.  It  turned  out  on  Diesinger's  own 
admission  that  he  wrote  both  letters,  and  it  was  made 
evident  that  his  object  was  neither  to  obtain  the 
reward  he  asked  for — $1,000,000— nor  to  assassinate 
the  German  Chancellor,  but  to  lead  the  Jesuits  into  a 
trap.  He  hoped  that  the  German  Government  would 
reward  him  for  procuring  evidence  of  the  spirit  which 
he  supposed  the  Jesuits  would  exhibit.  The  whole 
plan  failed  utterly,  and  Diesinger  was  arrested  and 
tried  on  a  charge  of  attempting  to  defraud,  by  damag- 
ing the  honor  of  the  Society  of  Jesus.  No  precedent 
could  be  found  for  deciding  such  an  attempt  to  be  a 
punishable  fraud,  and  the  prisoner  was  accordingly 
discharged. 

Archbishop  Purcell,  says  the  Catholic  Telegraphy 

sent  to  the  venerable  John  of  Tuam  a  letter  congrat- 
ulating him  on  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  his  conse- 
cration. He  received  the  following  reply,  which  we 
know  will  be  interesting  to  all  of  our  readers: 

"ST.  JARLATH'S,  TUAM,  June  11,  '75. 

"MY  DEAR  LORD — It  was  so  exceedingly  kind  of 
your  Lordship  to  forward  so  early  from  the  distant 
See  of  Cincinnati  your  very  kind  congratulations.  It 
only  shows  th'at  with  us,  the  children  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  there  are  no  narrow  boundaries  such  as  those 
that  divide  secular  States,  but  that  in  whatever  land 
or  clime  their  lot  is  cast,  they  look  on  each  other  as 
brethren  held  together  in  the  bonds  of  a  common  faith 
and  charity  in  the  house  of  one  common  Father.  Of 
this  mysterious  unity  of  faith  and  charity  our  late 
magnificent  Council  at  the  Vatican  furnished  the 
most  consoling  illustration.  And  though  according 
to  human  views  the  Council  has  been  prematurely  in- 
terrupted, still  it  was  fortunate  that  it  had  done  enough 
to  baffle  the  designs  of  our  enemies  and  to  secure 
forever  to  the  Holy  Father  the  love  and  allegiance  of 
his  children  all  over  the  world. 

"  Most  cordially  thanking  your  Grace  for  your  very 
kind  congratulations,  believe  me,  my  dear  Lord,  your 
ever  faithful  servant, 

"  «J<  JOHN,  Archbishop  of  Tuam." 

NOTICE. — Those  who  write  for  the  Water  of  Lourdes 
should  address  Very  Rev.  A.  Granger  C.  S.  C.,  and  not 
the  Editor  of  the  "  AVE  MARIA."  By  so  doing  they 
will  avoid  much  delay.  And  those  who  write  on 
business  to  the  AVE  MARIA  should  adress  the  Editor 
of  the  AVE  MARIA  and  not  Very  Rev.  A.  Granger  or 
others.  All  mail  matter  should  be  addressed  simply 
to  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  as  it  is  by  this  name  our  post- 
office  is  known. 


New   Publications. 

NOTES  ON  THE  RUBRICS  OF  THE  ROM  AX  RITUAL.    3y 
the  Rev.  James  O'Kane.    New  York  :   P.  O'Shea. 
The  clergy  are  under  obligations  to  Mr.  O'Shea 
for  a  third  revised  edition  of  this  learned  and  emi- 
nently practical  treatise  on  the  rubrics  of  the  Rit- 
ual.     It   has  the   approbation  of  His  Eminence 
Cardinal  McCloskey.    The  price  of  this  volume  is 
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$2.50;   it  is  well  printed  and  substantially  bound. 

Messrs.  Benziger  Bros,  have  just  published 

a  new  Marriage  Certificate,  which,  though  very 
cheap,  is  quite  pretty.  It  represents  the  marriage 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph. 

We  have  on  our  table  a  complete  set  of  the 

"Young  Catholic's  Illustrated  School  Series," 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  L.  Spalding,  S.  T.  L.,  and  pub- 
lished by  the  Catholic  Publication  Society,  of 
Xe\v  York.  The  series  comprises  eleven  volumes, 
as  follows:  Fleury's  Short  Catechism,  Fr.  De- 
harbe's  Full  Catechism,  a  Primer,  Speller,  First 
Reader,  Second  Reader,  Third  Reader,  Fourth 
Reader,  Fifth  Reader,  Sixth  Reader,  and  finally 
The  Young  Catholic  Ladies'  High  Class  Reader, 
just  published. 

Fleury's  Historical  Catechism  has  been  re- 
vised enlarged  and  brought  down  to  the  Pontificate 
of  Pius  IX  by  Father  Formby,  and  has  the  impi'i- 
matur  of  Cardinal  Manning.  Of  Father  Deharbe's 
Catechism  we  have  already  spoken  in  a  previous 
notice.  The  Speller  of  this  series  is  a  model  one ;  it 
is  simple,  practical  and  well  arranged.  "We  think 
however  that  alarger  Speller,  like  Win.  T.Adams', 
is  needed  to  make  the  Series  complete.  The 
Readers  we  cannot  sufficiently  praise;  they  are 
carefully  graded,  and  compiled  with  great  taste 
and  judgment.  The  illustrations,  on  the  whole, 
are  good,  and  we  are  delighted  at  the  number 
of  religious  subjects  chosen.  Those  who  know 
anything  about  children  will  readily  understand 
the  importance  of  this.  The  higher  Readers  are 
excellent;  the  selections  are  mostly  new  and  well 
adapted  to  foster  a  taste  for  solid  reading.  As  to 
the  mechanical  part  of  the  Series, — binding, 
printing,  paper,  etc., — it  is  enough  to  say  that  it  is 
in  keeping  with  the  other  books  of  the  Catholic. 
Publication  Society.  Other  school-books, — geogra- 
phies, histories,  grammars,  etc., — are  to  be  added  to 
the  Young  Catholic's  Series  in  course  of  time,  and 
we  have  reason  to  think  they  will  be  up  to  the 
standard  of  those  already  published. 


Obituary. 

Right  Rev.  Charles  LaRoque,  Bishop  of  St.  Hy- 
acinth, Province  of  Quebec,  died  last  Monday,  1:2 th 
inst.,  at  his  residence  in  Beloeil.  Bishop  LaRoque  was 
consecrated  July  29th,  1866. 

Our  readers  will  be  grieved  to  hear  the  sad  news 

of  the  death  of  the  distinguished  Dr.  Moriarty,  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Augustine,  which  took  place  at  Villanova, 
Pa.,  on  the  10th  inst.  Dr.  Moriarty  was  an  able  and 
eloquent  preacher,  a  vigorous  writer  and  a  profound 
thinker.  At  the  time  of  the  riots  in  Philadelphia,  some 
years  ago,  he  was  pastor  of  St.  Augustine's,  which  it 
£ill  be  remembered,  w as  destroyed  by  lire.  Dr.  Mori- 


arty was  an  Irishman  by  birth,  but  the  greater  part  of 
liis  life  was  spent  in  America.  He  was  universally 
respected,  and  bis  death  has  robbed  his  Order  of  a  most 
efficient  member  and  the  Church  in  this  country  of  a 
veteran  champion. 

Sequiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM  THE  30TH  DAT  OF  JUXE  TO  THE  7TH  DAT  OF  JCLT 

Ninety-five  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  regis- 
ter ;  forty  seven  new  members  have  been  admitted; 
prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have  been  asked  for 
sixty  sick  persons,  one  of  whom,  rapidly  declining  with 
consumption,  is  an  outspoken  atheist;  conversion 
has  been  asked  for  twenty  persons  and  nine  families; 
special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  twelve  individu- 
als,four  families,  three  Communities,  and  two  schools. 
As  an  incentive  to  the  piety  and  fervor  of  the  Asso- 
ciates, we  may  be  allowed  to  state  that  many  spir- 
itual and  temporal  favors  recommended  to  their  pray- 
ers have  been  accorded  to  the  petitioners. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Some  time  since  I  had  a  bottle  of  the  water 
of  Lourdes  sent  to  me.  I  am  very  thankful  to  our 
Blessed  Mother  and  to  you  for  it,  as  it  has  done  a  great 
deal  of  good  both  to  my  own  ear  and  to  my  nephew's 
eye,  which  latter  was  so  inflamed  with  cold  that  you 
could  not  see  any  pupil  in  it,  nor  could  he  open  it. 
The  moment  the  water  touched  the  eye,  all  the  inflam- 
mation disappeared,  and  now,  thanks  to  our  Blessed 
Mother,  it  is  as  strong  and  well  as  ever."  ....  "I 
hasten  to  fulfil  a  promise  to. our  Immaculate  Mother 
and  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  for  restoring  me  my 
little  boy  and  my  nephew,  both  of  whom  were  at  the 
point  of  death."  ....  "I  wrote  to  you  some  months 
since  in  my  sister's  name,  with  regard  to  her  husband, 
who  was  going  to  ruin  through  the  influence  of  liquor. 
He  was  kept  in  an  asylum  intended  for  those  who 
led  the  life  that  he  did  and  for  those  who  have 
lost  their  minds.  My  poor  sister  dreaded  the  time  of 
his  coming  home, — for  he  would  stay  there  no  longer; 
but,  thanks  to  God,  the  night  he  came  out— which  is 
one  month  to-day — he  took  the  pledge,  and  has  kept  it 
so  far.  My  sister  asked  me  to  write  in  her  name  and 
tender  her  most  fervent  thanks  for  the  mercies  of  God 
in  her  behalf  and  that  of  her  husband.  I  have  a  little 
niece  two  years  old  who  has  been  afflicted  with  dread- 
ful sores  over  her  face  and  eyes.  The  poor  little 
creature  was  a  pitiful  sight!  My  sister  was  obliged 
to  stay  three  months  in  a  dark  room  with  her.  I 
obtained  some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  and  applied 
it  to  her,  and  in  four  days  you  could  not  have  known 
that  she  had  had  a  sore  eye.  I  felt  as  though  you  ou.irht 
to  know  this,  for  the  greater  honor  of  Our  dear  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  as  I  see  you  make  a  note  of  some  of  these 
favors."  ....  "I  must  tell  you  of  some  very  great  favors 
which  I  myself  received  through  prayer  and  the  use 
of  the  water  of  Lourdes.  My  husband  was  sick  for  a 
few  days  with  high  fever,  and  was  very  nervous.  We 
gave  him  such  medicines  as  we  thought  would  help 
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him,  but  lie  got  worse.  I  had  occasion  to  leave  the 
room  for  twenty  minutes.  On  my  return  he  was  as 
cold  as  death,  and  stiff  as  a  corpse.  Blood  was  oozing 
from  his  mouth,  his  teeth  were  clinched  on  his  tongue, 
and  we  all  thought  he  was  gone.  But  thanks  to  our 
Blessed  Mother  and  the  Angel  Guardian,  I  suddenly 
thought  of  the  blessed  water,  when  I  could  think  of 
nothing  else,  having  lost  all  presence  of  mind.  I 
took  a  little  vial  and  put  a  few  drops  of  the  miracu- 
lous water  on  his  tongue,  calling  the  assistance. of  our 
Blessed  Mother  to  save  him.  Our  Heavenly  Father 
only  knows  how  fervently  I  prayed — and,  thanks  to  our 
Blessed  Mother,  in  five  minutes  he  awoke  and  asked 
what  had  happened  to  him.  Again  he  became  insensi- 
ble as  before,  but  I  continued  my  prayers,  and  in  five 
minutes  he  was  as  natural  as  before  his  sickness.  We 
then  had  the  doctor  to  come  and  see  what  caused  such 
a  spell.  The  doctor  said  it  was  an  enlargement  of  the 
liver.  I  earnestly  hope  he  will  become  a  Catholic  be- 
fore many  days.  Another  cure,  and  also  a  great  favor 
through  the  use  of  the  water  of  Lourdes,  was  that  of 
my  boy,  seven  years  old.  He  had  been  playing  at  a 
stagnant  pond  and  got  his  blood  poisoned.  We  gave 
him  medicine,  and  water-blisters  broke  out  on  'him, 
spreading  rapidly  all  over  his  body.  When  they  broke 
out,  inflammation  took  place:  his  body  got  just  as  dark 
as  liver,  and  holes  appeared  everywhere.  The  little  fel- 
low kept  saying  '  Bless  me  quick— I  am  burning  up.  I 
am  going  to  God.  Get  that  water  and  put  it  on  me, 
so  God  will  make  me  well.'  I  got  it,  blessed  him  with 
it,  and  he  said  prayers  with  me  for  nine  days.  He 
would  have  me  say  them  three  times  a  day,  so  he 
would  get  well  sooner.  I  also  approached  the  Sacra- 
ments. Many  thanks  to  our  Blessed  Mother  for  her 
intercession,  my  only  child  was  spared  to  me!  " 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


A  Rosary  Window. 


The  talk  about  rosaries  and  beads  had  set  Mar- 
gie's thoughts  all  in  motion.  She  had  played 
with  a  rosary  before  she  could  say  a  "  Hail  Mary." 
It  had  seemed  like  a  thing  of  course,  to  her,  that 
Christians  should  say  the  rosary;  yet  she  had 
never  realized  how  the  Catholics  of  all  ages  had 
used  very  nearly  the  same  way  to  count  their 
prayers.  When  she  did  realize  it,  a  new  love  for 
her  beads  sprang  up  in  her  heart.  She  had  often 
left  her  beads  on  her  table  or  bureau,  or  indeed 
anywhere,  and  perhaps  would  only  think  of  them 
next  day.  Then  she  often  found  the  chain  broken, 
and  she  would  not  take  the  trouble  to  join  the 
links.  "Let  it  go,"  she  would  say;  1>I  can  get 
another!"  And  she  would  get  another  pair  of 
cheap  beads  to  treat  in  the  same  way.  But  as 
her  mind  dwelt  upon  the  love  and  veneration  felt 
for  their  beads  by  nobles  and  ladies,  kings  and 
queens,  and  even  great  priests  and  Bishops,  she 
saw  that  this  love  and  venefttion  was  not  so  much 
on  account  of  the  precious  gems  or  the  gold,  but 


for  the  beads  themselves,  which  had  helped  the 
soul  to  pray  more  earnestly.  She  therefore  re- 
solved to  carry  her  beads  with  her  always;  and 
even  if  they  did  not  hang  from  her  belt,  as  from 
the  girdles  of  those  ancient  pious  ladies,  she  would 
have  them  where  she  could  often  say  a  Pater  or 
an  Ave,  and  say  it  on  her  beads  too. 

Her  father  had  noticed  this  change  with  great 
pleasure.  He  had  always  felt  pained  when  he 
saw  her  beads  "  lying  around,"  and  had  wondered 
how  she  could  be  cured  of  the  habit.  The  cure 
came  with  the  talk  about  beads  and  rosaries.  It 
was,  therefore,  with  real  delight  that  his  eye  fell 
on  the  picture  of  a  Rosary-window,  and  he  lost 
no  time  in  showing  it  to  Margie. 

"  See  my  dear,  to  what  use  your  favorite  rosary 
was  put  in  the  olden  time.  It  made  the  decora- 
tion for  a  stained  or  rather  painted  glass  window 
in  Whitby  Abbey." 

"A  window?" 

"Yes,  a  round  window,  such  as  is  called,  now- 
a-days,  a  rose-window.  It  is  also  very  remark- 
able that  our  Lord's  Sacred  Heart  is  put  in  the 
very  centre  of  this  window." 

"Our  Lord's  wounded  Heart,  too!"  said  Mar- 
gie; "just  as  we  see  the  wound  represented  at 
this  day.  There  are  no  flames  coming  from  the 
Heart,  as  we  now  paint  It,  and  the  Crown  of 
Thorns  is  laid  around  It,  instead  of  upon  It.  But 
It  is  indeed  our  Lord's  Sacred  Heart,  wounded 
for  us!  And  here  are  the  Three  Nails,  and  the 
large  circle  is  really  the  rosary,  with  its  five  dec- 
ades of  beads.  But  what  have  we  in  place  of  the 
large  Pater-noster  beads?" 

"Look  a  little  closer,"  said  her  father,  and  you 
will  see  that  each  Pater-noster  bead  looks  like  a 
rose,  and  each  rose  symbolizes  one  of  the  Five 
Sacred  Wounds." 

"Oh,  yes!  I  see,  now,  the  wounded  feet  in  two 
of  the  Pater-noster  beads,  the  wounded  hands  in 
two  others,  and  on  the  fifth — " 

"  You  see  the  wound  in  the  sacred  side." 

"  Yes,  yes!  I  see  it  all  now;  and  how  beautiful 
it  must  have  been  in  the  tinted  glass,  with  the  sun 
shining  through  it!" 

"  And  is  so  still,  for  though  found  no  longer  at 
Whitby  Abbey,  it  is  carefully  preserved  in  Raby 
Castle.  But  the  inscription  is  also  beautiful.  It 
is  in  Latin,  so  I  must  translate  it  for  you,  I  sup- 
pose ;  although  I  do  hope  you  will  some  time  be 
able  to  do  this  for  yourself.  Besides,  it  is  in  the 
Old-English  lettering.  But  here  is  the  transla- 
tion: 

" '  HAIL,  MOST  PIOUS  VIRGIN  MARY,  WHO  ART  A 

RED  ROSE,  AND  CLOTHED  WITH  A  VESTMENT  OP 
DIVINE  LOVE  ABOVE  EVERY  CREATURE.' 

"  You  must  notice  how  the  'inscription  corre- 
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sponds  to  the  signs  of  the  Passion  on  the  window, 
and  you  know  the  Feasts  of  the  Passion  are  always 
celebrated  in  red  vestments;  and  red  is  the  color 
of  the  seraphs,  who  are  the  angels  of  love.  There 
was  a  sense  of  poetic  and  artistic  beauty  in  those 
good  religious,  which  devotion  alone"  teaches. 
No  mere  love  of  pictures,  or  of  beauty  in  color,  or 
of  elegant  language,  could  have  inspired  this  win- 
dow. It  came  straight  out  of  the  loving  heart  of 
some  one  who  loved  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 
and  loved  His  Five  Sacred  Wounds;  and  loved  the 
Five  Sorrowful  Mysteries  of  the  Rosary.  What 
would  I  not  give,"  Margie's  father  went  on  to  say, 
"for  such  a  window  in  our  church!" 

"  And  why  do  we  not  have  them,  papa  ?  It  can- 
not be  any  harder  to  get  such  windows  than  many 
which  we  have." 

"Oh,"  said  her  father,  "  we  get  everything  from 
abroad,  and  must  take  what  is  sent  to  us,  instead 
of  selecting  for  ourselves,  or  even  ordering  what 
is  to  our  own  mind.  It  would  be  a  great  pleasure 
to  have  some  good  Catholic  in  America,  turn  his 
mind  to  painting  windows  for  Catholic  churches; 
painting  them  with  real  devotion;  and  to  have 
devout  people  willing  to  pay  him." 

"  Ah,  papa,  I  have  a  brighter  thought  than  that! 
Don't  you  remember  telling  me  about  the  French 
nun — " 

"  Not  the  French  nun,  my  dear,  but  an  English 
nun  in  a  French  convent." 

"  Yes,  but  a  nun ;  and  she  painted  that  beautiful 
window  in  the  sanctuary  of  Notre  Dame.  And, 
finally,  the  nuns  of  that  same  French  convent  have 
furnished  all  the  windows  for  the  new  church?" 

"I  remember  telling  you  all  this:  but  what  has 
it  to  do  with  my  American  artist?" 

"  Just  this,  papa :  if  a  nun  can  do  this  in  France, 
why  not  in  America?  That  is,  if  papa  will  get 
them  burned  for  her." 

"You  are  quite  right,  Margie.  Such  things 
could  be  done  by  the  good,  pious,  accomplished 
Sisters  in  our  American  convents,  if  the  papers 
would  only  set  about  helping  these  convents  to 
do  such  great  and  good  work.  I  remember  the 
beautiful  designs  painted  on  silk  for  the  Scapulars 
and  the  Agnus  Dei,  and  which  are  exactly  what 
we  want  on  windows.  They  could  learn  to  paint 
them  on  glass  just  as  well  as  upon  silk.  Indeed, 
my  little  girl,  you  have  given  me  a  very  useful 
hint.  The  world  was  not  made  in  a  day;  and  the 
nuns  cannot  get  glass,  and  an  oven,  and  a  win- 
dow-maker in  a  day.  But  I  hope  the  time  will 
come  when  the  Catholics  of  America  will  do 
these  things  for  themselves." 

"  But  then,  papa,  we  musrt  first  learn  to  draw." 

" Certainly  you  must;  and  to  do  something  be- 
sides copy,  too.  Do  not  neglect  your  drawing; 
and  who  knows  but  my  own  Margie  may  yet 
paint  a  'Rosary-window'  for  her  old  father!" — 
Miss  E.  A.  Starr  in  the  Catholic  Universe. 


ONCE  as  St.  Thomas  of  Aquin  was  reading  in 
the  refectory  at  the  hour  of  dinner,  he  was  cor- 
rected for  having  badly  pronounced  a  word;  and 
though  he  himself  knew  he  had  pronounced  it 
right,  yet  through  humility  he  repeated  it,  giving 
it  the  sound  as  lie  was  told:  and  being  afterwards 
asked  by  some  of  his  companions,  who  saw  the 
master's  mistake,  how  he  came  to  do  so,  his  an- 
swer was:  "  Little  matters  it  to  sound  a  vowel  long 
or  short;  but  to  be  humble  is  great  gain." 


Attend  to  Thvself. 


Blessed  Berchmans,  from  the  very  first  mo- 
ment that  he  entered  into  the  Society  of  Jesus, 
made  it  his  Object  to  become  a  saint;  so  that  from 
that  time  forth  he  looked  upon  it  as  his  grand 
point,  and  as  it  were  his  only  and  most  im- 
portant affair,  to  mind  himself;  and  this  alto- 
gether he  kept  in  view  as  long  as  he  lived,  and  with 
such  diligence  and  such  unwearied  solicitude, 
that  he  had  not  a  moment  to  think  of  the  actions 
of  others,  or  to  regard  their  failings.  On  this 
account  he  never  stayed  to  reflect  why  others  did 
or  said  such  and  such  things,  or  whether  they 
did  them  well  or  ill;  nor  did  he  ever  engage  him- 
self in  defending  one  person  at  the  risk  of  dis- 
pleasing another;  but  he  suffered  all  quietly  to 
perform  their  own  actions  and  to  mind  their  own 
affairs.  And  as  for  the  failings  of  others,  he  ob- 
served them  so  little  (so  intent  was  he  upon  him- 
self) that  even  though  they  were  committed  in 
his  presence  he  did  not  perceive  them.  So  that 
it  is  said  of  him  that  he  never  knew  the  defects 
into  which  others  fell.  All  his  object  was  to  cor- 
rect his  own  failings,  and  topcrfom  his  own  actions 
well.  And  moreover  the  diligence  which  he  used 
to  keep  his  own  soul  free  from  defects,  was  indeed 
extraordinary;  for  besides  going  well  through  his 
daily  examination  of  conscience,  and  a  most  rigor- 
ous retreat  of  one  day  in  each  month,  he  often 
with  great  earnestness  entreated  both  his  Supe- 
riors and  his  companions  to  keep  their  eyes  upon 
him,  and  frankly  to  tell  him  whenever  they  saw 
him  fail  in  any  point.  And  when  anyone  gave 
him  any  such  notice,  he  regarded  it  as  a  singular 
kindness,  and  he  offered  up  particular  prayers  for 
whomsoever  it  might  be  who  had  remarked  it  to 
him.  But,  not  content  with  this,  as  he  had  a  most 
ardent  desire  to  become  each  day  more  and  more 
pleasing  to  God,  he  aimed  at  this  with  all  his 
power.  In  a  word,  he  gave  himself  up  with  the 
most  admirable  diligence  to  the  most  exact  obser- 
vance of  all  the  rules  of  the  Society;  to  execute 
promptly  and  faithfully  everything  which  was 
exacted  from  him  by  holy  obedience;  to  perform 
well,  and  with  particular  devotion,  the  spiritual 
exercises,  inasmuch  as  they  immediately  regarded 
the  honor  of  God,  and  his  own  spiritual  advance- 
ment; and,  above  all,  his  Communions,  about 
which  he  always  spent  two  hours.  In  one  word, 
he  used  the  utmost  diligence  in  the  exercise  of  the 
various  virtues,  and,  above  all,  of  charity  towards 
the  sick.  And  though  he  took  great  delight  in 
study,  nevertheless  he  would  never  allow  it  to 
break  in  upon  his  spiritual  exercises,  or  stand  in 
the  way  of  charity  or  obedience ;  for  his  soul  never 
courted  those  actions  in  which  there  might  be 
most  sensible  pleasure,  but  those  in  which  was 
the  most  merit;  and  all  this  he  did  without  ever 
looking  to  see  whether  others  did  the  same,  or 
whether  they  did  less;  because  this  simple  maxim, 
"Mind  thyself,"  was  deeply  rooted  in  his  heart. 

What  injury  is  it  now  to  the  other  Apostles,  that 
the  unfortunate  Judas  is  sunering  torments  in 
hell?  all  the  misery  falls  to  the  lot  of  Judas. 
And  if  the  Blessed  Berchmans  is  higher  in 
heaven  than  so  many-mothers,  who  \sere  iii>  com- 
panions in  the  religious  state,  is  not  this  biiperior 
happiness  all  his  own  ?  Mind  Thyself. 
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—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Our  Lady  of  the  Angels. 

BY  ELIZA  ALLEN  STARR. 

Regina  Angelorum,  or  a  pro  nolis  !  What  a  world 
of  beatific  serenity  opens  before  us  whenever  the 
full  significance  of  this  ejaculation  breaks  upon 
the  mind!  There  may  have  been  no  rejection  of 
it;  and  yet  how  many  have  hardly  thought  of  it? 
Queen  of  Angels  !  and  who  are  these  angels,  of  whom 
Mary  is  the  Queen  ? 

"  When  the  morning  stars  sang  together,"  these 
"sons  of  God"  were  there  to  make  "joyful  mel- 
ody."* Their  praises  first  broke  the  silence  of 
eternity.  Their  worship  was  the  first  offering  of 
creation  to  its  Creator.  Of  the  majesty  and  beauty 
of  the  angelic  nature  no  mortal  tongue  or  pen  can 
fitly  discourse.  Swifter  than  light,  more  ethereal 
than  the  highest  summer  cloud,  these  "birds  of 
God  "  were  ready  to  sweep  illimitable  space  on  their 
tireless  wings.  The  joy,  too,  of  that  angelic  na- 
ture was  one  canticle  of  praise  to  the  Most  High. 

The  very  fall  of  Lucifer,  star  of  the  morning,  and 
leader  of  the  hosts  of  heaven,  gave  proof  of  the 
splendor  of  his  endowments.  At  one  glance  he 
saw  the  consequences  of  the  Incarnation,  saw  the 
human  nature  exalted  above  the  angelic  nature, 
saw  himself  the  minister  of  man,  and — of  man 
fallen!  Even  now,  from  the  deep  pit  of  his  tor- 
ment, lurid  coruscations  of  his  wondrous  intelli- 
gence and  power  come  to  us  in  such  a  way  as  to 
take  from  us  all  self-confidence;  for  who  could  re- 
sist Lucifer  and  his  arts,  unless  God  had  armed 
Himself  against  this  noblest  of  His  first  creatures, 
for  the  defence  of  His  weakest  creature,  man? 

It  was  the  Incarnation — of  which  the  intuition 
was  promulgated  while  heaven  saw  its  ranks  of 
angels  unbroken — which  prepared  the  way  for 
Mary's  exaltatio'n  as  Queen  of  the  Angels.  Listen 
to  the  voice  of  Baruch,  in  the  third  chapter  of 


*  Job,  xxxviii,  7. 


his  Prophecy,  opening  with  one  of  those  trumpet 
tones  with  which  David  might  have  called  to- 
gether the  twelve  tribes  of  God's  chosen  people : 
"Hear,  O  Israel,  the  commandment  of  life:  give 
ear  that  thou  mayst  learn  wisdom."  Then,  after 
recounting  the  singular  failure  of  man  in  the  way 
of  wisdom,'  he  brings  forward  One  who  is,  in 
Himself,  infinite  wisdom;  and  ends  with  one  of 
those  mysterious  disclosures  of  the  Incarnation 
which  still  baffle  the  Rabbi,  but  stand  clear  as 
day  in  the  light  of  Christianity.  "  He  that  pre- 
pared the  earth  for  evermore,  and  filled  it  with 
cattle  and  four-footed  beasts,  He  that  sendeth  forth 
light,  and  it  goeth:  and  hath  called  it,  and  it 
obeyed  Him  with  trembling.  And  the  stars  have 
given  light  in  their  watches,  and  rejoiced:  they 
were  called,  and  they  said :  Here  we  are :  and 
with  cheerfulness  they  have  shined  forth  to  Him 
that  made  them.  This  is  our  God,  and  there  shall 
be  no  other  accounted  of  in  comparison  to  Him. 
He  found  out  all  the  way  of  knowledge,  and  gave 
it  to  Jacob,  His  servant,  and  to  Israel,  His  beloved. 
Afterwards  He  was  seen  upon  earth  and  conversed 
with  nien."f 

It  was  only  another  scene  in  the  celestial  drama 
when  the  Archangel  Gabriel  sped  through  the 
still  air  of  that  twenty-fifth  of  March;  "sent 
from  God  into  a  city  of  Galilee  called  Nazareth, 
to  a  virgin  espoused  to  a  man  whose  name  was 
Joseph,  of  the  house  of  David;  and  the  name  of 
the  virgin  was  Mary."  O  Lucifer,  how  futile  was 
thy  rebellion!  How  had  thy  resplendent  gifts 
been  wasted ;  given  for  what  was  less  than  nought; 
and  now  thy  defeat  is  to  be  consummated  by  the 
fiat  of  a  maiden  of  fifteen  years!  How  thy  nar- 
row prison  suddenly  becomes  insupportable !  how 
thy  torments  suddenly  became  contemptible;  no 
longer  stimulating  pride,  but  as  crushing  as  the 
weight  of  the  "  nether  millstone ! "  That  Incarna. 
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tion  was  at  length  accomplished  which  had  cost 
him  his  seat  as  prince  of  angels  and  archangels, 
of  cherubim  and  seraphim;  and  not  only  does  the 
human  nature  of  the  God-Man  sit  enthroned  in 
midst  of  the  Beatific  Vision,  but  the  Mother  of  the 
God-Man,  that  virgin  of  fifteen  summers,  was 
Queen  of  the  angelic  hosts  over  which  he  once 
presided  with  such  a  loyal  joy,  such  a  loyal  obedi- 
ence !  Verily  there  is  one  day  in  the  year  on 
which  we  can  afford  to  pity  Lucifer  in  his  fallen 
state ;  and  that  one  day  is  the  twenty -fifth  of  March. 

No  sooner  had  the  Dove  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
overshadowed  the  tender  Virgin  of  Nazareth,  than 
the  court  of  heaven  seemed  transferred  to  that 
lowly  room.  What  was  Lucifer  at  the  very  mo- 
ment of  his  creation,  with  the  dew  of  the  eternal 
morn  on  the  plumes  of  his  iridescent  wings,  in 
comparison  with  Mary,  in  the  lowliness  of  her 
Virgin  Motherhood?  for  "the  Holy  which  was  to 
be  born  of  her  would  be  called  the  Son  of  God ! " 

Here  is  the  authority  by  which  Mary  is  called 
Queen  of  Angels.  That  divine  right  of  sover- 
eignty which  mortal  princes  have  vainly  claimed, 
is  forever  awarded  to  her  who  called  herself  "  the 
handmaid  of  the  Lord."  "We  might  dwell  upon 
the  wonderfulness  of  this  crowning  of  our  Blessed 
Lady,  forgetting  earth,  for  awhile,  in  the  con- 
templation of  the  heavenly  side  of  such  mysteries. 
But  they  have  a  human  side  also;  a  practical 
side;  and  it  is  this  which  immediately  concerns 
us.  The  angels,  magnificent  as  they  are,  with 
their  swift  intelligences,  their  endowments  of 
strength,  beauty,  and  impassibility,  are  to  us  the 
most  useful  and  practical  of  beings.  They  do  not 
degrade  their  singular  gifts  by  the  use  of  them, 
but  rather  magnify  their  office  by  their  gifts.  So, 
too,  our  Blessed  Lady  comes  close  to  every  one 
of  her  poor  children  here  on  earth;  and  her 
maternity,  like  that  of  the  veriest  mother  on  earth, 
finds  no  service  menial  when  performed  for  her 
own.  Let  us  see,  then,  what  we  of  to-day  have 
to  do  with  the  old  devotion  to  our  Lady  as  Queen 
of  Angels. 

As  the  first  mention  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in 
the  Gospels  is  accompanied  by  the  salutation  of 
an  Archangel,  so  the  early  pictures  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  with  her  Divine  Son  represent  her  as 
attended  by  these  celestial  spirits  under  every 
charming  variety  of  circumstance.  To  the  im- 
agination of  the  Christian  artist,  they  belonged 
of  right  to  her  who  was  their  Queen;  and  the 
eyes  of  many  of  those  old  artists,  we  can  almost 
believe,  had  been  favored  with  more  than  one  vis- 
ion of  angels.  Yet  to  one  saint,  more  than  to  all 
the  artists- in  the  world,  do  we  owe  a  practical  devo- 
tion to  the  Angels,  and  our  Lady  as  Queen  of  the 
Angels. 


So  early  as  the  fourth  century,  some  pilgrims 
from  the  Holy  Land  built  a  small  chapel  beside 
one  of  the  roads  of  Assisi,  in  Umbria,  in  honor  of 
our  Lady,  under  the  title  of  Saint  Mary  of  Josa- 
pliat.  The  pious  legends  of  Umbria  tell  us  how 
dear  this  chapel  proved  to  be  to  the  Mother  of  God ; 
and  how,  in  proof  thereof,  a  brilliant  light  was 
often  seen  to  illuminate  the  chapel;  while,  in  the 
midst  of  the  light,  a  choir  of  angels  chanted  most 
sweet  canticles.  For  this  reason  the  chapel  came 
to  be  known  as  the  Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Angels.  It  was  thus  designated  when,  in  the  year 
1207,  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  undertook  to  repair  this 
ruined  sanctuary,  out  of  the  great  love  which  he 
had  for  the  holy  angels,  and  for  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin as  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels.  Here  it  was  that 
the  soul  of  St.  Francis  was  ravished  with  the  de- 
lights of  heaven,  and  enjoyed  the  society  of 
heavenly  visitants.  Within  its  holy  walls  he 
passed  days  and  nights  in  prayer  and  in  those 
precious  tears  which  accompany  this  fervent 
prayer.  Here  he  obtained  such  graces  for  his 
own  soul  that  he  has  ever  been  known  as  the  Ser- 
aph of  Assisi ;  so  surpassingly  beyond  all  the  trans- 
ports possible  to  humanity  seemed  the  ecstatic 
life  which  he  led  habitually. 

But  St.  Francis,  like  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the 
angels,  did  not  live  for  himself  alone,  nor  did  the 
beatitude  to  which  he  was  raised  make  him  insen- 
sible to  the  needs  of  those  around  him.  The  glow- 
ing heart  of  the  seraph  within  his  breast  was  a 
very  furnace  of  love  for  all  mankind;  and  the  wit- 
ness of  this  must  ever  be  the  indulgences  which 
he  obtained  for  all  who  should  visit,  with  proper 
dispositions,  his  dear  Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Angels,  on  a  certain  day  of  the  year. 

One  night  in  the  month  of  October,  1221,  Fran- 
cis, prostrated  on  the  floor  of  his  cell,  was  pray- 
ing for  the  conversion  of  sinners,  whose  unfortu- 
nate state  filled  him  with  the  deepest  sadness, 
when  an  angel  came  to  call  him  to  the  church. 
Francis  arose,  transported  with  joy.  Entering 
the  church,  how  ravishing  a  spectacle  presented 
itself  to  his  eyes !  Jesus  Christ  stood  erect  upon  the 
altar ;  at  His  right  hand  was  His  Blessed  Mother, 
while  multitudes  of  celestial  spirits  surrounded 
Them.  The  poor  little  Saint  of  Assisi  fell  on  his 
knees,  and,  bowing  to  the  very  earth,  adored  the 
majesty  of  the  Son  of  God.  While  he  adored,  he 
heard  these  precious  words  from  the  mouth  of  his 
Saviour:  "Francis,  you  and  your  brothers  have 
indeed  a  great  zeal  for  the  salvation  of  souls.  You 
have  been  placed  in  the  world  like  a  blazing 
torch.  Ask,  then,  whatever  you  will  for  the  good 
of  men  and  for  the  glory  of  My  Name." 

Francis  was  astonished  at  such  an  unlimited  per- 
mission. What  did  he  ask  ?  Blessings  for  his  new 
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Order,  and  promises  of  future  protection  ?  No. 
One  thought  alone  occupied  his  mind;  the  salva- 
tion of  sinners!  It  was,  therefore, ,  in  accordance 
with  this  burning  desire  of  his  heart,  that  he 
breathed  forth  his  prayer:  "O  Most  Holy  One, 
I  entreat  Thee,  miserable  sinner  though  I  am,  to 
grant,  of  Thine  infinite  goodness,  to  all  who  visit 
this  church  after  confessing  to  a.  priest,  a  plenary 
indulgence  for  their  sins ;  and  I  beseecli  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  Thy  Mother,  and  the  advocate  of  mankind, 
to  obtain  this  grace  for  me  by  her  intercession." 

No  sooner  had  he  said  this  than  Mary  raised 
her  eyes,  inclined  herself  towards  the  Heart  of  her 
beloved  Son,  and  disappeared  in  that  paradise  by 
a  mystery  of  divine  love. 

Jesus  said  to  Francis :  "  What  you  ask  is  indeed 
great;  but  you  will  hereafter  receive  still  greater 
favors.  Your  prayer  is  heard ;  only  let  this  indul- 
gence be  ratified  by  him  to  whom  I  have  given 
the  power  to  bind  and  to  loose." 

The  next  day  Francis,  accompanied  by  Brother 
Masse  de  Marignan,  was  on  the  road  to  Perugia, 
where  the  Pope,  Honorius  III,  was  then  residing. 
Admitted  to  the  presence  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff, 
he  said  with  great  simplicity  of  heart:  "Holy 
Father,  a  few  years  ago  I  repaired  a  small  church 
in  your  dominions;  I  beg  of  you  to  grant  one  in- 
dulgence to  it  which  will  be  free  from  the  usual 
condition  of  an  offering."  The  Pope  objected  to 
this,  saying  that  anyone  who  wished  to  gain  an 
indulgence  ought  to  merit  it;  above  all,  by  deeds 
of  charity;  then  he  added:  "But  for  how  many 
years  do  you  ask  this  indulgence?"  "May  it 
please  your  Holiness,"  replied  Francis,  "  it  is  not 
for  years  that  I  ask,  so  much  as  for  souls."  "  In 
what  way  then,"  asked  the  Pope,  do  you  propose 
to  have  me  give  you  spuls  ?  "  "I  wish,"  continued 
Francis,  "under  the  good  pleasure  of  your  Holi- 
ness, that  whoever  enters  the  Church  of  St.  Mary 
of  the  Angels  with  due  contrition,  after  confessing 
to  a  priest  and  receiving  absolution,  may  obtain 
a  full  remission  of  their  sins  for  this  world  and 
for  the  next."  The  Pope  replied:  "You  are  ask- 
ing something  very  great,  and  entirely  against 
usage."  "  Holy  Father,"  replied  Francis,  "  I  ask 
it,  not  in  my  own  name,  but  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  who  has  sent  me  to  ask  it."  Upon  this  the 
Pope,  under  an  inspiration,  said  three  times:  "Let 
it  be  done  according  to  your  desjre ! " 

The  Cardinals  who  were  present  observed  that 
so  precious  an  indulgence  would  lessen  that  at- 
tached to  the  Holy  Land  and  to  the  tombs  of  the 
holy  Apostles.  "Tiie  concession  is  made,"  replied 
the  Pope,  "  but  with  this  modification;"  and  re- 
calling Francis,  he  said  to  him :  "  This  indulgence 
shall  be  granted  every  year,  for  all  time;  but,  for 
one  day  in  the  year,  only."  At  these  words,  Fran- 


cis bowed  his  head  respectfully,  and  again  took 
the  road  to  his  Church  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Angels, 
or  the  Portiuncula,  as  it  is  often  called.  There  he 
continued  his  apostolic  and  mortified  life,  waiting 
to  know  from  the  Lord  on  what  day  this  shining 
favor  was  to  be  obtained. 

Two  years  ran  by.  In  1223,  during  one  of  those 
long  winter  nights  so  favorable  to  contemplation, 
Francis  was  praying  in  his  cell,  when  the  demon 
suggested  to  him  not  to  continue  his  vigil,  for  he 
had  come  to  an  age  when  repose  was  absolutely 
needful.  Sensible  of  the  malice  of  the  evil  spirit 
in  this  suggestion,  Francis  ran  instantly  from  his 
cell  to  the  woods,  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  snow, 
and  wounded  his  flesh  against  the  briars  and 
thorns.  "It  is  better,"  said  he,  addressing  his 
limbs  torn  and  bloody,  "  it  is  better  to  suffer  thus 
with  Jesus  Christ  than  to  follow  the  flattering 
counsels  of  an  enemy.''  At  the  same  moment  he 
found  himself  surrounded  by  a  great  light,  and  in 
the  midst  of  the  light  a  new  wonder:  the  dry 
bushes  into  which  he  had  thrown  himself  were 
now  transformed  into  rosebushes ;  and  these  rose- 
bushes, notwithstanding  the  rigors'  of  the  season, 
stood  in  full  leaf,  without  thorns,  and  covered 
with  blossoms  both  white  and  red !  Then  an  an- 
gel said  to  him :  "  Make  haste,  Francis,  and  go  to 
the  church ;  Jesus  Christ  awaits  you  there  with 
His  holy  Mother."  The  poor  brown  habit  of 
Francis  immediately  became  white  as  snow;  and 
hastily  plucking  twelve  white  roses  and  twelve 
red  roses,  he  returned  to  the  church  by  a  pathway 
which  seemed  no  longer  rough,  but  richly  adorned. 
In  the  church  he  prostrated  himself  before  his 
Lord  and  Saviour,  praying :  "  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth,  and  Saviour  of  mankind,  deign  of  Your 
great  mercy  to  make  known  on  what  day  the  in- 
dulgence granted  to  this  sacred  place  may  be  ob- 
tained." Then  our  Lord  replied  to  him  that  it 
would  be  given  from  the  evening  of  the  day  on 
which  the  Apostle  Peter  was  delivered  from  his 
chains  until  the  evening  of  the  next  day;  and 
forthwith,  angelic  choirs  intoned  the  Te  Deum 
The  Pope  confirmed  this  indulgence,  and  ordered 
it  to  be  solemnly  published. 

We  have  given,  above,  the  history  of  this  extra- 
ordinary indulgence  attached  to  the  Chapel  of  St. 
Mary  of  the  Angels  at  Assisi,  as  written  by  R.  P. 
Chalippe,  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis.  We  shall 
now  consider  this  indulgence  as  attached  to  a 
chapel  on  the  American  side  of  the  Atlantic. 

Looking  eastward  from  the  spot  on  which  we 
are  writing,  beyond  the  groves,  but  on  this  side  of 
the  twin  lakes  of  St.  Mary  and  St.  Joseph,  may  be 
seen  the  very  top  of  the  humble  spire  of  a  St. 
Mary  of  the  Angels,  built  after  the  plan  of  the 
chapel  so  beloved  by  St.  Francis,  and  enriched  by 
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the  self-same  indulgence.  On  the  second  of  Au- 
gust, from  dawn  until  sunset,  throngs  of  pious 
pilgrims,  newly  shrived,  come  to  gain  the  indul- 
gence promised  by  Christ  Himself  and  afterwards 
confirmed  by  His  Vicar.  What  a  triumph  is  this, 
not  only  for  Mary,  but  for  the  angels  who  joyfully 
claim  her  as  their  Queen!  From  the  first  dawn 
of  intelligence,  the  children  of  any  land  calling 
itself  Christian  are  accustomed  to  hear  a  certain 
amount  of  pious  sentimentality  concerning  angels. 
Of  course  heaven  is  peopled  with  angels,  and 
perhaps  there  is  really  such  an  individual  Arch- 
angel as  Michael,  or  Raphael,  or  Gabriel.  Of 
course,  too,  all  the  little  babies  who  die  become 
angels  immediately;  and  all  good  mothers  are 
transformed  by  death  into  guardian  angels  to  their 
children — not  to  anyone  else,  that  we  have  ever 
heard.  But  any  belief  in  a  guardian  angel,  actu- 
ally and  literally  fulfilling  its  duties  as  such,  or 
any  formula  of  acknowledgment  to  this  guardian 
angel  in  the  way  of  love,  or  of  service,  or  of  invo- 
cation, is  altogether  unthought  of.  It  is  useless 
to  bring  forward  any  pretty  stories,  relations  of 
dreams  like  that  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  or  any  senti- 
mentalising of  modern  literature  whatsoever,  as  a 
refutation  of  the  well-known  fact  that  with  the 
authority  of  the  Church  disappears  every  invoca- 
tion addressed  to  angel  or  archangel,  cherubim 
or  seraphim;  and,  with  the  invocation,  disappears 
every  trace  of  a  practical  belief  in  the  angels  as 
the  ministers  of  God,  and  the  friends  of  mankind. 
Of  the  sudden  desolation  thus  wrought  in  the 
spiritual  domain,  it  is  impossible  to  give  any  idea. 
A  whole  firmament  of  stars  might  be  extinguished 
to  the  sight  without  leaving  such  a  blank  as  the 
blotting  out  of  all  the  beautiful  and  intimate  rela- 
tions between  the  angels  and  mankind.  Through- 
out the  Old  Testament  these  relations  are  sustained 
by  all  the  grandeur  of  the  Pentateuchal  books, 
the  history  of  the  Judges  and  Kings  of  the  Twelve 
Tribes,  as  well  as  by  the  prophecies.  Our  Lord 
Himself  declares  that  the  guardian  angels  of  little 
children  "  do  always  behold  the  face  of  the  Fa- 
ther " ;  *  and  this  is  borne  out  by  the  Acts  and 
Epistles,  down  to  the  Apocalypse  of  St.  John, 
with  its  celestial  visions,  which  do  not  so  much 
close  the  series  of  sacred  tableaux  as  open  to 
us  the  realities  of  another  world  and  show  that 
time  is  only  eternity  veiled. 

The  annals  of  the  Archconfraternity  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Angels,  established  at  Pouvourville,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Toulouse,  France,  and  formally 
approved  by  Pope  Pius  IX  on  the  3d  of  February 
1871,  is  one  succession  of  miracles  from  the  21st 
of  July  1856,  when  the  founder  of  the  Archcon- 


*  St.  Matth.,  xviii,  10. 


fraternity  was  delivered  from  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  to  the  present  time.  Miracu- 
lously restored  health,  miraculously  conferred  bless- 
ings, but,  above  all,  miraculous  conversions  of 
sinners  inthralled  by  every  vice,  have  followed  the 
prayers  of  the  Archconfraternity  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Angels.  As  at  our  own  Notre  Dame,  the 
Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels  or  the  Portiun- 
cula  in  the  parish  Church  of  Pouvourville,  brings 
crowds  to  its  shrine  every  year,  on  the  3d  day  of 
August;  while  the  habitual  devotion  to  the  Angels, 
and  to  Mary  as  Queen  of  Angels,  is  the  source  of 
unmeasured  graces  to  this  parish  so  grateful  for 
its  privilege. 

Every  year  sees  some  new  grace,  some  new  glory, 
settling  upon  the  Church  in  America.  Sometimes 
it  is  in  the  form  of  a  new  Order,  or  the  transplant- 
ing of  an  ancient  Order  from  the  Old  World  to  the 
New.  Sometimes  it  is  in  the  form  of  priests  edu- 
cated at  the  very  feet  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ  and 
bringing  with  them  the  choicest  traditions  of  theo- 
logical piety  and  practice.  Sometimes  it  is  in  the 
erection  of  chapels  which  bring  to  our  very  doors 
the  long  coveted  privileges  of  the  most  favored 
sanctuaries  in  Europe.  To-day  it  comes  in  the 
crowning  of  the  American  Hierarchy  with  the 
scarlet  cap  of  a  Cardinal-Bishop.  Certain  it  is 
that  we  have  now  many  privileges  for  which  to 
render  an  account.  Let  us  commend  them,  as  well 
as  all  our  personal  anxieties  and  responsibilities, 
to  her  who  is  the  Queen  of  that  hierarchy  of 
celestical  spirits,  of  whom  it  has  been  said :  "  He 
giveth  His  angels  charge  over  thee."f 

t  Ps.  xc,  11.       Matth.,  iv,  6.       Luke,  iv,  10. 


O,  Saving  Cross! 

A  mark  of  deadly  crime,  of  shame, 

The  Cross  once  stood; 
And  virtue  trembled  at  the  name: 

The  gentle,  pure  and  good 
Turned  pale,  to  think  that  men  drew  breath, 
Who  on  the  Cross  deserved  their  death. 

O,  Sacred  Cross!  O,  change  sublime! 

What  potent  spell 
Has  turned  thee  from  a  type  of  crime 

To  symbol  loved  so  well? 
Thrice-holy  Cross!  dear  saving  sign ! 
Embalmed  thou  art  of  Blood  Divine! 

Jerusalem  her.  every  sod 

Was  bathed  in  gore  ; 
The  path  our  dear  Lord  Jesus  trod, 

With  Precious  Blood  ran  o'er. 
And  there  the  Cross,  steeped  through  and  through, 
Was  hallowed  with  its  priceless  Dew. 

And  since  that  dread  yet  joyful  hour 
When  Jesus  died, 
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When  hell's  audacious,  frenzied  power 

Had  sealed  the  Deicide, 
The  Cross  has  stood  Faith's  beacon  light, 
To  draw  the  world  to  Calvary's  height. 

O  Saving  Cross!  when  I  depart 

From  earth  away, 
Let  me  but  press  thee  to  my  heart, 

That  foes  may  not  betray: 
With  outstretch'd  arms  towards  loving  skies 
Above  my  grave,  dear  Cross,  arise! 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  IX.— [CONTINUED.] 

Mrs.  Waite  was  making  all  haste  packing  a  basket 
with  necessaries  of  all  sorts,  with  milk  and  wine 
for  the  sick  child,  getting  some  warm  wraps  to- 
gether, and  hurrying  Tom  to  fill  another  basket 
with  wood  and  coal,  to  be  ready  to  go  with  her, 
she  did  not  know  where.  She  peeped  into  the 
schoolroom  and  saw  Sybil  there,  throned  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  "  Knights  of  the  Round  Table,"  look- 
ing radiantly  happy  (for  Sybil  was  rejoicing  in, 
having  had  it  practically  manifested  to  her  how 
blessed  a  thing  it  was  to  have  money);  Natalie 
had  joined  the  merry  group;  Clara  flitted  around 
like  a  butterfly,  and  hilarity  prevailed.  Then  Mrs. 
Waite,  seeing  that  all  was  right  there,  hastened 
downstairs,  wrapped  a  warm  shawl  around  her 
shivering  guest,  and  went  quickly  with  her  out  of 
the  house  before  she  thought  of  asking  whither 
they  were  going. 

"  Where  is  your  home,  dearest  child  ?  "  she  in- 
quired, halting  on  the  pavement,  the  snow  beating 
into  their  faces,  and  powdering  Tom's  white  wool 
as  lie  followed  with  his  basket  of  coal. 

"  Beyond  the  Navy  Yard.  It  is  a  long  distance, 
Mrs.  Waite,  Do  not  go;  see  how  it  is  snowing." 

"  Go  to  the  corner,  Tom,  and  stop  the  next  car. 
Distance  is  nothing,  my  child,  since  the  invention 
of  street-cars.  I  am  certainly  going  home  with 
"you." 

Miriam  Hunter  pressed  the  arm  on  which  she 
leaned,  in  mute  thanks — her  heart  was  too  full  for 
words;  then  when  the  emotion  subsided,  and 
while  they  "waited  for  the  car,  she  told  Mrs.  Waite 
what  had  happened  after  she  left  the  room ;  "  but,'' 
she  added, "  I  cannot  take  the  money;  I  would  have 
given  it  back  then  but  for  the  surprise,  and  the 
young  lady's  going  instantly  out  of  the  room. 
Will  you  please  take  it  back  to  her,  with  my  best 
thanks  ?" 

"  Keep  it,  my  child.  It  will  not  be  missed  by 
her,  and  she  would  be  pained,  I  know,  to  have  any 
fraction  of  it  returned." 


"But  see!  sixty  dollars!  It  is  like  taking  advan- 
tage of  a  kind  impulse." 

"  It  is  her  happiness  so  to  dispose  of  it,  I  am 
sure." 

"  You  know  her  then,  perhaps,  as  I  do  not.  Oh, 
Mrs.  Waite !  kindness  has  been  so  rare  a  thing  in 
my  experience  of  late  years  that  it  almost  frightens 
me.  Who  is  this  good  angel,  if  I  may  ask?  " 

"She  is  my  niece,  Sybil  Weston,  who  would 
shrink  from  any  mention  of  her  name,  I  am  cer- 
tain; but  knowing  her  as  I  do,  I  want  you  to  ac- 
cept her  as  a  friend  in  whom  you  may  confide. 
Ah!  here  is  the  car  at  last!  " 

Within  a  square  or  two  of  the  terminus  of  the 
route  they  got  out,  and  turning  into  a  sparsely  built 
street  that  ran  towards  the  river  they  plodded  on 
through  the  snow  and  storm,  whose  gusts  some- 
times almost  whirled  them  off"  their  feet,  and  at 
length  reached  the  poor  abode  where  this  once  ad- 
mired child  of  fortune  had  found  a  cheerless  home. 

"He's  a'niost  gone!"  said  the  woman  of  the 
house,  who  had  volunteered  to  sit  with  the  sick 
child  until  his  mother's  return. 

Relief  indeed  had  come  none  too  soon  for  the  lit- 
tle sufferer,  who  lay  on  the  bed,  with  glazed  eyes 
and  white  pinched  features,  feebly  moaning — such 
a  shrunken,  pitiful  little  object,  that  he  looked  like 
a  sad  caricature  of  humanity.  A  few  drops  of  wine 
and  milk  were  carefully  given,  then  Tom  made  a 
fire  which  soon  tempered  the  penetrating  icy  tem- 
perature of  the  room ;  again  Mrs.  Waite  adminis- 
tered nourishment,  this  time  wine-whey,  which  she 
had  made  as  soon  as  the  fire  wad  kindled,  and  to 
the  joy  of  the  sorrowing  young  mother,  who  knelt 
by  the  bedside  watching  the  innocent  sufferer  with 
that  eager,  tender  gaze  which  seems  to  have  power 
in  it  to  turn  even  death  aside,  it  was  swallowed. 
The  child  had  no  disease ;  he  was  only  starving,  and 
would  have  died  just  as  certainly  as  he  might  have 
done  of  smallpox  if  relief  had  not  come  at  the  mo- 
ment it  did.  Mrs.  Waite  did  not  go  away  until 
she  had  seen  the  feeble,  failing  strength  of  the 
young  mother  replenished  with  suitable  nourish- 
ment, and  warning  her  to  give  her  child  food  in 
small  quantities  andatregular  intervals,  she  prom- 
ised to  come  the  next  day,  embraced  her  and 
started  for  home.  On  her  way  to  the  cars  she  no- 
ticed a  green-grocer's  shop  at  the  corner,  and  going 
in  with  Tom,  asked  some  questions  about  the  pos- 
sibility of  getting  wood  very  early  in  the  morning 
to  be  delivered  at  1014,  and  on  learning  that  the 
man  himself  had  a  wood  and  coal  yard  near  by, 
she  ordered  a  certain  quantity  of  each  to  be  sent 
there  for  a  lady  who  had  a  very  sick  child.  Paid 
for  in  advance,  with  a  douceur  added  to  secure  its 
being  sent  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  the  man 
readily  promised  to  do  as  directed,  but  wisely  kept 
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to  himself  the  fact  that  he  had  twice  refused,  and 
that  harshly,  to  sell  a  small  quantity  of  fuel  to  the 
poor  lady  at  1014  on  credit  a  week  before.  "  She 
had  rich  friends  then!  Oh  yes,  certainly  she 
should  have  the  fuel  in  time,  if  he  had  to  carry  it 
upon  his  back  in  a  basket!  He  was  a  poor  man, 
and  had  his  interests  to  look  after,  and  couldn't  af- 
ford to  have  bad  debts;  but  now — -why,  of  course 
the  poor  woman  must  have  fuel,  such  bitter 
weather  as  this;"  and  so  the  fellow  went  on  lying 
until  he  worked  himself  into  such  a  fever  of  zeal 
that  he  really  imagined  that  lie  was  about  perform- 
ing a  most  humane  and  benevolent  action.  Dick- 
ens tells  of  a  man  who  used  to  brush  his  hair  fiercely 
every  morning  with  a  very  stiff  brush,  and  thought 
by  the  process  that  he  washed  his  face  and  hands, 
which  he  wai  never  known  by  any  accident  to  do ;  so 
our  green-grocer,  by  some  curious  rule  of  logic  not 
laid  down  in  the  books,  felt  all  the  unction  of  good 
works  which  he  did  not  perform,  being  one  of  a 
class  not  uncommon  in  this  world  of  oddities. 

On  the  way  home,  Tom  was  obliged  to  ride  on  the 
platform  of  the  car,  for  this  was  in  the  an'e-bellum 
days,  when  negroes  had  need  of  seven-league  boots 
if  they  had  any  distance  to  cover  within  a  given 
time  on  business  or  otherwise,  not  being  allowed 
a  seat  in  the  public  conveyances  which  accommo- 
dated their  superiors  of  the  white  race.  The  su- 
periority was  an  open  question  sometimes,  as  was 
proved  to-night.  But  Tom  took  his  place,  his 
brain  untroubled  by  vexed  questions,  and  too  com- 
fortable in  his  thick  woolen  overcoat  and  comfort, 
and  his  fur  cap,  which  left  nothing  uncovered  ex- 
cept the  end  of  his  nose  to  the  pelting  of  the  snow, 
to  quarrel  with  fate.  Within,  a  number  of  men 
were  crowded,  and  Mrs.  Waite  found  herself  un- 
comfortably seated  between  two  whose  coarse,  re- 
pulsive countenances  bore  evident  marks  of  intox- 
ication, and  whose  clothing  was  filthy  beyond 
expression.  There  was  no  help  for  it ;  there  was 
no  use  in  rising,  to  either  stand  or  change  her  seat, 
for  there  were  others  equally  obnoxious  standing, 
swinging  by  the  straps  of  the  car  all  the  way 
through,  and  she  felt  that  it  would  be  better  to 
draw  no  attention  to  herself  by  any  movement 
whatever;  so  she  only  said  an  "Ace  Maria,"  plac- 
ing herself  under  the  gracious  and  powerful  pro- 
tection of  the  "Help  of  Christians."  Presently 
the  man  on  her  left  turned  an  offensive  stare  full 
on  her  face ;  the  other  gave  vent  to  a  half-drunken 
laugh,  and  asked  her  "what  o'clock  it  was?" 
Mrs.  Waite  quietly  drew  out  her  watch  to  see, 
when  a  rough  paw  was  rudely  thrust  out  in  a 
quick  attempt  to  seize  it,  but  before  he  could 
snatch  it  from  her,  all  in  an  instant,  before  she 
could  see  how  or  by  whom,  the  ruffian  was  grasped 
at  his  collar  by  a  powerful  hand,  his  wrists  were 


suddenly  compressed  as  in  fingers  of  iron,  and 
he  was  rushed  to  the  rear  of  the  car  and  tumbled 
out  into  the  snow.  His  companion  swore,  and 
there  was  a  coarse  hubbub  of  indignation  from 
those  who  were  unacquainted  with  the  cause  of  the 
summary  ejectment  of  the  man:  but  a  clear  voice, 
with  a  foreign  accent,  rang  above  the  noisy  tumult, 
commanding  instant  attention : 

"  He  insulted  a  lady,  and  I  am  ready  to  do  the 
same  favor  to  the  next  one!  "  were  the  words  that 
were  heard  and  understood  by  that  motley  crowd, 
who  now  saw  the  person  who  spoke — a  tall,  power- 
ful man,  who  was  broad-shouldered,  and  looked 
strong  and  determined  enough  to  take  up  car, 
horse  and  people  all  together,  if  he  so  minded,  and 
work  his  will  with  them.  He  was  one  of  those 
large,  symmetrically  formed  men,  with  force  ami 
intelligence  and  power  in  his  face  that  attracts 
and  repels  at  the  same  time;  handsome,  withal 
swarthy  and  haughty,  yet  not  a  countenance  that 
one  would  altogether  trust,  for  it  had  in  it  the 
ideal  of  an  Appolyon,  a  devil  who  had  not  quite 
lost  the  glory  of  his  primal  state. 

"Madame,"  he  said,  in  the  gentlest  and  most 
courteous  tones,  touching  his  Ira  veiling  cap,  "par- 
don me,  but  you  will  find  it  more  pleasant  to  sit 
on  this  side." 

''Thanks!  but  shall  I  not  be  depriving  you  of 
your  seat  ? " 

"  Non.  Prenez  ma  place,  Madame,  il  y  a  encore 
un  manuals  sujet  a  cote  de  vous,"  he  answered,  in 
French,  not  caring  that  which  he  had  to  warn 
her  of  should  be  understood  by  any  except  herself. 

Mrs.  Waite  made  no  further  objection,  but 
changed  her  seat.  She  saw  that  her  protector 
was  a  gentleman,  and  she  not  only  felt  extremely 
grateful  for  his  kindness,  but  was  strangely  at- 
tracted by  a  curious  fascination  to  turn  her  eyes 
again  and  again  to  his  proud,  swarthy  face,  which 
baffled  her  usually  keen  perceptions>  and  left  her 
in  doubt  by  the  antagonisms  its  lines  indicated. 
This  man,  it  was  evident,  had  drunk  the  lees  of 
existence  by  a  course  of  supreme  wickedness,  or 
he  had  fought  a  desperate  battle  with  his  evil  pas- 
sions ;  every  feature,  every  line  of  his  face  bore 
the  moral  scar  of  it,  while  his  eyes — large,  black 
and  wild,  pent  under  heavy  brows — looked  like 
smouldering  volcanoes.  The  more  Mrs.  Waite 
observed  this  singular  face,  the  more  it  repelled 
her;  he  might  be  Moor,  or  Jew,  or  Turk,  or  he 
might  only  be  embrowned  by  travel.  A  heavy 
black  moustache  concealed  his  mouth,  but  he 
had  a  trick  of  sucldenty  elevating  his  square  chin 
which  gave  a  look  of  insufferable  haughtiness  to 
his  visage,  and  yet  his  voice  was  as  soft  and  gen- 
tle in  its  inflexions  as  a  woman's. 

The  car  stopped,  and  Mrs.  Waite  arose  to  leave; 
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the  stranger  would  have  assisted  her,  but  pausing 
only  ail  instant  to  thank  him, 'and  say  that  her 
servant  was  on  the  platform,' — she  might  have  said 
at  the  door,  for  Tom  was  already  there, — she 
bowed  and  passed  out,  wondering  towards  what  part 
of  the  earth  this  strange,  swarthy  man  who  had 
crossed  her  path  might  be  going  in  the  dark- 
ness and  storm.  "  How  often,"  she  thought,  "  one 
meets  accidentally  with  persons  under  circum- 
stances which  excite  a  moment's  intense  interest  in 
them,  who  pass  out  of  sight,  and,  never  seen  again, 
are  remembered  as  visions  of  the  night!" 

But  this  was  not  the  only  time  that  Mrs.  Waite 
would  see  this  strange  being,  for  ho  was  to  make 
one  of  the  threads  of  her  life,  his  evil  destiny 
being  one  of  the  tangled  paths  that  intersect  our 
narrative. 

She  was  glad  to  be  in  the  glow  of  the  firelight  and 
warmth  of  her  home  again,  glad  to  see  the  smiles 
of  the  bright  loving  faces  that  gathered  about  her 
with  a  tempest  of  questions.  Sybil  had  gone 
home;  and  Natalie,  as  anxious  as  the  children, 
had  yielded  to  their  beseeching  to  be  allowed  to 
wait  with  her  "  until  mother  came."  One  took  oft' 
her  bonnet,  another  drew  off  her  gloves,  Clara 
possessed  herself  of  her  shawl  and  furs,  Con  took 
off  one  wet  shoe,  and  Baste  the  other,  chafing 
her  cold  feet  with  their  warm,  rough  hands,  while 
John  contentedly  looked  on,  directing  every  one, 
and  uttering  moral  reflections  on  the  danger  of 
ladies  going  out  at  night  in  snowstorms.  Then 
little  by  by  little  they  got  out  of  their  mother  that 
she  had  had  something  of  an  adventure  in  the  car, 
and  little  by  little  they  learned  the  how,  the  why 
and  the  wherefore  of  it,  but  got  lost  in  a  dead  mist 
as  to  who  the  stranger  was,  for  she  could  tell  them 
nothing. 

"  He  was  very  good  to  pounce  down  so  on  that 
rough:  but  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  mother,  I'm 
afraid  you'll  get  killed  yet  in  some  of  your  wild 
charitable  expeditions ! "  said  John,  gruffly. 

"  Instead  of  taking  me  along,"  said  Baste. 

"  You !  why  you  ?  why  not  both  of  us  ?  "  asked 
Con. 

"You  won't  do  so  any  more,  mammy,  will 
you  ? "  put  in  Clara,  hanging  around  her  mother's 
neck. 

"My  dear,  silly  children,  listen  to  me  just  one 
minute.  Going  when  and  where  I  did  to-night 
saved  a  little  child's  life,  and  a  poor  lady  from 
great  want  and  suffering.  How  now!  would 
you  have  had  me  stay  at  home,  basking  in  the 
firelight  and  enjoying  my  ease?" 

"That's  the  way  she  always  gets  'round  us," 
growled  John. 

"  But  suppose  you  were  not  handy  to  be  got  at, 
what  would  people  do  then?" 


"  And  always  so  ready  and  willing  to  be  found  ?  " 
added  Baste. 

"Then  our  dear  Lord  would  have  some  one 
else.  He  is  never  at  a  loss  for  faithful  servants  to 
do  His  work,  my  boys.  But  being  here,  and 
sometimes  needed,  you  would  not  have  me  turn 
back  like  a  coward  for  fear  of  disagreeable 
things." 

"Go  ahead,  mother!"  exclaimed  Baste,  laugh- 
ing. The  others  joined  in,  but  said  nothing,  feel- 
ing that  their  mother,  as  usual,  had  the  best  of  it. 

"  But  you  have  told  me  nothing  about  Sybil," 
she  said,  when  quiet  was  restored. 

"Oh!  Aunt  Weston  came  in  a  great  fuss  for 
her,  in  the  carriage,  and  swooped  her  off  like  a 
hawk  does  a  pigeon." 

"John!" 

"I  don't  mean  to  call  Aunt  Weston  a  hawk, 
mother ;  but  that'fe  the  way  she  did  it,  you  know !  " 
he  answered. 

And  we  were  having  such  a  good  time !  Sybil 
was  so  merry,  and  we  had  some  new  games,  and 
Natalie  played  on  the  guitar  for  us  to  dance.  It 
was  lovely !  "  said  Clara. 

"And  Sybil  left  her  love,  mother,  and  says  she's 
coming  over  in  the  morning,  directly  after  break- 
fast, if  you  can  wait  in;  she  wants  to  see  you  par- 
ticularly," said  Con.., 

"I  wish  you  could  have  seen  Sybil  going  on 
with  us  like  a  schoolgirl!  Whew!  won't  all  that 
be  frozen  out  of  her  by  the  time  she's  done  eating 
Aunt  Weston's '  prunes  and  prisms ' ! "  put  in  Baste. 

"  Give  me  the  prayer-book,  my  boy ;  let  us  have 
our  night  devotions  and  go  to  bed.  It  is  late,  and 
I'm  afraid  sitting  up  towards  midnight  don't  im- 
prove your  charity." 

A  hush  fell  upon  the  usually  meny,  noisy  group 
as,  kneeling,  they  listened  with  devout  attention 
to  the  clear,  calm  voice  of  their  mother  as  she  read 
in  reverent  tones  the  evening  devotions,  and  res- 
ponded to  the  Litany,  the  " Ave  Maria'''  and  " De 
Profundis,"  and  the  invocation  to  Almighty  God 
and  His  holy  angels  for  protection  through  the 
perils  of  the  night. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


JOSEPH  BEGOLUS,  a  Jesuit  and  lecturer  on  Nat- 
ural Philosophy  at  Home  in  1767,  noticing  an 
electric  spark  passing  along  a  wire  in  one  of  his 
experiments,  at  once  suggested  the  idea  of  connect- 
ing an  alphabet  therewith.  This  suggestion  oc- 
curs in  a  poem  dedicated  to  the  Virgin  Mother  of 
God,  conceived  without  the  stain  of  original  sin : 
"Deiparce  Virgini  sine  macula  peccati  originates 
concept®,"— thus  anticipating  by  80  years  the  for- 
mal decree  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  (1854). 
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OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIAJTA  FCLLERTO2T. 

CHAPTER  X.— [CONTINUED.] 
The  following  letter  from  the  Very  Rev.  Father 
General  of  the  Society  of  Jesus  seemed  to  the  Me"re 
de  la  Providence  a  crowning  instance  of  St.  Igna- 
tius' protection,  and  a  pledge  of  his  interest  in  her 
spiritual  children.  She  had  written  to  solicit  from 
him  a  boon  for  the  Holy  Souls.  He  replied: 

"  Devotion  to  the  Souls  in  Purgatory  has  always  been 
dear  to  our  Society ;  aud  one  of  my  predecessors,  Father 
Laynez,  St.  Ignatius'  successor,  looking  upon  it  as  the 
necessary  result  of  the  end  of  our  Institute,  specially 
recommended  it;  consequently  I  felt  inclined  at  once 
to  agree  to  the  request  contained  in  jour  letter,  and  to 
apply,  out  of  the  number  of  Masses  I  have  at  my  dis- 
posal, 500  for  the  relief  of  the  Holy  Souls I  beg 

our  Divine  Lord  to  continue  to  shed  His  blessings  abun- 
dantly on  you,  Reverend  Mother,  and  on  the  fervent 
souls  who  have  joined  you  in  the  holy  work  you  have 
undertaken. 

"  In  the  Sacred  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  I  remain 
"Your  very  humble  servant  in  Christ, 

"  PETER  BECKX, 
"  General  of  the  Society  of  Jesus." 

Whilst  MerS  Marie  de  la  Providence  was  favored 
with  so  many  graces  and  visible  manifestations 
of  the  Divine  protection,  our  Lord  did  not  with- 
hold from  her  the  trials  with  which  He  usually 
purifies  His  chosen  souls.  As  the  immense  exterior 
difficulties  which  had  sorrounded  her  undertaking 
were  vanishing,  or  at  any  rate  diminshing,  her 
soul  was  undergoing  strange  sufferings.  The 
pressure  of  this  inward  cross  drew  from  her  spirit, 
entirely  devoted  to  God  as  it  was,  exclamations 
which  revealed  how  violent  was  her  anguish. 
"  Good  Jesus,  I  am  overwhelmed  by  a  nameless, 
indescribable  Cross.  Give  me  the  will  to  be  cru- 
cified. The  pains  of  Calvary  have  taken  possession 
of  my  soul.  I  arn  crushed.  I  cannot  lift  up  my  head! 
My  God,  give  me,  I  beseech  You,  love  of  sufferings 
and  sacrifice.  Take  me,  O  Lord,  and  nail  me  to  the 
Cross.  I  am  your  victim,  but  give  me  courage  to 
endure  the  sharpness  of  Your  loving  strokes. 
I  have  before  my  eyes  a  Cross  the  pledge  of  Your 
love,  and  at  any  cost  I  am  resolved  to  take  it  up  and 
carry  it.  The  Five  Wounds  must  be  my  con- 
tinual devotion.  O  Jesus,  give  me  courage,  I 
implore  You !  "  Constant  physical  sufferings, 
which  seemed  always  on  the  point  of  overcoming 
her  moral  energy,  but  which  never  did  impede  its 
action,  sometimes  gave  her  a  momentary  feeling 
of  discouragement,  which  afflicted  her  all  the 
more  painfully  on  account  of  their  inconsistency 


with  the  peculiar  bias  both  of  her  natural  char- 
acter and  her  spiritual  life.  The  burthen  of  her 
responsibility  regarding  the  souls  under  her  care, 
the  anxieties  connected  with  the  government  of  a 
large  religious  family,  sometimes  weighed  heavily 
on  her  soul,  and  produced  a  sort  of  anguish  which 
one  day  found  vent  in  a  letter  to  the  Cure  d'Ars. 
In  his  name,  the  Abbi'e  Toccanier  wrote  her  the 
following  answer: 

"  The  Cure  says:  '  How  can  she  wonder  at  the  suffer- 
ings she  endures,  after  having  offered  herself  aa  a  vic- 
tim for  the  souls  in  Purgatory?'  I  pressed  him  to  tell 
me  what  he  thought  of  the  peculiar  trial  you  are  under- 
going. He  answered:  'It  is  Almighty  God's  will  that 
she  should  go  through  this  martyrdom,  in  order  that 
by  means  of  it  she  may  draw  down  blessings  on  her- 
self and  on  her  house?'  You  know  that  I  never  do  any- 
thing but  repeat  to  you  exactly  his  own  words,  not 
taking  upon  myself  to  say  whether  they  are  inspired 
or  only  the  result  of  his  long  experience  in  the  ways 
of  divine  grace.  In  either  case  it  must  be  a  great  con- 
solation to  you  to  receive  such  an  answer  from  him. 
Our  good  Cure"  thinks  that  you  have  received  so  many 
visible  proofs  of  the  Divine  goodness  towards  your 
Community  that  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that  your 
labors  are  pleasing  to  God,  and  that  the  fervent  pray- 
ers of  your  Sisters,  and  the  sacrifices  they  make,  have 
greatly  assisted  the  Holy  Souls.  As  to  the  number 
you  may  have  contributed  to  release,  that  is  a  ques- 
tion that, not  being  a  prophet,  he  cannot  answer;  and 
he  says  that  we  must  not  be  over-anxious  to  pierce  the 
veil  with  which  the  Divine  will  hides  from  us  these 
mysteries  of  suffering  and  expiation.  He  perceives 
that  the  devil  does  all  he  can  to  discourage  you,  and 
uses  ever}'  kind  of  artifice  for  that  purpose.  Do  not 
let  this  distress  you.'  Such  is  the  substance  of  the  an- 
swer I  received  from  him  when  I  showed  him  your  let- 
ter. I  wish  I  had  still  greater  lights  and  consolations 
to  transmit  to  you." 

Though  absent  in  body,  M.  Vianney  had  ever 
directed  in  spirit  the  Congregation,  which  looked 
upon  him  as  its  founder  and  its  father.  He 
watched  over  eveiy  detail  connected  with  its  es- 
tablishment, and  never  allowed  any  deviation  from 
its  original  intent.  The  Superioress  had  at  one 
time  been  much  urged  to  admit  teaching  among 
its  works.  Her  own  feeling  was  entirely  against 
it,  but  for  greater  security  she  referred  the  ques- 
tion to  the  Cure  d'Ars.  As  usual,  M.  Toccanier 
transmitted  to  her  his  reply: 

"I  told  the  Cure  what  you  had  written.  His  answer 
was  one  of  the  most  prompt  and  decisive  I  have  ever 
known  him  to  give.  I  asked  if  he  would  think  and  pray 
on  the  subject,  and  then  acquaint  you  with  his  decision; 
but  he  said:  'Believe  me  there  is  no  doubt  about  it 
She  must  go  on  as  she  is  doing.  Her  ideas  are  right.' 
Then  he  spoke  of  his  own  Orphanage  here.  '  God,'  he 
added,  'has  different  views  for  each  one  of  us.  Each 
has  his  appointed  work — his  mission  ;  and  this  applies 
more  particularly  still  to  those  who  establish  an  Or- 
der. There  are  plenty  of  schools  for  the  rich;  and 
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trusting  as  the  Sisters  do  in  Providence,  the  bread  of 
each  day  will  not  fail  them.'  This  seems  to  me  enough 
to  satisfy  your  mind  on  the  subject,  and  to  strengthen 
you  in  the  resolution  of  laboring  only  for  the  souls  in 
Purgatory,  and  that  by  means  of  mercy  towards  the 
poor.  You  act  in  this  way  according  to  the  spirit  of  our 
Lord,  and  you  relieve  at  the  same  time  His  afflicted 
children  in  this  world  and  in  Purgatory." 

In  1859  the  faithful  friend  and  co-laborer  of  the 
holy  Cure  came  to  Paris,  and  visited  the  Commu- 
nity. On  his  return  to  Ars  he  wrote  the  following 
letter  to  the  Foundress  of  the  Auxiliatrices: 

"I  have  on  my  table  innumerable  letters  which 
seem  clamoring  for  answers,  but  I  must  leave  them  to 
clamor  for  awhile,  in  order  to  reply  to  the  one  I  have 
just  received  from  you.  Yes,  indeed,  I  have  talked  to 
our  good  Father  at  Ars  of  his  spiritual  family  in  Paris. 
I  have  given  him  ample  details,  and  all  the  interesting 
particulars  you  related  to  me  regarding  the  founda- 
tion of  your  Congregation.  We  did  not  know  the  his- 
tory of  all  the  trials  and  the  mercies  that  attended  its 
beginnings.  Tears  of  joy  fell  from  his  eyes  when  I  told 
him  about  the  Blessed  Virgin's  crown,  the  blessing  of 
the  Holy  Father,  and  most  of  all  when  he  heard  of  the 
heroic  patience  of  your  dear  little  Sisters  in  the  Rue 
St.  Martin  in  trying  successively  as  many  as  ten  dif- 
ferent employments,  and  of  all  those  marvellous  in- 
terpositions of  Providence  by  which  your  daily  wants 
were  at  that  time  supplied.  I  ended  my  story  by 
saying:  'M.  le  Cure,  all  these  daughters  of  yours  are 
happy  to  unite  themselves  with  you  in  suffering  for 
the  dear  souls  in  Purgatory.  Whilst  they  nurse  the 
sick  and  bury  the  dead  they  strive  as  you  do  for  the 
conversion  of  sinners.  They  would  be  so  glad  to  see 
you.  Pray  for  them  very  much.'  'Ah,  that  I  will!' 
he  answered.  'Poor  dear  children!  they  well  deserve 
it.  Their  work  is  truly  a  work  of  the  good  God.'  '  It 
is  possible,' I  added, 'that  the  Mother  of  that  family 
may  pay  you  a  visit.'  'Oh,  so  much  the  better!  I 
shall  be  more  glad  of  her  visit  than  of  that  of  a 
queen.' " 

On  the  4th  of  August  the  holy  Cure  d'Ars  died, 
but  he  lives  in  the  hearts  and  the  memories  of 
the  Community  which  owes  so  much  to  his  pray- 
ers and  his  guidance.  His  name  is  frequently  on 
their  lips;  often  has  his  intercession  obtained  for 
them  miraculous  cures.  Every  memorial  of  him 
is  carefully  preserved  and  venerated.  The  simple 
pictures  which  recall  his  life  of  austere  poverty 
and  represent  the  scenes  of  his  prayers  and  labors 
hang  on  the  walls  of  their  parlor  in  Paris,  and 
speak  to  their  visitors  of  the  departed  Saint  of 
modern  France. 

In  the  preceding  month  of  June,  the  Abbe  Toc- 
canier  had  written  to  the  foundress :  "  My  dear 
saintly  Cure  has  heard  with  joy  what  abundant 
blessings  have  been  showered  upon  you.  Not 
knowing  what  else  to  send,  I  enclose  a  little  pic- 
ture, beneath  which  he  has  written  his  name,  and 
a  tiny  lock  of  his  hair." 


Previously  to  that,  she  had  received  from  M. 
Vianney  a  medallion  painted  on  an  agate  stone 
bearing  an  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the 
Divine  Infant.  After  the  death  of  their  mutual 
friend  and  Father,  M.  Toccanier  sent  her  a  hand- 
kerchief steeped  in  his  blood,  and  several  things 
which  had  belonged  to  him, — among  others  his 
rosary,  so  long  and  constantly  used  by  his  ven- 
erable hands.  It  passed  into  hands  not  unworthy 
of  that  precious  bequest,  and  to  the  clay  of  her 
death  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence  carried  it 
about  with  her  as  her  most  precious  treasure. 

The  loss  of  her  saintly  guide  was  the  greatest 
earthly  trial  that  could  have  befallen  that  loving 
and  devoted  heart,  which  owed  to  him  so  much. 
She  felt  that,  humanly  speaking,  that  loss  was 
irreparable,  but  she  called  to  mind  the  words 
which  he  had  himself  uttered  when  death  had 
deprived  her,  some,  years  before,  of  that  good 
Archbishop,  Monseigneur  Sibour,  who  had  blessed 
and  fostered  the  first  steps  of  her  Community  in 
ils  arduous  career,  and  took  comfort  in  applying 
them  to  this  yet  greater  trial.  At  that  time  M. 
Toccanier  had  written  from  Ars:  "I  own  that  I 
feel  more  inclined  to  weep  with  you  than  to  write 
words  of  comfort.  The  death  of  your  holy  Bishop 
has  indeed  deprived  you  of  a  powerful  protector, 
but  he  will  watch  over  you  from  heaven.  You 
are  the  children  of  Providence,  and  it  must  be 
made  evident  that  on  God  alone  you  depend. 
The  suffering  Church  must  have  her  martyrs  on 
earth.  Our  good  Cure  prays  for  you,  and  sends 
you  his  most  heartfelt  blessing.  A  house  founded 
on  the  Cross  has  nothing  to  apprehend.  It  is 
marked  with  the  Divine  seal." 

That  seal  was  not  wanting  to  the  spiritual  build- 
ing this  valiant  woman  had  founded.  It  was  im- 
pressed on  every  step  of  her  progress  towards  its 
completion,  but  each  cross  brought  with  it  an 
increase  of  grace  and  strength. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Divine  Lover  at  the  Lattice. 


He's  looking  through  the  lattice, 

He  sees  but  is  not  seen; 
The  dearest  of  all  lovers — 

He's  looking  through  the  screen. 
The  light  of  His  omniscience 

Upon  our  darkness  lies, 
Our  hearts,  our  minds,  our  motives 

Are  open  to  His  eyes. 

ii. 
Oh!  tell  me  doth  it  thrill  you 

To  be  so  near  His  place, 
To  feel  His  breath  upon  you, 
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Yet  never  see  His  face? 
Oh!  tell  me  doth  His  whisper, 

Across  the  lilies  blown, 
Enkindle  in  each  list'ner 

A  passion  all  His  own  ? 

in. 
"Ungrateful!  who  hath  loved  thee?" 

(The  murmur  floats  above,) 
"  Unfaithful !  /  have  loved  thee 

With  everlasting  love! 
And  therefore  have  I  drawn  thee, 

Most  merciful  to  thee; 
Hast  love  for  other  lovers 
And  none  for  Me,  for  Me  ? 

IV. 

"  Alas  !    I  have  been  pleading, 

Unnoticed,  years  and  years  ; 
My  Heart  is  bleeding,  bleeding, 

Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears: 
Arise,  O  well-beloved  ! 

And  follow  Me  with  praise, 
For  all  My  paths  are  beauteous, 

And  peaceful  all  My  wa3rs  !  " 


— Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


E.  C.  D. 


The  Chaplet  of  The  Blessed  Virgin. 

(From  Mgr.  Barbier  de  Monfault.) 

Benedict  XIV,  who  was  so  distinguished  for 
erudition,  has  left  very  instructive  observations  re- 
lative to  the  origin  of  the  Chaplet.  He  proves,  by 
more  than  one  text,  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  recited  a 
species  of  Chaplet,  that  is  to  say  that  upon  beads, 
by  which  she  was  accustomed  to  enumerate  them, 
she  repeated  versicles  from  the  Psalms,  as  is  still 
done  by  the  Mussulmans,  who  have  borrowed  that 
tradition  from  the  Catholic  Church,  but  in  alter- 
ing it  since  they  have  substituted  for  the  Biblical 
prayers  fragments  of  the  Koran,  which  is  their 
book  of  devotion. 

Benedict  XIV  goes  still  further;  he  pretends 
even  that  after  the  Incarnation  and  consequent 
upon  the  visit  of  the  Archangel  Gabriel,  she  re- 
placed the  Hebrew  Versicles  by  the  words  which 
she  had  heard  from  the  lips  of  the  Divine  Messen- 
ger, to  keep  fresh  in  her  memory  that  great  event. 
Later  she  added  thereto  the  Pater,  which  she 
must  have  learned  from  her  Son. 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  words  recited  upon 
the  beads  of  the  Chaplet,  that  Chaplet  exists  in 
Rome  at  8.  Maria  in  Campitelli,  and,  each  year, 
at  the  time  of  the  solemn  display  of  the  relics  kept 
in  that  church,  it  is  exposed  to  the  veneration  of 
the  faithful. 

The  possession  of  this  relic  is  of  great  antiquity, 
since  Pope  Honorius  III,  April  5,  1217,  deposited 
it  there  with  his  own  hands  in  the  altar  which  he 


I  consecrated  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Marv. 
The  commemorative  inscription  is  worthy  of  tex- 
tual citation: 

"  In  nomine  Domini.  Amen.  Anno  1217,  Pontifi. 
catus  Dami/ii  Honor ii  Papae,  anno  ej>ts  secundo 
indictione  6,  mensis  Aprilis  die  5,  consecrata  est 
Ecclesia  hcec  ab  eodem,  summo  Pontif.ce  et  univer. 
sali  Papa,  per  cujus  sanctas  manus  reconditae  sunt 
in  hoc  altari  Beatae  Mariae  Virginia  multne 
reliquiae  sanctorum  et  sanctarum,  videlicet  de  ligno 
sanctae  Cruets,  de  lade,  capillis  et  vestimentis 
gloriosae  Virginia  Mariae;  item  pars  coronae  Vir- 
ginia Mariae.  Pater  Noster." 

The  Chaplet  may  therefore  with  propriety  be 
placed  within  the  hands  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  as 
a  special  attribute;  and  one  no  longer  marvels 
that  even  in  the  fifteenth  century  on  one  of  the 
gables  of  the  Cathedral  of  Rheinis  they  should  thus 
have  sculptured  the  scene  of  the  Annunciation,  or 
that  at  the  same  epoch  they  should  have  painted 
her  with  the  Chaplet  at  her  girdle,  at  the  visita- 
tion which  she  made  to  St.  Elizabeth,  in  a  very 
curious  Flemish  picture  which  adorns  the  Mu- 
seum of  Moulins. 

The  Hermit  here  continued  the  tradition.  Sozo- 
meu,  in  Book  VI  of  his  Ecclesiastical  History 
relates  of  the  Monk  Paul:  "He  did  nothing  but 
pray,  and  daily  offered  up  to  God  three  hundred 
prayers.  He  placed  three  hundred  pebbles  in  his 
bosom,  for  fear  of  omitting  any  of  these  prayers; 
and,  at  the  conclusion  of  each,  he  took  away  one 
of  the  pebbles.  When  there  were  no  pebbles  re- 
maining he  knew  that  he  had  gone  through  the 
whole  course  of  his  prescribed  prayers." 

Perforate  these  pebbles,  thread  them  on  a  metal 
wire,  or  on  a  cord,  and  you  have  substantially  the 
Chaplet  as  we  know  it. 

The  first  idea  of  the  Rosary,  which  is  a  triple 
Chaplet  meditated,  is  due  to  St.  Dominic,  who  prop- 
agated it  in  consequence  of  a  vision  and  of  an  ex- 
press injunction  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  Con- 
fraternity of  the  Rosary  was  instituted  in  presence 
of  Honorius  III,  at  the  Church  of  St.  Sabina.  A 
fresco  in  the  choir  portrays  that  historic  fact,  and 
comments  it  by  the  assistance  of  this  inscription, 
borrowed  from  the  Annals  of  Malvenda,  in  the  year 
1218 :  Dewtio  ac  Confraternitas  Sanctissimi  Rosarii 
in  Ecclesia  8.  Sabinae  magnapopuli  devotione  opera 
8.  Dominicifuit  constituta. 

Rosary,  "rosarium,"  in  its  primitive  and  etymo- 
logical acceptation,  signifies  a  spot  planted  with 
roses,  a  rosebmh.  By  extension,  it  is  likewise  ap- 
plied to  a  bouquet  of  roses,  and,  metaphorically, 
we  have  assimilated  the  Chaplet  to  one  of  those 
fragrant  nosegays,  the  flowers  whereof  are  sym- 
bolized by  the  colored  beads  united  together. 
Taking  this  literally,  the  Dominicans  painted  in 


Ave  Maria. 


499 


the  XVIIth  century,  within  the  cloister  of  their 
monastery  of  Santa,  Maria  sobra  Minerva,  at  Rome, 
the  Rosary  under  the  form  of  a  rosebush.  From 
the  heart  of  St.  Dominic,  who  is  sealed  in  a  pen- 
sive attitude,  springs,  as  from  a  blessed  soil, 
a  fresh  and  vigorous  rosebush,  with  countless 
branches  and  numerous  leaves.  Upon  these  stems 
bud  forth,  and  expand,  after  the  manner  of  roses, 
the  fifteen  mysteries  of  the  Life  of  the  Saviour, 
which  we  have  particularly  in  view  in  the  recita- 
tion of  the  Chaplet. 

The  French  term  Chaplet  (CJiapeUf)  appears,  at 
first  sight,  far  removed  from  the  pious  idea  of  the 
Rosario.  Nevertheless,  although  less  explicit,  it 
has  in  reality  the  like  signification,  and  finds  its 
equivalent  in  the  corona  of  the  Italians.  In  the 
Middle  Ages  one  said  chapel  of  flowers,  as  we  now 
say  a  wreath.  Chaplet  is  simply  the  diminutive  of 
Chapel. 

The  Month  of  Mary  furnished  us  a  most  natural 
occasion  to  recall  this  triple  souvenir  of  the  ori- 
gin and  of  the  development  of  the  Chaplet,  as  well 
as  of  the  institution  of  the  Rosary.  We  eagerly 
seized  upon  it  to  draw  attention  to  some  points  of 
ecclesiastical  history  which  are  either  unknown 
or  forgotten. — New  York  Freeman's  Journal. 


Beautiful  Thought. 

It  cannot  be  that  the  earth  is  man's  only  abiding 
place;  it  cannot  be  that  our  life  is  only  a  bubble 
cast  up  by  the  ocean  of  eternity,  to  float  a  moment 
on  the  wave,  and  then  sink  into  darkness  and  noth- 
ingness, else  why  is  it  that  the  aspirations  that 
leap  like  angels  from  the  temples  of  our  hearts, 
are  forever  wandering  about  unsatisfied  ?  Why  is 
it  that  the  rainbow  and  the  cloud  come  .over  us  with 
a  beauty  that  is  not  of  earth,  then  pass  away  and 
leave  us  to  muse  upon  their  faded  loveliness? 
Why  is  it  that  the  stars  that  hold  their  festival 
around  the  midnight  throne  are  placed  far  above 
the  grasp  of  our  limited  faculties,  forever  mocking 
us  with  their  unapproachable  glory  ?  And  finally 
why  is  it  that  bright  forms  of  human  beauty  are 
presented  to  our  vision,  then  taken  from  us,  leav- 
ing the  thousand  currents  of  our  affection  to  flow 
back  like  cold  and  Alpine  torrents  from  the  heart? 
We  are  born  for  a  higher  destiny  than  that  of 
earth.  There  is  a  land  where  the  rainbow  never 
fades ;  where  the  stars  will  be  spread  out  before 
us  like  islands  that  slumber  upon  the  ocean,  and 
where  the  beautiful  beings  that  pass  here  like 
visions,  will  stay  in  our  presence  forever. 


EVERY  proud  man  is  an  abomination  to  the 
Lord . — Scripture. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Toledo  can  boast  of  a  Catholic  population  of 

20,000. 

Pius  IX,  it  is  said,  is  the  only  Pope  that  ever 

saw  America. 

A  copy  of  the  first  edition  of  St.  Thomas  brought 

$950  at  a  recent  London  book-sale. 

Monday  next,  August  2d,  is  the  Feast  of  the 

Portiuncula,  or  Our  Lady  of  Angels. 

Father  Burke,  O.  P.,  is  reported  out  of  danger, 

and  hopes  are  entertained  of  his  speedy  recovery. 

The  Montreal  Catholic  Seminary  has  subscribed 

$1,000  in  aid  of  the  sufferers  by  the  floods  in  France. 

Last  Sunday,  July,  25th,  was  the  thirtieth  an- 
niversary of  the  consecration  of  Most  Rev.  Archbishop 
Blanchet  of  Oregon. 

His  Grace  the  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Croke,  the  newly 

created  Arcbishop  of  Cashel,  and  late  Bishop  of  Auck- 
land, New  Zealand,  is  now  on  his  way  to  Rome,  where 
he  will  receive  from  his  Holiness  the  honor  of  the 
pallium. 

The  United  States  Marine  Hospital  in  Savannah 

has  been  turned  over  to  the  entire  care  and  charge  of 
the  Sisters  Of  Mercy.  Three  of  the  Sisters  are  now  lo- 
cated at  the  hospital,  and  the  number  in  attendance 
will  be  increased  to  five  in  a  few  days. 

The  Chevalier  Don  Jose  Antonio  Pizarro,  for 

many  years  Consul  of  Spain  and  Mexico  for  the  State 
of  Maryland,  and  Professor  of  the  Spanish  language 
and  literature  at  St.  Mary's  College,  died,  on  July  8, 
at  St.  Agnes  Hospital,  Baltimore,  at  the  advanced  age 
of  92  years. 

We  learn  from  the  Western  Catholic  that  the 

Board  of  Education,  of  Chicago,  headed  by  Mr.  Wil- 
liam K.  Sullivan,  intend  to  do  justice  to  the  Catholics 
by  giving  them  a  pro-rata  share  of  the  school  fund, 
seeing  that  they  are  taxed  for  the  common  schools, 
which  they  cannot  use. 

Rev.  Father  Cunningham,  of  Lawrence,  and  Rev. 

Father  Kuhls,  of  Wyandotte,  Kansas,  are  now  stop- 
ping at  the  Benedictine  Priory,  Newark,  N.  J.  They 
have  been  appointed  by  Bishop  Fink,  O.  S.  B.,  to  solicit 
contributions  for  the  Kansas  sufferers  from  the  grass- 
hopper plague. 

The  ceremony  of  conferring  the  pallium  on 

Bishop  Larny  of  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico,  was  solemnly 
performed  in  that  city  on  the  17th  of  June.  Nearly 
all  the  clergy  of  the  diocese  were  present.  The  Bishop 
of  Arizona,  Mgr.  Salpointe,  acted  as  deputy  for  Mgr. 
Roncetti,  the  Papal  ablegate. 

The  exiled  Capuchin  monks  expelled  from  Ger- 
many by  Bismarck  will  shortly  arrive  in  Baltimore. 
They  will  take  up  their  abode  in  Cumberland,  Md.,  and 
have  charge  of  the  Church  of  SS.  Peter  and  Paul,  re- 
cently under  the  care  of  the  Carmelite  Fathers,  who 
have  removed  from  Cumberland  to  Kentucky  and 
Kansas. 

In  1870,  during  the  war,  the  ladies  of  Havre, 

France,  promised  to  erect  a  statue  to  our  Lady  if  she 
would  preserve  their  city  from  the  enemy.  They  have 
recently  fulfilled  their  vow  ;  and  the  sacred  image, 
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placed  in  a  conspicuous  part  of  the  city,  has  been 
blessed  with  great  pomp  by  the  Cardinal  Archbishop 
of  Rouen.  The  statue  is  of  bronze,  and  over  twenty- 
five  feet  high.  It  is  from  the  foundry  of  Cail,  of  Paris, 
and  in  the  style  of  the  fifteenth  century. 

The  number  of  Catholics  among  the  Indian 

tribes  still  existing  in  various  parts  of  the  United 
States,  is  as  follows:  In  the  State  of  Maine,  1,400;  in 
New  York,  900;  in  Michigan,  4,000;  in  Wisconsin,  1,480: 
in  Minnesota,  10,800;  in  Dakota,  2,000;  in  Kansas, 
2,800;  in  Montana,  7,829;  in  the  Indian  Territory,  4,500; 
in  New  Mexico,  8,000;  (the  whole  population  of  this 
territory,  nearly  100,000,  is  Catholic,  excepting  about 
900  Protestants);  Arizona,  1,500;  in  Idaho,  700;  in 
Washington  Territory,  more  than  10,000;  in  Oregon 
1,600;  in  California,  more  than  6,000.—  Western  Catholic. 

Mrg.  Mermillod  docs  not  propose  to  accept  with. 

out  a  legal  struggle  the  seizure  of  the  Church  of 
Notre  Dame,  Geneva.  He  addresses  a  letter  to  the 
leaders  of  the  schismatics  who  have  managed  this  spo- 
liation, in  which  he  states  that  the  whole  cost  of  the 
erection  of  the  church  has  been  borne  for  twenty-five 
years  by  himself  and  the  Vicar-General  of  the  diocese- 
They  had  borrowed  money,  with  which  they  completed 
the  edifice,  and  upon  which  they  were  still  paying  in- 
terest. Those  who  contributed  to  its  erection  have 
testified  that  they  gave  their  money  for  a  church  to  be 
dedicated  to  divine  worship,  in  communion  with  the 
Holy  See,  and  that  they  are  unalterably  opposed  to  the 
present  religious  services  to  which  it  has  been  con- 
verted by  violence.  The  Vicar-General  is  now  pleading 
for  an  injunction  before  the  Courts  against  the  schis- 
matics. 

The  Church  of  the  Sacred  Heart  at  Montmartre 

is  thus  described  by  a  Paris  correspondent:  "The 
church  when  finished  will  be  really  magnificent.  It 
will  cost  7,000,000  francs  or  $1,200,000,  and  will  be  of  a 
curious  mixed  style  of  architecture,  partly  Byzantine 
and  partly  Renaissance.  The  architect  is  M.  d'Abbadie, 
a  very  well  known  artist,  who  has  made  several  fine  re- 
storations of  cathedrals  in  the  provinces.  Some  of 
the  critics  have  said  some  sharp  things  about  plans  for 
this  vast  building,  but  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
when  finished  it  will  be  very  effective.  Its  general 
plan  is  that  of  a  basilica  with  a  portico  and  five  domes. 
A  lofty  tower  at  one  end  rises  to  an  elevation  of  about 
280  feet.  The  situation  is  the  finest  in  Paris,  for  it 
dominates  the  entire  city,  and  is  visible  from  all  quar- 
ters. It  will  run  fast  over  the  spot  where  the  Patron  of 
France,  St.  Denis,  was  martyred." 

The  Dublin  Freeman  speaks  as  follows  on  Irish 

love  for  the  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  IX:  "If  there  is 
scarcely  an  agony  to  which  the  heart  of  Pius  IX  has 
not  been  sujected,  so  neither  is  there  a  consolation  with 
which  it  has  not  been  rewarded.  To  the  people  of 
Ireland  Pius  IX  is  a  cherished,  a  household  name. 
They  do  not  forget  what  he  did  for  them  when  famine 
was  abroad  throughout  the  land.  They  do  not  forget 
how  ardently  he  wished  to  welcome  to  Rome  their 
illustrious  Liberator,  and  the  honors  he  paid  his  mem- 
ory when  death  struck  him  down  at  Genoa,  and  they 
have  come  to  link  Pius  IX  and  O'Connell  as  almost 
one  in  their  memories  and  their  love.  The  people  of 


Ireland  will  therefore  pray  for  Pius  IX,  and  will  heart- 
ily unite  with  their  brethren  all  over  the  world  in  ask- 
ing that  God  may  spare  him  for  years  to  come,  and 
sp6edily  gladden  his  eyes  and  his  heart  with  a  sight 
of  those  brighter  days  which  they  feel,  almost  as  an 
instinct,  to  be  yet  in  store  for  him." 

The  Bishop  of  New  Caceres,  in  the  Philippine 

Islands,  has  addressed  a  supplication  to  the  Holy 
Father,  bejrq;ing  that  the  privilege  granted  by  Pope 
Benedict  XIV  to  the  priests  of  Spain  and  Portugal,  of 
saying  three  Masses  on  All  Soul's  Day,  may  be  ex- 
tended to  the  priests  of  the  whole  world;  and  also  that 
on  that  day  the  faithful  may,  on  the  usual  conditions, 
gain  a  Plenary  Indulgence,  "toties  quoties"  by  visiting 
their  parish  church.  The  Bishop  of  New  Caceres 
grounds  his  supplication  on  the  fact  of  his  having, 
both  before  and  since  his  elevation  to  the  Episcopate 
received  many  graces  through  the  intercession  of  the 
souls  in  Purgatory.  The  Holy  Father  has  graciously 
received  the  petition,  and  referred  the  matter  to  the 
Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites.  The  Bishop  has  ad- 
dressed a  circular  letter  to  all  Catholic  Bishops  through- 
out the  world,  begging  them  to  help  him  by  joining 
in  his  petition  to  the  Holy  See. 

The  Catholic  clergy  of  Lawrence  have  published 

the  following  card  concerning  the  recent  disgraceful 
riot  in  that  city:  "We,  the  undersigned,  Roman  Catholic 
clergymen  of  Lawrence,  desire  to  publicly  make  known 
our  condemnation  of  the  riotous  proceedings  of  last 
Monday  evening.  We  do  not  consider  as  Catholics,  in 
the  proper  meaning  of  the  term,  those  who  participated 
in  the  disturbance  of  the  public  peace,  and  how  by 
their  shameful  conduct  sullied  the  fair  fame  of  our  city. 
We  teach  our  people  good  will  towards  all  men,  and 
we  strive  by  precept  and  example  to  impress  upon 
them  the  importance  of  faithfully  observing  the  laws. 
Trusting  that  the  few  ruffians  who,  under  the  name 
of  Catholicism  versus  Orangeism,  have  created  such 
bad  feelings  and  given  rise  to  so  much  trouble  may 
be  made  to  feel  the  enormity  af  their  crime, 
"  Believe  us  yours,  etc., 

"  W.  H.  FITZPATRICK,  Pastor  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception Church  ;  J.  H.  MULCAHY,  Asst.  Pastor  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception;  John  P.  Gilmore,  D.  D. 
Regan,  J.  A.  Marsden,  O.  S.  A.,  Pastors  of  St.  Mary's." 

We  have  been  more  than  once  surprised  and 

pained  to  see  with  what  facility  so  many  persons,  other- 
wise intelligent,  allow  themselves  to  be  imposed  upon 
in  buying,  and  not  unfrequently  paying  a  high  price 
for,  an  article  which  they  should  know  is  in  most 
cases  perfectly  worthless:  we  mean  what  goes  under 
the  name  of  wine,  in  all  our  cities  and  villages; 
for  wines,  such  as  Port,  Sherry,  Madeira,  etc.,  etc.,  are 
found  everywhere  for  75  cts.  and  $1  a  bottle,  but  in 
reality  not  one  out  of  ten  thousand  bottles  deserves 
the  name  with  which  it  is  labelled.  We  would  not 
much  pity  the  dupes  of  such  an  imposition  in  our  en- 
lightened age  and  country,  were  it  not  that  the  same 
fraud  is  actually  attended  with  most  deplorable  re- 
sults: we  state  it  on  our  own  responsibility,  not  from 
hearsay,  but  from  personal  observation  and  evidence. 
Such  wines,  in  which  there  is  not  a  drop  of  the  juice  of 
the  grape,  are  sometimes  used  for  Mass  and  there- 
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fore  no  sacrifice  is  offered,  although  the  ceremony 
is  entirely  a:id  correctly  performed.  At  other  times 
the  wine  is  so  far  adulterated  as  to  leave  most  seri- 
ous doubts  as  to  the  validity  of  the  Great  Action. 
When  will  it  be  admitted  as  certain  that  there  is  not 
an  article  in  the  market  in  which  so  much  deception 
is  practised?  No  new  cask  of  altar-wine  should  ever 
be  received  on  the  recommendation  of  any  one  with- 
out giving  it  a  regular  and  approved  test.  No  mer- 
chant's honesty  should  dispense  with  such  an  exam- 
ination; for  merchants  themselves  are  often  deceived. 
We  have  lately  written  to  Paris  for  the  most  reliable 
process  in  this  important  test,  and  will  publish  the 
same  as  soon  as  received.  Meanwhile,  here  is  one 
which  will  certainly  prove  correct,  viz.:  fill  up  a  glass 
with  water;  on  the  top  of  it,  let  float  a  slice  of  bread, 
two  inches  wide.  Then  pour  upon  it,  gently,  a  spoon- 
ful of  the  article.  If  pure,  it  will  all  remain  on  the 
bread;  otherwise,  the  composition  will  go  down  to  the 
bottom  of  the  glass  and  mix  with  the  water.  Or  again, 
and  on  the  same  principle,  fill  up  a  phial  with  the 
wine  to  be  tested,  place  your  thumb  on  the  mouth  of 
it,  dip  it  an  inch  deep  in  a  tumbler  glass.  Then  re- 
move your  thumb:  if  pure,  nothing  will  come  out  of 
the  phial.  But  neither  of  these  methods  can  reveal  le 
baptemecTeau.  Will  not  some  of  our  European  priests 
or  scientific  professors  favor  us  with  a  communica- 
tion on  this  practical  and  serious  subject? 


New  Publications. 

The  August  number  of  the  Catholic  World, 

which  is  at  hand,  is  a  very  interesting  one.  The 
poetry,  however,  of  this  and  the  July  number  are 
not  in  our  opinion  up  to  the  standard  of  this  ex- 
cellent monthly.  Contents:  I, The  Persecution  in 
Switzerland ;  II,  Coffin  Flowers  (Poetry) ;  III,  Are 
You  My  Wife?;  IV,  Space:  V,  A  Fragment;  VI, 
Art  and  Science  (Poetry) ;  VII,  The  Roman  Rit- 
ual and  its  Chant;  VIII,  Dr.  Draper;  IX,  Daniel 
O'Connell ;  X,  Ultraism ;  XI,  Maria  Immacolata 
of  Bourbon;  XII,  Notre  Dame  de  Lourdes;  XIII, 
The  House  of  Joan  of  Arc;  XIV,  Sonnet;  XV, 
Dominique  de  Gourgues;  XVI,  The  Ladder  of 
Life ;  XVII,  New  Publications. 

The  contents  of  the  current  number  of  The 

Periodosche  Blatter,  Fr.  Pustet,  New  York  and 
Cincinnati,  are  as  follows:  I,  Dogmatic  Explana- 
tion of  the  Vatican  Constitutions  of  July  18th,  1870, 
2nd  paper;  II.  The  State  Without  God;  III,  A 
Circular  of  His  Eminence  Cardinal  Rauscher, 
Archbishop  of  Vienna,  to  his  Clergy,  Concerning 
the  Origin  and  Character  of  Old-Catholicism. 


Obituary. 

FATHER  CHARLES  HENGEN,  pastor  of  St.  Mary's 

Church,  Manlius,  N.  Y.,  died  suddenly  of  heart-disease, 
while  teaching  a  Sunday-school  class,  July  llth.    His 


funeral  took  place  on  the  Tuesday  following,  and  was 
largely  attended  by  priests  and  laymen  from  Syracuse 
and  elsewhere. 

SISTER  MART  OF  ST.  STANISLAUS,  (McKenna), 

religious  of  the  Choir,  who  departed  this  life  July  22d, 
1870,  at  the  monastery  of  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  strengthened 
by  the  Holy  Sacraments  of  the  Church— aged  thirty- 
two  years  and  five  months,  in  religion  ten  years. 

DEATH  OP  REV.  J.  J.  ALBERT.— It  is  with  deep 

regret  we  announced  the  death  of  Rev.  Father  John 
J.  Albert.  The  sad  event  took  place  at  St.  Joseph's 
Easton,  on  Saturday,  July  17th.  The  reverend  de- 
ceased was  five  years  ordained,  and  commenced  his 
missionary  life  in  St.  Bonifacius'  parish,  in  this  city, 
from  which  he  was  removed  to  the  pastorate  of  the 
Nativity,  Bethlehem,  in  1871.  Last  December  he  be- 
came pastor  of  St.  Joseph's,  Easton. 

The  funeral  of  Rev.  Father  JOSEPH  BIERMAN,  of 

Alexandria,  who  died  suddenly  of  heart-disease  on 
Sunday  afternoon,  took  place  in  the  Church  of  the 
Assumption,  at  Alexandria,  yesterday  morning,  at  9% 
o'clock.  Dr.  Engbers,  Mt.  St.  Mary's  Seminary,  cele- 
brated high  Mass.  Fathers  Blenke  and  Robbers  acted 
as  deacon  and  subdeacon.  Father  Thien,  of  Corpus 
Christi  Church,  Newport,  officiated  as  master  of  cere- 
monies. Right  Rev.  Bishop  Toebbe,  of  Covington,  and 
many  of  the  clergy,  were  present  in  the  sanctuary.  The 
Bishop  delivered  a  sermon  in  English,  followed  by 
Father  Teutenberg  in  German.  All  of  the  Church  so- 
cieties were  in  attendance,  and  followed  their  deceased 
pastor  to  his  last  resting-place  with  tears  of  sympathy 
and  remembrance.  The  feeling  of  regret  at  the  un- 
timely end  of  the  beloved  man  of  God  was  universal. 
The  departed  was  a  good  and  faithful  servant,  and  his 
loss  will  long  be  regretted  by  a  devoted  and  grief- 
stricken  flock.  Father  Bierman  was  born  in  Meppen, 
Hanover,  and  studied  for  the  priesthood  at  Miinster, 
Westphalia.  About  two  years  ago  he  came  to  this  dio- 
cese, where  he  remained  until  his  death.  One  of  his 
brothers  resides  in  Cincinnati,  and  another  in  Colum- 
bus, Ohio.  Dr.  Bierman,  a  noted  Catholic  divine,  of 
Papcnburg,  Hanover,  is  another  brother  of  the  de- 
ceased.— CatJwlic  Telegraph. 

Hequiescant  in  pace. 

Religious  News. 

PROFESSION. 

At  the  Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  New  York 

city,  on  Wednesday  July  14,  Rev.  Joseph  Durthaler, 
S.  J.,  received  the  vows  of  the  following  ladies  :  Miss 
Mary  Reardon  (Sister  Mary  St.  Melanie),  Miss  Ellen 
Walsh  (Sister  Mary  St.  Bertha),  and  Miss  Mary  Keen 
(Sister  Mary  St.  Rose).  The  ceremony  was  witnessed 
by  a  number  of  the  friends  of  the  novices. 

ORDINATION. 

Last  week,  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  held  an  or- 
dination at  St.  Vincent's  Monastery,  near  Latrobe,  Pa. 
Francis  M'Court  and  Frederick  Hoesel,  O.  S.  B.,  were 
ordained  Deacons,  and  Rev.  Melchior  Reichert,  O.  S.  B., 
John  N.  Jaeger,  O.  S.  B.,  Albert  Robrecht,  0.  S.  B., 
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and   Anthony  Wirtner,  were  ordained  priests. — The 
Catholic. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  TTH  TO  THE  14xn  DAT  OF  JULY. 
One  hundred  and  two  letters  have  been  entered  on 
our  register  ;  two  hundred  and  fifty-seven  new  mem- 
bers have  been  enrolled;  prayers  for  recovery  of  health 
have  been  asked  by  one  hundred  and  twenty  sick  per- 
sons; conversion  has  been  asked  for  twenty -five  indi- 
viduals and  three  families;  a  Jewish  lady  favorably  in- 
clined towards  our  holy  religion  is  particularly  recom- 
mended; special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  forty- 
three  individuals,  five  famHies,  four  communities,  two 
schools;  the  election  of  a  superioress  and  the  success 
of  a  retreat  in  a  community  are  particularly  recom- 
mended. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters 
received:  "  Several  parties  in  my  parish  who  used  the 
blessed  water  have  been  relieved  to  some  extent. 
They  did  not  give  me  any  particulars.  One,  however, 
a  man  not  over  credulous,  told  me  that  he  had  rubbed 
his  face  with  the  water  and  did  not  since  feel  the 
painful  neuralgia  to  which  he  was  subject  daily  at  in- 
tervals for  a  long  time  past.  He  suggested  that  the 
mineral  qualities  of  the  water  might  have  produced 
the  change,  but  I  convinced  him  to  the  contrary."  . .  . 
"  My  now  asking  you  for  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving  is 
sufficient  acknowledgment  that  my  prayer  has  been 
heard.  Indeed  God  has  granted  several  of  my  requests 
lately,  giving  even  more  than  I  asked,  and  just  when 
everything  seemed  lost.  He  also  did  it  in  such  a  strange 
but  quiet  manner  that  the  Hand  of  His  Providence 
was  manifest."  .  ..."  I  can  never  thank  God  and  His 
Blessed  Mother  enough  for  the  good  the  blessed  water 
has  done  for  me.  One  vial  has  cured  me  of  neuralgia." 
"  Last  summer  the  life  of  my  little  daughter  was  des- 
paired of,  and  about  eight  months  ago  she  was  given  up 
by  two  of  our  best  physicians.  She  has  general  dropsy, 
and  was  considered  in  the  last  stages  of  consumption; 
both  times  I  prayed  to  God  and  asked  the  Blessed 
Virgin  to  intercede  for  my  child  if  it  pleased  God  to 
spare  her  to  us.  I  used  the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  my 
daughter  got  better."  .  .  .  .  "  Some  time  ago  I  sent  for 
some  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  for  a  man  who  had  been 
told  by  several  doctors  that  he  was  incurable;  he  had 
received  severe  internal  injuries  by  falling  on  a  pile  of 
bricks  from  a  distance  of  thirty  feet.  He  is  now  quite 
well."  .  .  .  .  "  The  holy  water  you  sent  at  my  request 
has  not  failed  to  show  its  curative  power,  since  my 
arm,  though  not  yet  in  its  proper  place,  has  been  free 
from  pain  and  even  of  joint  swellings,  which  before  this 
appeared  at  the  least  exertion."  ....  "When  my 
child  was  hurt  it  was  two  hours  before  the  doctor 
could  set  his  arm,  and  during  the  first  half  hour  he 
groaned  and  cried  piteously,  until  I  happened  to  think 
I  had  a  few  drops  of  the  blessed  water  in  the  house.  I 
gave  him  two  drops,  and  in  less  than  five  minutes  he 
was  sleeping  soundly  and  had  to  be  awakened  when 
the  doctor  arrived.  I  thank  you,  Father,  and  the  Asso- 
ciation very  much  for  your  prayers  in  my  child's  be- 


half;  he  is  improving  very  fast  indeed."  .  ..."  A  child 
who  had  become  blind  by  the  effect  of  the  measles  was 
cured  by  the  use  of  the  Lourdes  water." 
OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Association  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons :  Miss  SARAH 
SMITH,  of  Shieldsville,  Minn.,  who  met  her  death  by 
drowning,  in  the  16th  year  of  her  age;  MRS.  JOSEPHA 
CHAVEZ,  of  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico,  who  departed  this 
life  on  the  30th  day  of  June,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments 
of  Holy  Church,  having  borne  a  long  illness  with 
Christian  patience  and  resignation  to  God's  holy  will; 
MRS.  FALLER,  of  Chillicothe,  Ohio;  MR.  LAWRENCE  J- 
BYRNE,  of  Cairo  111. ;  MART  SOPHIA  WHITE,  of  Ev- 
ansville,  Ind.,  who  died  May  2nd;  MR.  R.  MORGAN,  of 
Baltimore,  Md.,  who  died  in  the  early  part  of  July; 
MRS.  MARGARET  MULVANT,  of  Ware,  Mass.,  who  died 
April  6th,  aged  51  years;  Miss  MART  MITCHELL,  who 
died  lately  iu  Ireland.  We  have  just  received  the  for- 
mal notice  of  the  demise  of  MR.  WILLIAM  COUGHLAX,  of 
Baltimore,  Md.  The  deceased  was  one  of  the  first  en- 
rolled among  the  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  in  America.  To  the  poor  orphans  and  sick  he  was 
a  tender  and  devoted  benefactor.  For  forty  years  he 
aided  his  Rev.  friend,  Father  Dolan  of  Baltimore,  in 
every  good  work,  and  well  merited  the  gratitude  and 
benediction  in  which  his  memory  is  held.  During  his 
illness  he  was  faithfully  visited  by  the  Pastor  of  St. 
Patrick's.  The  Sisters  of  Charity  and  Holy  Cross  minis- 
tered to  him  to  his  last  hour.  He  edified  all  by  his 
unmurmuring  resignation  under  suffering  and  his  un- 
bounded confidence  in  God. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.S.C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


Cecily's  Trial;   or  The  Secret. 

By  the  Authoress  of  "Tyborne,"  "Our  Lady's  Jas- 
mine," "  Holiday  Tales,"  etc.,  etc. 

More  than  a  hundred  years  ago,  a  little  girl  called 
Cecily  Lawford  lived  with  her  parents  in  a  large 
house  iu  the  city  of  London.  Her  father  was  a  rich 
man,  and  a  wine-merchant,  or,  as  it  was  then  often 
called,  a  vintner,  and  a  bunch  of  grapes  hung  over 
the  door  to  point  out  his  trade.  He  had  a  ware- 
house and  a  counting-house,  and  his  family  lived 
in  the  rest  of  the  building,  instead  of  in  the  country, 
as  most  of  the  London  trades-people  do  now.  His 
wife  did  not  think  it  beneath  her  to  live  with  her 
servants  in  the  kitchen,  and  they  never  sat  iu  the 
best  parlor  but  on  Sundays. 

Cecily  was  brought  up  to  be  useful,  too,  though 
she  liked  play  better  than  work,  and  her  happiest 
hours  were  spent  iu  the  beautiful,  large  garden  at 
the  back  of  the  house,  which  sloped  down  to  the 
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river  Thames.  I  dare  say  you  would  have  thought 
her  an  odd  little  figure,  although  perhaps  these  days 
of  crinoline  would  have  reconciled  you  to  her 
hoops,  over  which  her  skirt  was  looped  up  daintily ; 
but  you  would  have  thought  her  little  muslin  cap 
very  funny,  hiding  as  it  did  her  pretty,  fair  curls, 
which  were  not,  however,  powdered,  though  Cecily 
would  have  liked  them  to  have  been,  because  all 
her  smartest  little  friends  disfigured  their  hair  in 
that  manner. 

In  spite  of  a  queer  dress,  Cecily  was,  like  most 
children  of  nine  years  old,  very  fond  of  running, 
skipping,  and  dancing.  No  part  of  her  was  long 
still  with  her  own  consent,  and  her  little  tongue 
moved  faster  than  either  her  legs  or  arms.  This 
unruly  member  often  got  her  into  trouble ;  though 
on  the  whole  she  was  a  good,  obedient  child,  and 
the  most  kind-hearted  little  creature  possible. 

There  was  one  thing  about  the  Lawfords  which 
made  them  accounted  very  singular  in  those  days 
— they  were  Catholics,  and  never  pretended  to  be 
otherwise.  There  were  a  great  many  laws  against 
Catholics,  and  though  they  were  not  so  often  put 
in  force  as  some  years  before,  they  still  existed  and 
often  occasioned  great  inconveniences  and  even  suf- 
fering. Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawford  always  heard  Mass 
at  the  ambassadors'  chapels,  for  there  were  no 
chapels  or  churches  then  for  English  Catholics. 

Sometimes,  for  any  reason  or  no  reason,  these 
chapels  were  closed  for  months  together,  and  the 
congregations  had  to  meet  in  garrets  or  in  cellars, 
secretly.  On  Sundays,  Mr.  Lawford  would  call 
Frank,  his  only  boy,  to  his  side,  and  put  Cecily 
on  his  knee,  and  would  hear  them  their  Catechism 
and  tell  them  stories — some  beautiful,  but  many 
very  sad,  about  the  persecutions  his  ancestors  had 
met  with  on  account  of  their  faith,  in  days  not 
long  gone  by.  Mrs."  Lawford  was  a  good  woman 
and  a  loving  mother,  but  she  had  been  brought  up 
in  the  country  when  a  girl,  and  had  had  very  few 
opportunities  of  either  learning  or  practising  her 
religion. 

Both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawford  hoped  in  another 
year  or  two  to  send  Frank  and  Cecily  to  school  in 
France  or  Belgium,  where  they  would  be  well  in- 
structed in  the  faith,  and  in  many  other  things  be- 
sides. Cecily  did  not  like  the  idea  of  leaving 
home,  and  always  cried  when  school  was  men- 
tioned, in  spite  of  all  the  little  girls  she  was  told 
she  should  find  there  as  playfellows.  But  I  must 
go  on  to  the  history  of  the  Secret. 

It  was  one  autumn  afternoon,  just  as  day  was 
closing  in,  that  Cecily  ran  into  the  house  from  the 
garden,  her  curls  fluttering  from  beneath  her  cap, 
and  a  bright  color  on  her  cheeks  from  the  cold 
wind.  Her  father  and  mother  were  standing  to- 
gether in  what  was  then  called  the  keeping-room, 


where  they  generally  lived  and  took  their  meals, 
and  were  talking  in  a  low  voice.  Frank  was 
close  to  them,  and  seemed  to  be  listening  atten- 
tively to  their  conversation.  The  first  words  Cecily 
heard  were :  "  It  must  be  kept  quite  a  secret  from 
everyone,  of  course,"  said  her  father. 

"Hush!  here  comes  Cecily!"  broke  in  next 
from  her  mother,  holding  up  her  finger  as  she 
spoke. 

"But  Frank  knows,"  interrupted  her  father,  not 
in  so  low  a  tone  but  that  Cecily  heard. 

"  Oh,  he  is  older,  and  to  be  trusted ;  but  Cecily 
is  so  giddy!  "  objected  Mrs.  Lawford. 

This  was  too  much, — a  secret  which  Frank  was 
told,  but  which  was  to  be  concealed  from  her,  and 
because  she  was  giddy  too,  just  when  her  mother 
had  told  her  upon  her  birthday,  last  week,  how 
much  she  was  improved !  Cecily  could  not  bear 
it.  She  cried:  "Oh,  a  secret!  dear  papa,  do  tell 
me!" 

"  Always  curious,  Cissy, "  said  her  father,  strok- 
ing her  hair,  and  drawing  her  to  him,  as  he  sat 
down  in  his  cosy  chair  and  took  up  the  news- 
paper. 

Cecily  saw  very  soon  that  however  much  dis- 
posed her  father  was  to  pet  her,  she  could  not  hope 
to  get  another  word  out  of  him  that  afternoon. 
She  turned  to  Frank — "  Oh,  Frank  !  do  tell  me  ! 
there's  a  dear  boy.  But  I  can  guess  what  it  is. 
Papa  is  going  to  take  us  all  to  Hampstead,  and 
wants  it  to  be  a  surprise.  That's  it,  is  it  not  ?" 

"  Well,  if  you  know,  why  ask  me  ? "  said  Frank. 
Good-by,  Cis;  "I  am  going  out  to  find  Tom  Wil- 
son, and  ask  why  he  did  not  come  for  me  this 
morning  to  take  me  out  fishing,  as  he  promised;" 
and  he  was  oft'  in  a  moment,  whistling  as  he  went. 

Cecily,  still  standing  by  her  father's  side,  watched 
her  mother  as  she  went  into  the  next  room — the 
best  parlor,  from  which  they  were  separated  only 
by  a  glass  door — go  to  one  of  the  cupboards,  and 
bring  out  the  best  china  service,  only  used  on 
great  occasions,  and  laid  piece  by  piece  on  the 
mahogany  table.  Cecily  watched  and  wondered 
more  and  more;  but  her  mother  soon  returned, 
and  interrupted  all  her  meditations  by  calling 
out  rather  sharply :  "  Cecily,  go  to  Bridget  directly, 
and  get  your  supper.  I  want  you  to  be  in  bed 
early." 

"No,  mamma:  don't  send  me  away;  it  isn't 
nearly  time  yet!"  objected  Cecily,  who  generally 
murmured  when  bedtime  came,  and  almost  al- 
ways obtained  a  respite. 

"No,  not  this  evening,  dear.  Go  like  a  good 
child,  and  Bridget  shall  give  you  sugared  bread 
and  butter,"  said  the  fond  mother. 

"Cecily,  don't  you  hear  your  mother  speak- 
ing ? "  cried  Mr.  Lawford,  in  a  loud  voice,  looking 
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up  from  his  paper.  He  did  not  often  speak 
sternly  to  his  children,  but  when  he  did  he  meant 
to  be  obeyed,  and  they  knew  it. 

Cecily  sought  Bridget,  and  told  her  in  a  fretful 
voice  how  hard  it  was  to  be  sent  to  bed  and  not 
be  told  the  strange  secret  that  even  Frank  knew- 
Bridget  was  the  only  Catholic  servant  in  the  fam- 
ily, and  an  Irishwoman.  She  doted  on  Cecily, 
whom  she  had  taken  care  of  ever  since  she  was 
born,  and  could  scarcely  refuse  her  anything. 

"  Oh,  Bridget  dear,  don't  you  know  the  secret  ? " 
asked  Cecily,  in  her  most  coaxing  tone. 

"But,  darling  Miss  Cissy,  if  your  father  and 
mother  wished  to  keep  a  secret  from  you,  sure  it 
wouldn't  be  my  part  to  tell  you, — supposing  of 
course  that  I  knew,"  replied  the  conscientious 
nurse. 

"Oh,  but  it's  so  unkind  of  them  all!"  went 
on  Cecily,  in  a  whining  tone;  "they  will  hardly 
answer  me.  Frank  goes  away ;  papa  is  cross,  and 
mamma  sends  me  off  to  bed, — and  she's  getting 
out  the  best  china  too!  Some  one  is  coming  to 
supper, — that  is  it,  of  course !  "  and  Cecily  clapped 
her  hands,  elated  at  her  discovery.  "Don't  you 
think  so,  Bridget?" 

"  If  the  best  china  is  out,  there  will  be  company, 
maybe,"  said  Bridget ;  "  but  why  should  you  care 
for  that,  my  darling  Miss?  No  doubt  it  is  some 
one  on  business  for  your  papa,  who  wants  a  quiet 
chat  with  him  this  evening;  and  if  it's  the  supper 
you're  thinking  of,  I'll  beg  the  missis  to  let  me 
bring  you  up  a  bit  of  something  sweet,  and  you 
shall  have  it  as  soon  as  you  are  waked  up  out  of 
your  first  sleep,  I  promise  you." 

Bridget  coaxed  and  caressed  her  little  lady  by 
turns;  Cecily  was  still  curious  and  dissatisfied; 
she  looked  in  vain  into  her  good  nurse's  face  to 
try  and  guess  if  she  too  had  any  inkling  of  the 
afternoon's  secret,  but  could  learn  nothing.  She 
got  into  bed  in  a  bad  humor,  vexed  with  herself 
for  not  having  found  out  the  mystery,  and  vexed 
with  her  whole  family  for  keeping  it  from  her. 
A  little  pride  was  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.  She  did 
not  like  to  think  that  she  could  not  be  trusted, 
though  her  conscience  might  have  told  her  that 
she  did  not  deserve  it,  if  she  had  listened  to  its 
voice.  It  was  a  long  time  before  she  went  off 
fairly  to  sleep  and  her  last  thought  was :  "  To-mor- 
row I  will  find  out  all  about  it! " 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


THE  greatest  honor  we  can  give  to  God  is  to  do 
Ilis  will. 

~\VE  must  not  deceive  ourselves,  for  he  that  over- 
cometh  not  himself  in  little  matters,  will  not  be 
able  to  do  so  in  great  things. — St.  Francis  XatUr. 


Pancratius. 

Long,  ago,  in  Rome's  imperial  hour, 

When  might  was  right,  and  wrong  was  leagued  with 

power, 

From  a  foul  dungeon  to  the  air  and  sky 
They  led  the  boy  Pancratius  forth  to  die. 
Thronged  was  the  amphitheatre;  and  when 
The  youth  appeared  Rome  shouted,  and  a^ain 
The  dungeon  villains  cleansed  the  bloody  sod, 
And  left  the  child  who  dared  to  own  his  God. 
No  fear  had  paled  the  face  so  young  and  sweet, 
For  when  the  Caesar  from  his  lofty  seat 
Called  the  boy-martyr  to  the  gilded  throne, 
He  met  a  glance  more  noble  than  his  own. 
'*  Down,  foolish  child,"  Rome's  majesty  exclaimed, 
"Down  to  the  gods — the  gods  thou  hast  blasphemed; 
Down  on  thy  knees,  and  sacrifice,  to  save 
Thy  youth  and  passing  beauty  from  the  grave." 
"  Rome's  Emperor,"  the  martyr  made  reply, 
"All  gods  are  false  but  Him  for  whom  I  die. 
"Then  perish  in  thy  wanton  folly,  hoy," 
The  Caesar  cried;  "  may  Pluto  give  thee  joy." 
And  all  the  aping  courtiers  and  the  rest 
Laughed  loudly  at  the  Caesar's  brutal  jest. 
"Bring  fortlf  the  beasts,"  then  went  the  mandate  forth, 
And  at  the  word  a  cage  rose  from  the  earth, 
With  weighty  bars  of  iron  girt  around. 
And  when  the  mighty  n  etwork  touched  the  ground, 
The  welkin  echoed  with  a  sullen  roar 
And  two  huge  bulls  sprang  through  the  open  door. 
A  moment  dazed  they  stood,  then  tore  around, 
Their  flying  hoofs  rang  on  the  quaking  ground, 
And  in  a  maddened  frenzy  they  careered, 
While  dames  grew  blanched  and  even  warriors  feared. 
Erect  Pancratius  stood,  with  praying  eyes 
Raised  to  the  calm  and  blue  Italian  skies, 
And  all  the  Romans  held  their  very  breath 
As  the  beasts  rushed  to  trample  him  to  death. 
With  smile  as  sweet  as  heaven  he  waits  the  shock, 
When  lo!  the  bulls  are  down!    If  walls  of  rock 
Had  met  the  charging  heads  and  stunned  them  dead. 
"  Goad  on  the  cowards!"  loud  the  emperor  cried, 
But  back  the  wild  steers  crouched,  and  fiercely  eyed 
The  keepers  with  the  lances  in  their  hands; 
The  slaves  of  the  arena  with  their  brands 
Then  fled  before  them  as  with  terror  wild, 
But  drew  not  near  nor  faced  the  martyr  child. 

"  Cursed  boy!  he  hath  a  charm!"  some  shouted  out; 

At  which  Pancratius,  turning  to  the  rout 

Of  easier  gazers,  said,  '•  List  to  me,  friends! 

The  God  I  worship  bath  His  own  wise  ends 

In  making  me  an  instrument  to  show 

How  mighty  is  His  power.    But  I  would  go 

To  meet  my  Lord  and  reap  the  rich  reward, 

So  loose,  I  pray  ye,  on  the  crimson  sward, 

A  panther,  for  by  one  my  father  died, 

And  so  would  I  as  he  did."    None  denied. 

They  brought  the  beast.  But  short-spaced  was  the  strife. 

He  leaped,  he  clutched,  he  drank  the  martyr's  life. 

But  every  drop  was  but  a  seed 

To  sow  broadcast  and  far  the  Christian's  creed. 

And  when  the  emperor  had  passed  away 

And  dead  were  all  the  Romans  of  that  day, 

Upon  the  spot  the  youthful  martyr  trod, 

They  built  a  temple,  in  his  name,  to  God. 

— Little  Sclioolmate. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  L,  48. 
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No.  32. 


Our  Lady  as  Co-Redemptress  and  Mediatrix 
of  the  Human  Race. 

In  that  delightful  book,  "  The  Sign  of  the  Cross 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century,"  *  a  perfect  treasury  of 
edifying  and  entertaining  incidents,  we  find  the 
following  in  regard  to  the  traditional  instinct 
which  prevailed  among  all  pagan  nations  of  the 
efficacy  of  the  Sign  of  the  Cross :  f 

"Among  the  Romans  this  same  instinct  was  in- 
ferred by  a  fact  of  which  I  would  be  inclined  to 
doubt  did  I  not  have  weighty  proof  of  it  in  an 
antique  medal  placed  before  my  eyes.  Knowing, 
011  the  one  side,  the  efficacy  of  the  sign  of  the 
Cross,  which  I  have  described,  yet  on  the  other, 
not  being  willing,  like  Moses  or  the  early  Chris, 
tians,  to  remain  with  their  arms  in  the  form  of  a 
cross  during  all  their  prayers,  what  did  they  do? 
"  They  imagined  a  goddess  commisioned  to  in- 
tercede continually  for  the  republic,  and  repre- 
sented her  in  the  attitude  of  Moses  on  the  Mount. 
Therefore  in  Rome,  in  the  centre  of  the  Forum  oli- 
torum,  where  are  now  to  be  seen  the  ruins  of  the 
Theatre  of  Marcellus,  was  raised  the  statue  of  the 
goddess  called  Pietas  Publica.  She  is  represented 
standing,  with  her  arms  outstretched  in  the  form  of 
a  cross,  absolutely  like  Moses  on  the  Mount,  or 
the  early  Christians  in  the  Catacombs.  She  has, 
moreover,  at  her  left,  an  altar,  on  which  burns  in- 
cense, the  symbol  of  prayer." 

How  significant  is  this  practice  of  pagan  Rome! 
Another  of  the  ever-increasing  proofs  that  Mariol. 
atry  has  been  from  the  beginning  one  of  the  cher- 
ished traditions  of  the  human  heart.  Nor  is  the 
association  derogatory  to  the  Christian  statue. 
The  Church  names  the  Sybils  with  the  royal 
prophet,  as  testifying  to  the  terrors  of  the  Day  of 


*  By  Mgr.  Gaume  ;  published  by  Peter  F.  Cunning- 
bam  &  Son,  Philadelphia, 
t  Tenth  Letter,  p.  117. 


wrath :  Teste  David  cum  Sybilla.  Those  who  see 
in  such  coincidences  proof  that  "  Romanism  and 
its  superstitions"  sprung  from  the  ashes  of  pagan- 
ism, are  not  the  close  reasoners  they  claim  to  be : 
they  give  only  a  hasty  glance  at  matters  requiring 
long  and  patient  investigation.  There  is  no  sub- 
ject that  suffers  more  from  superficial  handling, 
even  of  devout  believers,  than  Mary's  claim  to  the 
homage  of  all  creatures.  Degraded  as  woman's 
lot  was  among  the  heathen,  there  was  always  a 
sort  of  abstract  idea  that  a  woman  should  bear  a 
prominent  part  in  the  redemption  of  the  world. 
Hence  amid  many  strange  customs  we  find  that 
mentioned  by  the  erudite  author  already  quoted. 
Well  may  he  say  that  but  for  the  weighty  proof 
he  gives  it  would  be  doubted.  For  what  can  we 
infer  from  the  statue  of  Pietas  Publica  with  her 
arms  outstretched  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  making 
continual  intercession  for  the  nation,  but  that  God 
had  kept  alive  in  the  human  heart  a  fixed  belief 
that  not  the  Cross  only,  but  a  perpetual  Mediatrix 
also,  must  concur  in  the  salvation  and  well-being 
of  mankind  ?  It  is  the  full  realization  of  the  faith, 
in  perfect  concordance  with  the  intentions  of  the 
Church,  who  always  presents  to  us  the  Mediatrix 
as  well  as  the  Mediator,  and  would  have  the  names 
of  JESUS  and  MARY  inseparably  joined  in  the  hearts 
and  on  the  lips  of  her  children.  The  union  of  those 
two  blessed  Names  in  our  thoughts  and  words,  in 
our  love  and  confidence,  seems  a  very  easy  thing. 
Yet  in  nothing  has  the  Church  experienced  greater 
difficulty.  Minds  that  bow  down  in  implicit  sub- 
mission to  her  most  marvellous  dbgmas,  and  sub- 
mit with  loving  docility  to  her  hardest  precepts, 
fail  to  catch  her  spirit  in  bringing  MARY  so  per- 
sistently before  them  in  connection  with  JESUS. 
They  insist  on  keeping  the  two  ideas  distinctly 
before  them,  and  will  not  let  them  blend  in  the 
sweet,  affectionate  way  that  faith  desires.  This 
error,  always  injurious  to  souls,  is  in  our  day  a 
huo-e  evil.  Therefore,  while  gifted  pens  have  set 
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forth  the  poetic  and  devotional  aspects  of  the 
subject,  this  paper  will  attempt  only  to  suggest  a 
less  attractive  but  equally  useful  way  of  consider- 
ing it.  We  shall  consider  Our  Lady  of  the  Dome 
in  her  twofold  office  to  mankind,  as  co-redemp- 
tress  and  as  mediatrix,  and  in  both  offices  indis- 
pensable as  well  as  powerful. 

These  two  titles  are  not  only  stumbling-blocks 
to  many  Catholics,  but  more  or  less  displeasing  to 
all  who  think  much  on  the  subject.  We  find  a  re- 
markable proof  of  this  in  the  holy  and  learned 
Faber.  With  all  his  tender  and  passionate  love 
of  Mary,  his  books  are  full  of  evidences  that  he 
had  great  difficulty  in  entering  into  the  intention 
of  the  Church  in  conferring  these  titles.  In  many 
things  we  know  he  purposely  kept  back  high 
and  holy  thoughts  and  explanations  of  which  his 
mind  was  full,  through  humility,  as  well  as 
through  a  desire  to  be  plain  and  practical  to  ordi- 
nary readers.  But  not  so  here.  In  the  opening 
chapter  of  the  Foot  of  the  Cross,  that  loving  trea- 
tise on  the  Sorrows  of  Mary,  he  tells  us  that  holy 
men  have  tried  to  say  what  her  woes  are  like,  "  by 
calling  her  the  co-redemptress  of  the  world,  and 
speaking  of  her  sorrows  as  if  they  blended  with 
the  Precious  Blood,  and  the  two  made  but  one 
sacrifice  for  the  sins  of  the  world."  After  prom- 
ising to  consider  these  "great  words,"  under 
which  is  hidden  "  a  deep  truth,  and  a  most  sub- 
stantial one,"  at  the  close  of  the  treatise,  he  pro- 
poses that  meanwhile  "  we  shall  travel  to  our  end 
by  some  other  road,  not  only  because  we  dare 
not  trust  ourselves  to  such  a  method  of  procedure, 
but  also  because  it  is  against  our  habits  and  predi- 
lections, and  in  matters  of  devotion  what  does  not 
come  naturally  is  not  persuasive."  Turning  now 
to  the  ninth  chapter  for  the  promised  elucidation, 
we  quote : 

"Saints  and  doctors  have  united  in  calling  our 
Blessed  Lady  co-redemptress  of  the  world.  There 
is  no  question  of  the  lawfulness  of  using  such 
language,  because  there  is  such  overwhelming 
authority  for  it.  The  question  is  as  to  its  mean- 
ing. Is  it  merely  the  hyperbole  of  panegyric,  the 
affectionate  exaggeration  of  devotion,  the  inevi- 
table language  of  a  true  understanding  of  Mary, 
which  finds  common  language  inadequate  to  con- 
vey the  whole  truth  ?  Or  is  it  literally  true,  with 
an  acknowledged  and  recognized  theological  ac- 
curacy attached  to  it  ?  This  is  a  question  which 
has  presented  itself  to  most  minds  in  connection 
with  devotion  to  our  Blessed  Mother,  and  there 
are  few  questions  to  which  more  vague  and  un- 
satisfactory answers  have  been  made  than  to  this. 
On  the  one  hand,  it  seems  rash  to  assert  of  lan- 
guage used  both  by  saints  and  doctors,  that  it  is 
only  exaggeration  and  hyperbole,  flowery  phrase- 


ology intended  to  startle,  but  without  any  real 
meaning  hidden  beneath  it.  On  the  other  hand, 
who  can  doubt  that  our  most  Blessed  Lord  is  the 
sole  Redeemer  of  the  world,  His  Precious  Blood 
the  sole  ransom  from  sin,  and  that  Mary  herself, 
though  in  a  different  way,  needed  redemption  as 
much  as  we  do,  and  received  it  in  a  more  copi- 
ous manner  and  after  a  more  magnificent  kind  in 
the  mystery  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  ?  Thus, 
so  far  as  the  literal  meaning  of  the  word  is  con- 
cerned, it  would  appear  that  the  term  co-redemp- 
tress is  not  theologically  true,  or,  at  least,  does  not 
express  the  truth  it  certainly  contains  with  theo- 
logical accuracy.  We  are  distracted  between  the 
desire  to  magnify  our  Blessed  Mother,  the  author- 
ity of  the  saints  and  doctors,  and  the  supremely 
sovereign  requirements  of  a  sound  theology.  We 
certainly  shrink  from  asserting  that  the  language 
of  the  saints  has  no  meaning,  or  is  inadvisable; 
and,  at  the  same  time,  we  have  no  doubt  that  our 
Blessed  Lady  is  not  the  co-redemptress  of  the 
world  in  the  strict  sense  of  being  redemptress,  in 
the  unshared  sense  in  which  our  Lord  is  Redeemer 
of  the  world,  but  she  is  co-redemptress  in  the  ac- 
curate sense  of  that  compound  word.  But  these 
are  not  times  in  which  it  is  desirable  to  use  words 
the  real  meaning  of  which  we  have  not  distinctly 
ascertained.  Hence,  while  it  would  be  sad  indeed 
for  any  one  to  attempt  to  deprive  Mary  of  a  title 
which  saints  and  doctors  have  conferred  upon 
her, — for  we  are  living  in  days  when  the  growth 
of  devotion  to  our  Blessed  Mother  is  our  surest  au- 
gury of  a  better  future — at  the  same  time  it  is  of 
importance,  even  in  a  devotional  point  of  view,  for 
us  to  know  what  we  mean  by  a  title  which  cer- 
tainly conveys  a  real  truth  and  a  truth  which 
could  not  very  easily  be  otherwise  expressed.  The 
following  conclusions  may  perhaps  be  taken  as 
true,  finding  truth  in  the  mean,  and  avoiding  both 
the  somewhat  violent  alternatives  of  censuring 
the  saints,  or  of  infringing  on  the  prerogatives  of 
our  Blessed  Lord : 

"  1.  Our  Blessed  Lord  is  the  sole  Redeemer  of 
the  world  in  the  true  and  proper  sense  of  the 
word,  and  in  this  sense  no  creature  whatsoever 
shares  the  honor  with  Him,  neither  can  it  be  said 
of  Him  without  impiety  that  He  is  co-Redeemer 
with  Mary. 

"2.  In  a  secondary  dependent  sense,  and,  by  par- 
ticipation, all  the  elect  co-operate  with  our  Lord 
in  the  redemption  of  the  world. 

"3.  In  the  same  sense,  but  in  a  degree  to  which 
no  others  approach,  our  Blessed  Lady  co-operated 
with  Him  in  the  redemption  of  the  world. 

"4.  Besides  this,  and  independent  of  her  dolors, 
she  co-operated  in  it  in  a  sense  and  after  a  man- 
ner in  which  no  other  creatures  did  or  could. 
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"5.  Furthermore,  by  her  dolors,  she  co-operated 
in  the  redemption  of  the  world  in  a  separate  and 
peculiar  way,  separate  and  peculiar  not  only  as 
regards  the  co-operation  of  the  elect,  but  also  as 
regards  her  own  other  co-operation,  independently 
of  the  dolors." 

Our  revered  author  proceeds  to  say  that  "  these 
five  propositions  seem  to  place  the  whole  question 
in  a  tolerably  clear  light." 

It  looks  presumptuous  to  object  that  the  light  is 
indeed  only  tolerably  clear, — not  clear  enough  to  be 
intelligible  to  the  earnest  non-Catholic  inquirer 
nor  satisfactory  to  the  pious  heart  of  the  believer. 
And  its  dimness  is  owing  to  the  fact  that  while 
true,  so  far  as  it  goes,  it  gives  neither  the  whole 
truth  nor  the  main  truth  on  the  subject.  This  be- 
comes more  and  more  evident  in  the  course  of  un- 
folding the  propositions.  After  all  that  is  made  of 
them  in  the  eloquent,  burning  words  the  poet-priest 
could  so  well  employ,  a  sense  of  incompleteness 
presses  on  the  reader's  mind.  As  in  all  or  nearly 
all  works  that  profess  to  explain  what  Mary's  co- 
operation in  the  work  of  redemption  really  is,  the 
explanation  is  built  on  a  wrong  foundation.  It 
takes  the  Divine  Maternity  as  the  basis.  It  rests 
Mary's  claim  altogether  on  the  fact  of  her  being 
the  Mother  of  God.  Now  this  title  is  only  one  of 
the  three  titles  on  which  her  prerogatives  rest. 
We  know  from  the  teachings  of  faith  that  she  is 
as  truly  the  Daughter  of  God  and  the  Spouse  of 
God  as  she  is  the  Mother  of  God.  The  two  first 
titles  are  fully  as  grand,  as  comprehensive  and  as 
effective  as  the  last.  It  is  utterly  impossible  to 
have  a  clear  idea  of  our  Lady's  history  without 
laying  equal  stress  on  the  three.  In  particular, 
her  share  in  the  work  of  redemption  can  never  be 
rightly  estimated  without  giving  as  much  atten- 
tion to  her  relations  with  the  First  and  Third  Per- 
sons of  the  Trinity  as  with  the  Second.  Father 
Faber  gives  all  the  prominence  he  can  to  her  ma. 
ternal  office  in  this  connection,  of  which  the  main 
passages  rnay.be^cited  as  containing  his  views  of 
it: 

"  Her  free  consent  was  necessary  to  the  Incar- 
nation, as  necessary  as  free  will  is  to  merit,  accord, 
ing  to  the  counsels  of  God.  She  gave  Him  the 
pure  blood  out  of  which  the  Holy  Ghost  fashioned 
His  flesh  and  bone  and  blood.  She  bore  Him  in 
her  womb  for  nine  months,  feeding  Him  with  her 
own  substance.  Of  her  He  was  born,  and  to  her 
He  owed  all  those  maternal  offices  which,  accord 
ing  to  common  laws,  were  necessary  for  the  pre. 
servation  of  His  inestimable  life.  She  exercised 
over  Him  the  plenitude  of  parental  jurisdiction. 
She  consented  to  His  Passion;  and  if  she  could  not 
in  reality  have  withheld  her  consent,  because  it 
was  already  involved  in  her  original  consent  to 


the  Incarnation,  nevertheless  she  did  not  in  fact 
withhold  it,  and  so  He  went  to  Calvary  as  her  free- 
will offering  to  the  Father.  .  .  .  But  the  co-opera- 
tion of  the  Divine  Maternity  was  indispensable. 
Without  it  our  Lord  would  not  have  been  born 
when  and  as  He  was.  He  would  not  have  had 
that  Body  to  suffer  in ;  the  whole  series  of  the  di- 
vine purposes  would  have  been  turned  aside,  and 
either  frustrated,  or  diverted  into  an  another  chan- 
nel. It  was  through  the  free  will  and  blissful 
consent  of  Mary  that  they  flowed  as  Gcd  would 
have  them  flow.  Bethlehem,  and  Nazareth,  and 
Calvary,  came  out  of  her  consent,  a  consent  -which 
God  did  in  no  wise  constrain.  .  .  .  But  in  this  co- 
operation of  Mary  she  herself  was  indispensable. 
It  depended  on  her  individually.  Without  her  the 
work  could  not  have  been  accomplished." 

[TO  BE  COKTINTJED.J 


Jesu,  Fill  Marise. 

When  the  notes  of  "  Ave  Verum," 

At  the  Benediction  hour, 
Sweetly  echoing:  thro'  the  arches, 

Reach  the  Tabernacle  door, 
Ah!  Methinks  the  Hidden  Jesus 

Graciously  inclines  His  ear, 
Listening,  With  His  Heart  enraptured 

For  a  title  sweet  and  dear, 
Far  above  all  other  titles 

Which  the  Holy  Church  has  given 
To  her  Spouse  and  Best-Beloved, 

On  the  altar  and  in  Heaven. 

Jesu  dulcis  !  Jesu  dulcis  ! 

Faithful  souls  alone  can  tell 
What  the  sweetness  of  our  Saviour 

Is  to  those  who  love  Him  well. 
Jesu  pie!  oh,  how  zealous 

Is  Thy  ardent,  loving  Heart, 
Longing,  praying  that  Thy  children 

All  may  choose  "  the  better  part." 
Thus  she  sings,  the  Church,  our  Mother, 

As  her  wisdom  doth  suggest, 
Leaving  for  the  last  a  title 

Far  transcending  all  the  rest. 

Mary's  Son!  Fill  Marios! 

O  what  music  in  that  word! 
What  a  train  of  tender  memories 

In  the  listening  heart  are  stirred! 
Memories  of  His  Virgin  Mother, 

All  her  tenderness  and  love, 
How  she  made  their  little  homestead 

Shadow  forth  His  Home  above, 
Which  He  left,  the  Father's  Bosom, 

His  Eternal  dwelling-place, 
That  He  might  assume  our  nature 

And  redeem  our  fallen -race. 
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Choosing  from  among  His  creatures, 

One  "all  fair"  and  undefiled, 
Joyfully  He  called  her  "  Mother," 

Lovingly  she  called  Him  "Child." 
And  we  feel  that  our  petitions 

Graciously  will  be  received; 
All  our  heavy  burthens  lightened, 

All  our  miseries  relieved 
By  the  soothing  Benediction 

Of  our  Brother;  gently  won 
To  bestow  His  kindest  gifts  on 

Those  who've  called  Him  MART'S  SON: 

B.  M.  J.  KEKNAS-. 


THE    LIFE 

or 
MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEORGIAJTA  FULLERTON. 

CHAPTER  XI. 

The  number  of  Religious  in  the  Rue  de  la  Ba. 
rouilliere  went  on  rapidly  increasing,  and  the  house 
could  no  longer  hold  them.  Moreover  it  was  im. 
possible  to  carry  on  the  Novitiate  in  the  way 
prescribed  by  the  Rule  of  St.  Ignatius,  without  a 
separate  building  devoted  to  that  purpose.  The 
moment  that  Mother  Marie  recognized  that  some- 
thing was  necessary  to  the  welfare  of  her  Institute, 
she  never  doubted  that  God  would  give  her  the 
means  of  obtaining  it,  and  so  she  sent  one  day  to 
enquire  if  her  next  door  neighbor  would  like  to 
sell  his  house.  The  answer  was  that  he  had  not 
the  slightest  thought  of  doing  so.  His  wife  de. 
clared  that  nothing  would  ever  induce  her  to  part 
with  it.  Not  in  the  least  discouraged,  the  good  rev. 
erend  Mother  began  at  once,  with  all  her  nuns,  a 
novena  to  St.  Joseph,  and  promised  to  say  every 
day  of  her  life  the  Little  Office  of  her  heavenly 
Protector.  The  difficulties  instantly  vanished,  and 
a  few  days  afterwards  the  agreement  was  signed. 
The  house  was  named  after  St.  Joseph,  and  on  the 
morrow  of  the  day  when  the  bargain  was  con- 
cluded, a  celebrated  artist,  who  knew  nothing  of 
their  novena  or  their  purchase,  sent  them  a  beauti- 
ful statue  of  the  Patron  Saint  of  the  new  Novitiate. 

This  happened  on  the  29th  of  September,  1861. 
In  the  fulness  of  her  gratitude,  M&re  Marie  used 
often  to  exclaim :  "  Oh  !  if  I  could  but  make 
people  understand  how,  in  the  midst  of  all  God 
does  for  me,  I  feel  my  own  nothingness,  and  what 
a  wretched  instrument  He  vouchsafes  to  make 
use  of." 

It  was,  no  doubt,  a  joy  to  see  the  number  of  her 
spiritual  children  increase,  and  the  borders  of  their 
tent  enlarged, — but  this  rapid  growth  necessarily 
involved  painful  consequences.  Those  that  had 


hitherto  worked  together  and  been  united  in  one 
family,  under  the  wing  of  the  same  beloved  Mother, 
were  soon  to  part,  and  begin  those  emigrations 
which  are  at  once  a  blessing  and  a  trial  to  each 
new  Religious  Order.  Nantes  was  the  first  place 
where  a  little  colony  of  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls 
swarmed  from  the  mother-house.  We  extract  from 
the  Mere  Marie's  journal  her  account  of  this  foun- 
dation : 

"  On  Wednesday,  October  7th,  1861,  a  young  girl 
from  Nantes  called  upon  me,  and  spoke  with  much 
interest  of  our  little  Society.  I  begged  her  to  pray 
for  it,  and  to  accept  a  small  image  of  St.  Joseph, 
which  I  advised  her  to  carry  about  with  her.  This 

young  lady,  whose  name  was  Josephine ,  wrote 

several  times  from  her  home  to  ask  me  different 
questions.  Contrary  to  my  usual  habit,  I  put  off  for 
a  long  while  answering  her,  and  fancied  this  had 
cooled  her  interest  about  us.  But  she  wrote  again 
and  again,  and  in  the  month  of  March  told  me  that 
she  was  praying  constantly  to  St.  Joseph,  and  seeking 
his  help  for  the  project  she  had  formed  of  having 
a  house  of  our  order  in  her  native  town.  I  said  in  my 
reply  that  this  would  require  a  very  special  assistance 
from  Providence,  and  that  I  did  not  see  at  all  my 
way  to  it. 

"  On  the  30th  of  March,  1864, 1  was  told  that  a  Mr. 

A wished  to  see  me.    He  announced  himself  as 

M'lle.  Josephine's  uncle,  and  said  at  once  that  his  ob- 
ject  was  to  know  what  would  be  required  for  the 
foundation  of  a  house  of  ours  in  Nantes.  'God's  will 
in  the  matter  is  the  first  thing  to  be  considered,'  I 
answered;  'and  it  would  be  a  token  of  His  will  if 
Monseigneur  the  Bishop  wished  us  to  come.  At  pres- 
ent your  niece's  wish  is  all  I  have  heard  of.  Then, 
we  must  have  a  house,  and  means  of  support  for  a 
few  Sisters.' 

"M.  A did  not  commit  himself  to  anything,  but 

it  was  agreed  that  the  next  time  he  saw  the  Bishop 
he  would  sound  him  on  the  subject.  I  own  that  I 
was  impressed  with  the  fact  of  this  proposal  having 
been  made  during  the  month  of  St.  Joseph.  'Is  it,' 
I  thought,  '  a  blessing  vouchsafed  to  us  through  the 
intercession  of  our  Heavenly  Protector?' 

"The  spiritual  guide  God  has  given  me  opined  that 
the  plan  was  worth  thinking  of,  and  I  felt  then  that 
something  might  really  come  of  it.  This  made  me  very 
nervous;  and  every  time  I  thought  of  Nantes  a  sort  of 
shiver  came  over  me.  What  was  God's  will?  I  was 
waiting,  and  watching  for  some  light  on  that  point, 

when,  on  the   19th  of  April,  M.  1'Abbe"  K ,  Vicar 

General  of  the  Bishop  of  Nantes,  came  to  speak  to  me, 
by  his  Lordship's  desire,  of  the  new  foundation.  I 

repeated  to  him  what  I  had  said  to  M.  A ,  and  he 

assured  me  of  the  Bishop's  perfect  approval  of  the  es- 
tablishment of  a  house  of  our  order  in  his  diocese,  add- 
ing that  God  would  show  us  what  was  His  will,  and 
that  I  was  right  to  have  no  wishes  of  my  own  on  the 
subject.  After  meditating  some  time  on  this  visit,  I 
said  to  myself:  'It  is  evident  that  this  foundation 
will  take  place.  But  in  what  way?  That  is  God's  se- 
cret. '  Still,  I  must  confess  it,  I  rather  avoided  any 
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serious  consideration  of  the  question,  and  drove  it 
from  my  mind,  as  much  as  I  could,  until  the  34th  of 
April,  the  Octave  of  the  Patronage  of  St.  Joseph.  I 
felt  suddenly,  during  Mass,  as  if  our  Lord  was  urging 
it  upon  me,  and  gently  reproaching  me  for  my  want  of 
courage  in  not  availing  myself  of  this  opportunity  of 
extending  our  work.  Indeed,  I  thought,  if  I  had 
waited  to  found  the  Society  till  somebody  came  and 
said  they  would  give  me  a  house  and  means  of  sup- 
port for  those  who  were  to  live  in  it,  we  should  be  at 
this  moment  in  the  little  rooms  Rue  St.  Martin.  The 
only  thing  necessary  after  all  was  to  secure  the  kind 
interest  of  a  few  families.  I  asked  of  God  that  help 
might  be  given  to  pay  our  rent  for  the  first  year;  and 
as  to  the  rest,  Providence  would  provide,  and  we 
should  act  up  to  the  principle  of  our  little  Society — 
'  the  spirit  of  Faith.'  No  sooner  had  this  light  flashed 
on  my  mind  than  I  felt  courage  to  act  upon  it,  and  to 
accept  this  foundation  under  whatever  conditions 
Providence  might  ordain,  and  to  look  to  it  alone  for 
the  daily  bread  of  this  new  family  about  to  settle  at 
a  distance  from  us.  After  a  few  moments  of  recollec- 
tion, I  asked  our  Lord  to  give  me  in  His  goodness 
some  token  that  my  present  dispositions  were  the  re- 
sult of  His  inspirations,  and  not  of  my  own  excited 
fancy,  and  that  this  token  should  be  the  receipt  of  a 

letter  from  Nantes.  I  had  not  heard  from  M.  A 

since  the  30th  of  March,  and  I  did  not  know  that  he 
had  seen  the  Vicar  General.  During  the  whole  of 
that  day  I  felt  strongly  impressed  by  the  idea  that  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  our  Lord  would  provide  for  that 
foundation. 

"  On  the  following  morning,  I  had  no  sooner  glanced 
at  my  letters  than  I  saw  that  there  were  two  from 

Nantes, — one  from  M.  A and  another  from  his 

niece.  Before  I  opened  them,  a  silent  thanksgiving 
rose  from  my  heart  to  our  dear  Lord,  who  had  thus 
speedily  answered  my  prayer.  The  renewal  of  my  cor- 
respondence with  M.  A gave  me  an  opportunity 

of  informing  him  that  I  had  altered  my  views  with 
regard  to  the  foundation.  We  made  three  consecu- 
tive Communions  to  the  Souls  in  Purgatory  which 
had  been  most  devout  to  the  Holy  Ghost,  in  order  to 
find  the  house  we  were  to  have.  We  asked  for  prayers 
at  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  and  I  did  nothing  but 
ejaculate — 'My  God,  let  this  come  to  pass  if  it  is  Thy 
will.' 

"  Some  one  told  me  of  a  house  in  a  good  situation. 
I  begged  our  Lord  to  keep  it  for  us.  On  the  24th  of 
May,  Feast  of  Our  Lady  Help  of  Christians,  I  asked 
our  Blessed  Lady,  the  Superioress  of  our  little  Society, 
to  let  me  have  that  day  a  good  letter  from  Nantes. 
That  very  morning  I  received  one  from  the  Vicar 
General,  full  of  assurances  of  the  Bishop's — Monseig- 
neur  Jacquemet — interest  in  our  Society,  and  of  his 
desire  to  see  us  established  in  his  diocese.  I  wrote  to 
thank  the  Bishop  and  the  Abbe"  R ,  and  on  Thurs- 
day, the  2nd  of  June,  I  felt  inspired  to  place  myself  in 
a  more  special  manner  than  ever  under  the  protection 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  I  asked  the  Blessed 
Margaret  Mary  to  give  me  her  heart,  and  besought 
our  Divine  Lord  to  take  into  His  own  hands  the 
foundation  of  Nantes,  reminding  Him  that  He  never 


denies  us  what  we  ask  on  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  I  implored  Him  to  send  me  on  that  day — 
which  was  the  morrow — some  good  news  concerning 
Nantes,  and  that  He  would  vouchsafe  to  inspire  M. 

A with  the  thought  of  securing  to  us  the  rent  of 

our  house  for  a  few  years,  which  was  what  he  had 
originally  hinted  at;  and  that  if  this  happened  I 
should  see  that  it  was  indeed  His  blessed  will  we 
should  begin  at  once  the  work  at  Nantes.  On  the 
following  day  I  received  a  letter  informing  me  that 
the  landlord  of  the  house  we  had  in  view  was  dis- 
posed to  accept  much  lower  terms  for  it  than  he  had 
named  at  first.  It  did  not  occur  to  me  at  the  mo- 
ment that  this  was  an  answer  to  my  prayer.  But 
when  I  went  into  the  chapel  and  saw  our  Blessed 
Lord  exposed  on  the  altar,  I  remembered  my  petition, 
and  felt  that  it  was  granted.  Later  in  the  day  came  a 

letter  from  M.  A ,  renewing  his  proposal,  just  in 

the  manner  I  had  begged  our  Blessed  Lord  to  inspire 
him  to  do.  He  had  complied  to  the  letter  with  my 
Bequest,  and  on  the  very  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
I  cannot  describe  what  I  felt;  no  doubt  remained  in 
my  mind  as  to  the  will  of  God,  and  every  day  of  the 
Octave  I  recited  the  Office  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

"On  the  14th  of  June,  the  Bishop  of  Nantes  wrote  to 
me  the  following  letter: 

" '  REVEREND  MOTHER — With  all  my  heart  I  wel- 
come you  to  my  diocese  and  my  Episcopal  city.  Yours 
is  an  eminently  Christian  work,  and  one  which  the 
Church  did  not  yet  possess.  "Your  arrival  will  be  hailed 
with  joy  by  our  good  and  religious  population.  Come 
then,  dear  reverend  Mother,  and  all  of  you,  my  dear 
daughters  in  Christ.  I  bless  you  in  anticipation. 
The  state  of  my  health  will  not  allow  me  for  the  pres- 
ent to  see  much  of  you,  but  I  hope  to  make  up  for 
this  privation  later.' " 

"  Some  days  afterwards  M.  A——  urged  me  to  come 
to  Nantes  in  order  to  sign,  on  the  1st  of  July,  the 
agreement  for  the  lease  of  our  future  house.  I 
thanked  our  Lord  that  this  kind  friend,  without  know- 
ing our  special  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  had 
fixed  upon  the  first  Friday  in  the  month  for  so  im- 
portant a  step  towards  the  new  foundation." 

The  promises  of  the  good  Bishop  were  realized ; 
his  pious  flock  understood  and  sympathized  to 
the  utmost  with  the  work  of  the  Helpers  of  the 
Holy  Souls,  and  entered  into  the  spirit  of  their 
active  •  and  incessant  devotion  to  the  dead.  All 
classes  in  Nantes  concurred  in  establishing  the 
new  convent  on  a  satisfactory  footing,  and  the 
generosity  and  co-operation  of  their  first  benefac- 
tors has  gone  on  increasing  ever  since. 

Monseigneur  Jacquemet,  as  long  as  he  lived, 
was  a  most  kind  father  and  friend  to  the  daugh- 
ters of  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence ;  and  his  suc- 
cessor, Monseigneur  Fournier,  has  never  ceased 
to  evince  his  interest  in  their  order  and  their 
work. 

We  have  already  said  that  one  of  the  Jesuit 

Fathers  in  Paris,  the  Reverend  Father  R ,  had 

devoted  himself  to  the  rising  community  with  un- 
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exampled  solicitude.  He  seemed  to  have  it  at 
heart  to  instil  into  the  new  order  the  spirit  of  St. 
Ignatius,  and  the  apostolic  zeal  which  is  its  grand 
characteristic.  He  labored  incessantly  for  this  end, 
and  every  day  the  Mother  of  that  spiritual  family 
kept  rejoicing  and  thanking  our  Lord  and  St.  Ger- 
trude that  so  great  a  hlessing  had  been  vouchsafed 
to  them.  It  was,  therefore,  no  ordinary  trial,  no 
common  occasion  of  testifying  a  blind  and  faith- 
ful submission  of  heart  to  God's  will,  when — 
with  the  suddenness  which  attends  such  events 
amongst  the  Jesuits — she  learned  that  her  director, 
fatlier  and  friend — the  novice-master,  as  it  were,  of 
her  spiritual  children,  was  going  oft'  to  China — 
leaving  Paris  perhaps  forever.  She  said  "  Fiat" 
with  her  usual  courage,  but  no  light  as  to  the 
meaning  of  that  trial  softened  it  then. 

Two  years  afterwards,  in  1867,  Monseigneur 
Languillat,  Vicar-Apostolic  of  Kiang-nan,  came 
to  Rome  in  consequence  of  the  invitation  which 
the  Holy  Father  had  addressed  to  all  the  Catholic 
Bishops,  to  meet  in  the  Eternal  City  for  the  cele- 
bration of  the  Centenary  of  St.  Peter,  and  on  his 
way  back  visited  Paris.  He  knew  the  deep  inter- 
est which  the  Rev.  Father  R ,  Missionary  Priest 

at  Shang-Hai,  took  in  the  Religious  family  whose 
first  steps  he  had  guided,  and  kindly  wished  to 
tell  him  at  his  return  that  he  had  seen  the  Con- 
vent of  which  he  had  often  spoken  to  him.  So,  on 
the  4th  of  August  of  that  year,  the  Prelate  from 
that  far-distant  land  asked  to  say  Mass  in  the  lit- 
tle chapel  of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  Whilst 
he  was  offering  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice,  the  thought 
came  into  his  mind  that  the  Religious  in  whose 
house  he  was  were  possibly  the  very  nuns  he  was 
seeking  for  to  take  charge  of  a  little  band  of 
Chinese  virgins  in  his  diocese,  and  of  his  orphan- 
ages of  native  children.  So  strongly  did  this  idea 
take  possession  of  his  mind,  that  after  making  his 
thanksgiving  he  went  straight  up  to  the  Reverend 
Mother,  and  said:  "I  think  I  am  come  to  seek 
helpers  amidst  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls." 

"How  so,  my  Lord?"  she  answered,  quite  sur- 
prised. 

"Why,  do  you  mean  to  be  Helpers  only  in  this 
little  corner  of  the  world?"  he  replied,  with  a 
smile. 

It  so  happened  that  that  very  morning  it  had 
occurred  to  Father  de  Ponlevoy,  the  Provincial  of 
the  Jesuits,  and  Superior  of  the  Chinese  Missions 
of  the  Society,  that  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls 
were  destined  by  Providence  to  co-operate  with 
the  missionaries,  and  to  take  charge  of  the  Chinese 
orphanages.  He  did  not  know  that  Monseigneur 
Languillat  had  been  saying  Mass  at  their  convent, 
but  as  soon  as  he  saw  him  that  day  he  mentioned 
the  idea  which  had  struck  him,  and  this  coinci- 


dence appeared  to  hoth   a  token  of  God's  will 

As  to  Mere  Marie,  she  had  pondered  over  the 
words  of  the  pious  Bishop,  and  said  over  and  over 
again  to  herself:  "Are  we  to  be  Helpers  only  in 
this  little  corner  of  the  world?"  When  she  heard 
that  Monseigneur  Languillat  had  called,  and  wished 
to  speak  to  the  Superioress,  her  heart  began  to 
beat  very  fast.  The  Prelate  and  the  Pere  de  Pon- 
levoy had  come,  together,  to  submit  to  her  the 
possibility  of  a  foundation  in  China. 

"Do  you  think  it  would  be  impossible?"  the 
Father  Provincial  asked. 

"Impossible,  Very  Reverend  Fatlier!"  she  ex- 
claimed. Is  impossible  a  Christian  word  ?  I  own 
that  I  have  never  thought  of  such  a  thing;  our  lit- 
tle Community  has  been  so  recently  founded  that 
it  is  barely  established  in  France.  How  could  I 
have  dreamed  of  China?" 

"But  if  it  is  God's  will?"  the  Father  rejoined. 

"Oh,  if  I  saw  by  some  clear  tokens  that  it  was 
so,  of  course  I  should  have  nothing  to  say  but 
'  Ecce  ancilla  Domini.'  " 

The  Father  Provincial  then  told  her  how  the 
thought  of  that  foundation  had  occurred  simulta- 
neously, and  irrespectively  of  any  previous  com- 
munication on  the  subject,  to  Monseigneur  Lan- 
guillat and  to  himself,  and  added  that  his  own 
opinion  was  that  Providence  had  brought  about 
this  opening,  and  asked  if  she  would  let  them  see 
and  speak  to  the  assembled  Community. 

When  they  were  all  present,  he  said  a  few  words 
to  the  assembled  nuns  about  the  Chinese  Missions, 
and  begged  the  Bishop  to  recite  a  "  Hail  Mary  " 
in  the  Chinese  language.  Then  he  asked  if  any 
of  them  had  a  desire  to  devote  themselves  to 
the  foreign  missions, — and  the  Reverend  Mother 
added:  "My  children,  let  those  amongst  you  who 
would  wish  to  go  to  China,  stand  up."  Most  of 
them  rose,  and  the  Bishop  and  the  Reverend 
Father  withdrew,  thanking  God  in  their  hearts  for 
the  bright  spark  of  apostolic  zeal  Avhich  had  been 
kindled  in  those  souls  that  day. 

The  good  Mother  betook  herself  to  praying 
most  fervently  for  light  on  the  subject.  She  was 
not  alarmed  at  the  boldness  of  the  undertaking,  or 
on  the  other  hand  dazzled  by  the  offer  of  so  glori- 
ous a  mission.  We  find  her  writing,  at  that  time : 

"I  really  feel  quite  in  a  state  of  indifference.  I  do 
not  incline  to  the  right  or  to  the  left.  I  can  hardly 
account  for,  and  am  surprised  at,  having  no  will  in  a 
matter  of  such  importance.  This  is  not  the  case  with 
my  daughters,  N.  N.,  which  shows  that  a  vocation  for 
the  foreign  missions  is  of  long  standing  in  our  little 
Society." 

Thus  she  kept  seeking  for  light,  and  asking  in 
every  direction  for  prayers,  whilst  her  nuns  were 
pressing  her  to  decide  in  favor  of  their  apostolic 
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desires.  The  Superioress  of  the  house  at  Nantes 
wrote  to  her  at  that  moment:  "  Under  the  present 
circumstances,  I  cannot  conceive  a  greater  mortifi- 
cation than  not  to  go  to  China." 

[TO    BE   CONTINUED.] 


Saint  Dominic.* 

BY  MARIE. 

Dost  thou  sing  the  fame  of  the  ages  past, 

And  tell  proud  tales  of  tlie  days  of  yore? 
Ah!  pageant  glory,  too  bright  to  last! 

Ah!  hero  days,  that  return  no  more! 
Dost  tlion  vaunt  the  skill  of  the  knightly  lance, 

And  paint  the  pride  of  the  war  array? 
'Tis  the  boastful  dream  of  a  dead  romance — 

'Tis  a  lance  long  sheathed  in  the  rust's  decay. 

Thy  heroes  fought  for  an  earthly  fam-e — 

For  the  1-urid  flash  and  the  lightning's  glow, 
And  the  trumpet's  vaunt  of  the  victor's  name 

Is  lost  in  the  wail  of  his  battle's  woe; 
But  I  sing  of  a  fame  that  shall  ae'er  decay, 

Though  its  dawn-light  rose  in  the  gray  old  Past, 
But  its  source  was  the  light  of  an  endless  daj — 

Through  the  "  vast  forever"  its  beam  shall  last. 

Bost  thou  show  the  castles  of  stately  stone— 

The  turrets  proud  and  the  bannered  height? 
Dost  thou  boast  of  the  conqueror's  lofty  throne, 

Of  his  boundless  realm  and  his  kingly  might? 
But  the  Ivy  hangs  on  the  ruined  wall, 

And  the  moss  is  green  on  the  mould' ring  tower, 
And  years  have  fled  since  the  kingdom's  fall, 

And  earth  is  throng'd  with  the  tombs  of  power. 

I  paint  the  pride  of  a  conflict  blest — 

'Tis  an  olden  strife,  but  it  ragcth  yet; 
I  sing  of  a  bright  lance  still  in  rest, 

But  its  edge  was  ne'er  by  a  blood-drop  wet. 
My  stately  tower  was  builded  fair, 

In  the  golden  days  of  "  the  long  ago," 
But  the  banners  wave  in  their  beauty  there, 

And  the  walls  are  white  in  their  first  fresh  glow. 

I  sing  of  a  kingdom  grand  and  vast; 

It  lies  at  the  foot  of  a  rock-built  throne. 
That  realm  first  rose  in  the  far-off  Past, 

And  its  strength  is  great  as  in  ages  flown ; 
And  I  tell  of  a  founder  brave  and  strong — 


*  Among  the  glorious  names  that  "shine  as  stars  " 
in  the  clear  firmament  of  the  Ages  of  Faith,  surely 
none  gleams  with  a  purer  lustre  than  that  of  the  saintly 
Dominic,  founder  of  the  noble  Order  of  the  Friars 
Preachers.  His  life  was  an  unbroken  reflection  of  that 
of  his  Divine  Model;  his  every  thought,  and  word,  and 
deed  the  faithful  echo  of  His,  of  whom  he  had  indeed 
"learned  to  be  meek  and  humble  of  heart."  And  the 
invincible  strength  and  courage  of  "  the  lion  of  the  tribe 
of  Judah  "  were  his  also.  He  was  ever  the  fearless 
defender  of  truth,  the  undaunted  foe  of  wrong  and 
error:  but  his  contests  were  the  bloodless  battles  of 


A  hero  arm  and  a  lance  well  tried; 

The  fearless  foe  of  the  hydra  Wrong — 

The  mighty  slayer  of  serpent  Pride. 

His  field  of  fame  is  the  lowly  cell, 

His  coat  of  mail  is  a  monk's  robe  white, 
And  the  magic  arms  he  hath  used  so  well 

Are  the  Word  of  Truth  and  the  voice  of  Right. 
An  Order  noble  and  brave  and  true — 

This  is  the  realm  he  hath  founded  fair; 
The  stately  tower,  so  old,  yet  new, 

That  gleams  in  its  earliest  freshness  rare. 

The  saving  Cross  is  its  banner  bright. 

Where  the  face  of  a  conquering  Victim  pleads, 
And  the  hosts  tire  linked  with  a  chain  of  might — 

'Ti.-;  the  rosy  wreath  of  the  mystic  beads.t 
0  wondrous  Dominic!  leader  strong; 

O  king  of  a  glorious  subject-train! 
The  future's  centuries,  bright  and  long, 

Shall  see  no  end  of  thine  ancient  reign — 
Shall  see  no  pause  in  thy  olden  strife, 

The  hero-Work  by  thy  hand  begun, 
Till  thy  hosts  are  crowned  with  eternal  life, 

The  guerdon  fair  of  the  deeds  well  done. 

tne  Prince,  of  Peace,  and  his  numberless  victories 
those  over  which  "  the  angels  rejoice,"  for  they  res- 
cued countless  sinners  from  the  dark  dominion  of  evil. 
And  well  has  his  noble  Order  continued  the  work  of 
their  holy  founder.  Through  long  ages  they  have 
toiled,  and  their  bond  of  brotherhood  is  as  firm  now 
as  in  the  faith- illumined  days  when  its  sacred  links 
were  first  united.  In  every  age  the  starry  names  of 
its  heroes  gem  the  azure  sky  of  truth.  Centuries  ago 
the  angelic  hand  of  a  Thomas  Aquinas  lighted  the 
pure  flame  of  Christian  philosophy,  that  still  sheds  its 
guiding  light  and  beacon  ray  of  warning  where  the 
shoals  and  quicksands  of  error  are  hidden  by  the  shin- 
ing foam  of  sophistry.  And  in .  our  own  days  the 
Heaven-inspired  eloquence  of  a  Lacordaire  and  a 
Father  Burke  have  seemed  to  countless  listeners  even 
as  echoes  of  the  voice  of  God  resounding  from  cloud- 
encircled  Sinai.  And  in  our  own  favored  city,  the  sons 
of  St.  Dominic  pursue  their  holy  vocation,  as  true 
shepherds  of  souls,  faithfully,  meekly,  silently.  A 
beautiful  church  is  one  result  of  their  earnest  and  self- 
denying  labors,  and  a  large  congregation  there  enjoys 
the  benefit  of  their  holy  ministrations.  But  a  debt 
was  necessarily  incurred  in  its  erection,  and  to  liqui- 
date this  the  Dominican  Fathers  are  obliged  to  solicit 
the  assistance  of  the  generous  people  of  San  Francisco. 
Let  it  not  be  said  that  their  request  is  unheeded  by 
those  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  so  many  of  whom  are 
the  compatriots  of  the  gifted  Dominican,  Father 
Burke.  A  Fair  will  shortly  be  opened  for  the  Church 
of  St.  Dominic,  corner  of  Bush  and  Steiner  streets. 
Surely  those  who  will  be  its  generous  patrons  can 
then  say  with  the  heartfelt  emphasis  of  sincerity, 
"The  beauty  of  Thy  house  I  have  loved,  O  Lord,  and 
the  place  where  Thy  glory  dwell  eth." 

t  It  is  to  St.  Dominic  we  owe  the  beautiful  and  effi- 
cacious devotion  of  the  Holy  Rosary. — Monitor  and 
Guardian. 
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Letter  from  Rome, 

HOME,  July  9,  1875. 

Though  the  air  is  heavy  enough  these  days,  and 
the  heat  is  comfortably  intense,  we  breathe  freely. 
We  fancy  that  the  city  is  as  free  as  it  used  to  be  in  the 
days  when  there  was  but  one  Sovereign  in  Rome,  and 
he  wore  a  tiara.  Rome  is  comparatively  free  of  the 
invading  element.  Parliament  ia  closed,  and  the 
members  who  came  out  of  the  late  fights  most  dishon- 
orably, have  gone  away,  we  care  not  whither.  The 
king,  we  mean  the  Savoyard,  is  lounging  through  the 
woods  in  Sardinia,  and  while  he  is  there  we  will  not 
dispute  that  he  is  lord  and  master  of  all  he  surveys. 
We  wish  he  would  stay  at  home.  The  Senators  too 
have  wiped  the  perspiration  from  their  venerable 
brows,  after  sanctioning  the  Exceptional  laws  for  the 
reconstruction  of  Sicily,  and  are  now  enjoying  the 
sweets  of  rural  life.  Prince  Humbert  and  Margherita 
have  departed  this  city,  and  from  our  inmost  soul  we 
say,  may  the}'  rest  in  eternal  peace  where  they  are  at 
present!  There  is  no  king  in  Rome  now  but  our  beloved 
Pontiff,  and  his  voice  sounds  more  sweetly,  we  fancy, 
and  more  tenderly,  when  he  is  alone  with  those  he 
loves.  When  the  city  is  crowded  with  strangers  who 
flock  to  the  Vatican,  the  audiences  have  a  formality 
about  them  which  is  embarrassing.  The  immense 
crowds  necessitate  formality.  But  now,  when  you  go 
over  to  the  Vatican,  you  can  get  near  him,  touch  him, 
take  his  hand  in  yours,  follow  him  through  the  Log- 
gie  of  Raffaello,  and  out  into  the  Vatican  garden. 
You  feel  that  he  doesn't  belong  to  so  many,  that  a 
good  deal  of  him  is  yours.  This  reads  selfishly,  doesn't 
it?  Well,  bear  with  us,  even  as  he  does. 

HE  BEAKS  WITH  EVERYBODY  AND  EVERYTHING  BUT 
SIN  AND  INJUSTICE. 

He  is  the  uncompromising  censor  of  both,  as  he  is  the 
lover  of  justice  and -virtue.  We  do  not  think  we  are 
extravagant  in  our  comparison  when  we  say  that  in  this 
particular  of  censuring  sin  and  injustice,  he  is  not  un- 
like St.  John  the  Baptist,  whose  name  he  bears.  John 
the  Baptist  said  to  Herod:  "It  is  not  lawful  for  thee 
to  have  thy  brother's  wife."  He  became  a  martyr  for 
it.  Pius  IX  has  proclaimed  to  the  Herods  of  Europe, 
•"It  is  not  lawful  to  sever  the  marriage  tie;  it  is  not 
lawful  to  seize  the  patrimony  of  the  Church;  it  is  not 
lawful  to  place  the  civil  power  above  the  Church;  it 
is  not  lawful  to  suppress  the  Religious  Orders ; 

IT  IS  NOT  LAWFUL  TO  FORCE  THE  MINISTERS  OF  GOD 
INTO  YOUR  MILITARY  RANKS 

and  make  them  the  destroyers  of  their  fellow-men." 
Like  John,  he  is  persecuted,  and  what  the  end  will  be 
He  only  knows  to  whom  the  Past,  Present  and  Future 
are  alike.  In  connexion  with 

ST.  JOHN  THE  BAPTIST, 

we  may  mention  that  on  the  Feast  of  that  intrepid 
man  of  God  our  Holy  Father  received  a  deputation  of 
the  Young  Men's  Catholic  Society  of  Italy,  and  many 
representatives  of  the  different  dioceses  of  Italy.  He 
spoke  to  them  about 

THE  BAPTIST  AND    KING    HEROD. 


The  contrast  between  these  two  characters  was  de- 
picted by  him  in  that  masterly  manner  which  is  pecu- 
liarly his.  Herod  under  a  gilded  roof,  John  in  the 
solitude  of  the  desert.  The  former  amid  luxurious 
feasting,  the  latter  in  fasting  and  prayer.  He  alluded 
to  the  different  bearing  of  crar  Lord  towards  Herod 
and  towards  the  disciples  of  John,  who  came  to  Him 
inquiring  if  He  were  the  Messiah,  or  were  they  to 
look  for  another.  The  one  He  answers  with  a  majes- 
tic silence,  and  to  the  others  He  said,  "  The  blind  see, 
the  deaf  hear,  and  the  lame  walk."  His  Holiness  then 
spoke  of  the  infinite  number  of  blind  who  are  endeav- 
oring to  corrupt  and  undermine  society  to-day,  who 
persecute  the  Church  and  ridicule  sanctity.  These 
same  are  unfortunately  deaf  too,  and  they  hearken 
not  to  the  voice  of  men,  and,  worse  still, 

THEY  ARE  DEAF  TO  THE  VOICE  OF  GOD. 

"We  will  pray  for  them,"  said  he,  "as  Jesus  Christ 
teaches:  'Pray  for  those  who  persecute  yon' — He 
called  the  lame  the  'leaven  of  the  Pharisees,'  of 
which  we  are  to  beware.  This  leaven  is  the  pitch  of 
the  revolution,  near  which  it  is  dangerous  to  approach 
and  remain  uninfected.  This  revolution,  on  the  tes- 
timony of  one  of  the  most  rabid  living  revolutionists, 
carries  in  its  train  a  world  of  crimes,  and  hence  the 
Government,  which  is  based  on  revolutionary  princi- 
ples, should  not  have  either  those  present  or  any  of 
their  friends  as  adherents  in  the  least  particular. 
Alluding  to  the  fact  that  many  of  them  had  been  to 

LOURDES   AND   PARAY-LE-MONIAL, 

he  said:  "However,  you,  like  the  disciples  of  John, 
have  been  to  see  and  venerate  the  Divine  Master,  and 
you  have  tasted  in  part  those  consolations  which  flow 
from  His  Sacred  Heart.  And  while  the  names  of  our 
enemies  are  written  in  sand — in  terra  scribentur, — your 
names,  those  of  your  friends,  and  those  of  all  who  on 
the  face  of  the  earth  participated  with  you,  and  are 
animated  by  these  holy  principles,  let  us  hope,  are 
written  in  that  Most  Sacred  Heart, — 

SCRIFTA   SVNT   IN    CCELI9." 

Recommending  prayer  and  perseverance  to  them,  he 
imparted  the  Apostolic  Benediction. 

Since  then,  he  has  granted  audiences  daily  to  nu- 
merous societies  and  individuals.  It  is  said  of  him  in 
this  particular  by  his  enemies,  as  was  said  of  our  Lord 
Himself:  "The  multitudes  run  after  him."  On  the 
Feast  of  SS.  Peter  and  Paul  he  blessed  the  sacred 
pallia  for  the  new  Archbishops  of  the  coming  year. 
On  Monday  last,  5th  inst.,  he  held  a  Sacred  Consistory 
of  the  Cardinals.  Provision  was  made  for  vacancies 
in  Spain,  Italy,  Germany,  and  the  East.  The  Rt.  Rev. 
Thomas  Croke  was  appointed  to  the  Metropolitan  See 
of  Cashel,  Ireland. 

While  providing  for  the  wants  of  the  Church  offi- 
cially, his  tender  heart  has  not  been  deaf  to  the  cry  of 
woe  which  has  reached  the  Eternal  City  from  the 
inundated  districts  of  France.  He  has  sent  30,000 
francs  to  the  sufferers.  The  Cardinals,  moved  by  his 
noble  example,  have  forwarded  10,000  francs,  while 
every  paper,  Catholic  and  Liberal,  of  any  standing, 
has  opened  a  subscription  list. 

At  a  moment  when  charity  is  universal  in  the  Eter- 
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nal  City,  and  every  purse  is  open  to  relieve  the  miseries 
of  suffering  humanity  in  another  land,  the  Commis- 
sion for  the  confiscation  of  ecclesiastical  property  has 
signalized  itself  by  several  enormous  confiscations. 
The  Passionist  Fathers  of  the  Convent  of  SS.  John 
and  Paul  on  the  Celian  Hill,  and  their  brethren  at 
the  Holy  Stairs, 

HAVE  BEEN  DRIVEN  FORTH  FROM  THEIR  HOMES. 

The  Franciscan  recluses  at  the  Convent  of  St.  Bona- 
venture  on  the  Palatine  have  also  been  ordered  to 
evacuate  their  house.  The  Capuchins  at  Piazza  Bar- 
berini,  with  all  the  old  anddecrepid  monks  of  different 
orders  who  found  an  asylum  there  since  the  general 
suppression,  have  been  ejected,  and  now 

THE    PLACE    WILL    BE    OCCUPIED    BY     A    REGIMENT    OF 
UNMASKED  AND   BLASPHEMOUS   SOLDIERS. 

These  are  the  last  of  the  convents,  and  they  were  the 
poorest.  Who  can  be  poorer  than  a  Passionist  or  a 
Capuchin?  Where  is  the  public  utility?  Nay,  public 
utility  suffers  in  the  suppression  of  these  convents,  for 
every  one  knows  that  the  Passionists  and  Capuchins 
did  more  good  in  reconciling  the  poor  people  to  their 
hard  lot  than  legions  of  soldiers  would  at  the  point 
of  the  bayonet.  But  this  is  not  all.  It  would  seem 
as  if  the  warm  weather  had  made  our  enemies  des- 
perate. They  have  seized  the  convent  of  the  nuns  of 
St.  Catherine  de'  Funari,  they  have  disbanded  the 
Brothers  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  who  attended 
the  sick  in  the  Hospital  of  Santo  Spirito,  and  last,  and 
greatest  blow  of  all,  they  have  confiscated  that  no- 
blest and  wealthiest  monument  of  monastic  antiquity, 
the  far-famed  convent  of  Tor  de'  Specchi,  founded  by 
Santa  Francesca  Romana!  This  last  confiscation  is 
entirely  unconstitutional.  The  nuns  of  Tor  de'  Specchi 
cannot,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  word,  be  called  re- 
ligious, 

THEY  ARE  ALL    NOBLE    LADIES,  WHO    LIVE  IN    COMMU- 
NITY   LIFE    BUT    ARE    BOUND    BY   NO    MONAS- 
TIC   VOWS. 

Their  convent  was  immensely  wealthy  in  lands  and 
movable  goods.  Nothing  was  save'd. 

GUARDS    WERE    STATIONED    NEAR    THE     CONVENT    FOR 
SEVERAL   DAYS    PREVIOUS   TO   THE   CONFISCATION, 

and  every  one  who  came  out  of  the  convent  was 
searched.  A  Roman  Princess,  who  had  been  to  visit  a 
relative  of  hers,  was  ordered  to  descend  from  her  car- 
riage, as  it  was  about  to  drive  away  from  the  lodge, 
by  a  policeman  in  disguise,  who  searched  the  carriage 
most  rigorously.  He  found  nothing,  but  his  insulting 
manner  to  the  Princess  would  have  roused  the  indig- 
nation of  the  most  uncultured  boor.  As  is  usually 
the  case  in  these  confiscations, 

THE   POOR  WILL  BE  THE   PRINCIPAL  SUFFERERS. 

The  convent  of  Tor  de'Specchi 

FED   SCORES    OF   BEGGARS   EVERY  DAY. 

The  lamentation  of  Jeremiah  will  find  a  literal  fulfil- 
ment in  Rome  now.  "  The  poor  cried  out  for  bread, 
and  there  was  no  one  who  would  break  unto  them." 
We  can  conceive  why  they  seized  this  convent.  It  is 
an  old  story.  Naboth's  vineyard.  Nothing  however 
but 

A  FIENDISH  HATRED  OF  ALL  THAT  IS  SACRED 


I  could  suggest  to  them  the  suppression  of  the  Brothers 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  They  possessed  noth- 
ing. They  had  no  home.  They  spent  sixteen  hours 
of  the  twenty-four  in  attending  the  malady-stricken 
inmates  of  the  hospital;  and  six  of  the  remaining  eight 
were  devoted  to  repose  in  a  little  corner  of  one  of  the 
great  wards.  Their  services  to  the  hospital  cannot  be 
estimated  by  any  human  criterion.  They  did  not  la- 
bor for  any  earthly  recompense.  They  were  actuated 
by  a  real  love  for  their  suffering  fellow-creatures,  and 
this  love  was  founded  in  the  love  of  God. 

THE  INMATES  OF  THE   HOSPITAL   PROTESTED 

in  their  own  weak  way  against  the  outrage,  and  begged 
the  officials  of  the  Government  to  spare  them  for  hu- 
manity's sake  if  not  for  God's.  It  was  useless.  They 
were  driven  forth,  and  now  their  places  will  be  filled 
by  men  who  work  for  money,  and  many  of  whom  have 
served  their  time  in  the  galleys.  This  is  not  fiction 
nor  exaggeration.  It  is  also  a  notorious  fact  that  nearly 
one-third  of  the  municipal  guards,  or  local  police,  are 
galley  slaves.  Virtue,  valor,  honor  and  high-souled  in- 
tegrity are  not  recommendations  to  preferment  in  this 
land.  The  mere  fact  of  having  been  with  Garibaldi  in 
some  of  his  thieving  and  murderous  campaigns, 
against  the  Pope  or  the  Bourbons  of  Naples,  is  the 
highest  recommendation  which  a  man  can  present  on 
the  Capitol.  These  recommendations  will  stand  at  a 
higher  premium  now  than  ever,  since  Garibaldi  has 
been  elected  as  member  of  the  City  Council.  It  was 
hoped  that  his  name  figuring  at  the  head  of  the  list  of 
Conscript  Fathers  who  dishonor  the  Capitoline  Hill 
would  give  animation  to  the  defunct  affairs  up  there^ 
but  vana  speranza.  Nothing  but  money  will  resuscitate 
the  genius  of  the  place,  and  to  raise  money  in  Rome  is 
a  stupendous  undertaking  at  present,  second  only  to 
that  of  tranquillizing  Sicily. 

DEEP  AND  OMINOUS  RUMBLINGS  ARE  HEARD 

coming  from  the  island,  similar  to  those  which  precede 
an  eruption  of  Etna.  The  Government  is  seriously 
alarmed,  and  has  reinforced  the  army  in  Palermo, 
by  the  addition  of  three  thousand  regular  troops. 
Three  or  four  men-of-war  are  coasting  around  the 
island,  with 

ORDERS  TO  BEGIN  A  BOMBARDMENT  AT  THE  FIRST  DE- 
MONSTRATION  ON   THE   PART   OF   THE    PEOPLE. 

Garibaldi  has  written  several  letters  to  the  Sicilians,  in 
which  he  avows  his  determination  of  not  suffering  that 
land  of  "Vespers  and  Revolutions"  to  be  trampled 
upon.  But  despite  his  bombastic  protestations,  the 
land  is  being  trampled  upon  withal,  by  thousands  of 
mounted  soldiers,  who  are  scouring  the  land  far  and 
wide,  and  arresting  everyone  on  whom  the  slightest 
suspicion  falls.  Conceal  it  as  they  may, 

THEY  CONTINUE   TO    USE    THE    TORTURE  IN  PRISON 

to  extort  confessions  from  their  victims.  The  iron 
beds,  the  thumb-screws  and  the  dead  sack  are  at  work. 
This  is  but  the  beginning.  When  the  law  shall  have 
received  the  royal  signature,  matters  will  take  another 
turn.  According  to  reports,  the  Government  will  not 
be  the  only  important  actor  in  the  scene.  The  local 
journals  of  Sicily  have  always  been  of  the  most  incendi- 
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ary  character.  The  importance  of  the  crisis  may  be 
best  estimated  when  we  say  that  they  are  doing  justice 
to  their  reputation  at  present. 

The  fears  of  the  Government  have  been  roused 
within  the  last  few  days  in  another  quarter.  A  formi- 
dable society  of  Mazziuians  has  been  discovered  iu 
Leghorn,  notwithstanding  the  general  suppression  of 
the  secret  societies,  proclaimed  last  year.  It  would 
seem  as  if  the  members  practised  some  form  of  vene- 
ration towards  the  departed  plotter,  for  a  number  of 
little  statues  of  him  were  found  collocated  in  niches, 
which  were  adorned  after  the  manner  of  shrines. 
These,  and  all  the  documents,  pamphlets,  etc.,  were 
sequestrated  by  the  authorities.  The  secretary  of 
the  society  is  in  prison.  The  president  had  already 
evaporated. 

THE    SACRED   CONGREGATION   OF   TJlE   INDEX 

condemned  in  a  recent  session  the  following  works, 
and  forbade  their  reading,  publication,  or  translation: 
"Essays  on  Psychology  and  Logic,"  "On  Nature," 
"Dante,  the  Poet  of  Thought,"  "An  Essay  on  the  Phi- 
losophy of  the  Spirit,  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul," 
by  the  Marchesa  Marianna  Waddington  Fiorenzi, 
published  in  Florence;  "The  Papacy  in  the  Time  of 
the  Empire,  from  Constantine  to  Justinian,  and  the 
Papacy  in  Our  Days,  with  Notes  on  the  Laws  of  May  13, 
and  June  1!),  1873,"  published  in  Rome;  "On  the  Prox- 
imate End  of  the  World:  a  Compendium  of  the  Work 
on  the  Last  Persecution  of  the  Church  and  on  the 
End  of  the  World,"  by  Don  Bernardino  Negroni,  a 
Regular  Priest  (alias  Father  Barnaba),  published  in 
Bologna,  1874;  "A  Treatise  on  Human  Morals,  Eman- 
cipated from  all  Dogmas  and  Prejudices,  Popular  Lec- 
tures For  those  who  read,  understand,  and  reason," 
by  Aurelio  Turcotti,  2  vols.,  published  in  Rome,  Turin, 
and  Florence  by  Loescher,  1875;  "  Die  Klosterlichen  Ge- 
nossenschaften  in  Bayern  und  die  Aufgabe  der  Reichs- 
gesetzegebung,"  Von  Diirrschmitd,  Nordingen,1875" — 
("  On  Religious  Congregations  in  Bavaria,  and  on 
Legislation  in  what  Concerns  Them");  "  Der  Kamph 
gegen  die  Deutschen  Theologen  und  Theologischen 
Fakultaeten  in  den  letzen  Zwanzig  Jahren,  etc.,"  Von 
Fricdrich)  Bern,  1875— ("On  the  War  Against  the  Ger- 
man Theologians  and  Theological  Faculties  for  the 
Last  Twenty  years);  "Le  raie  Preghiere,"  (My  Prayers) 
through  the  care  of  Pietro  Bignami,  a  priest  of  Milan 
— Milan,  1866.  The  author  submitted  and  condemned 
his  book  after  the  prohibition  issued  April  12,  1867, 
"IGesuiti  e  la  Repubblica  di  Venezia"  (The  Jesuits 
and  the  Republic  of  Venice),  documents,  etc., — pub- 
lished for  the  first  time  by  Giuseppe  Cappelleth,  a 
Venetian  priest.  "A  short  Course  of  the  History  of 
Venice  brought  down  to  our  own  times,  in  the  form 
of  popular  instructions,"  by  the  same  author.  After 
the  prohibition  of  July  14, 1873,  and  February  5, 1874, 
the  author  submitted  to  the  condemnation.  The  de- 
cree bears  the  date  of  July  2,  and  is  signed  by  his 
Eminence  Cardinal  de  Luca,  Prefect  of  the  Congre- 
gation. The  Church  has  always  been  a  liberal  patron- 
ess of  learning  and  the  publication  of  books.  But 
she  has  been  a  prudent  mother.  Liberality  without 
prudence  may  be  dangerous.  Perhaps  in  no  other 
particular  more  than  in  the  supervision  she  exercises 


over  the  publication  of  new  books  does  her  wisdom 
appear  as  an  especial  dowry  received  from  the  Holy 
Ghost.  She  may  be  accused  of  an  undue  interference 
in  this  matter.  But  the  mother  who  will  permit  her 
child  to  read  a  book  which  will  contaminate  his 
young  mind  loves  him  not.  But  we  know  that  our 
Mother  loves  us,  and  in  all  simplicity  we  say,  J-'in.t, 
Mater  Nvstra.  A.  E.  J. 


The  Catholic  Press, 

It  is  really  surprising  to  witness  the  wonderful  work 
that  is  being  clone  by  the  "  Catholic  Press  of  America." 
Its  mission,  so  grand  and  extensive,  certainly  presents 
a  field  for  real  good  that  is  almost  without  limit.  It 
penetrates  the  houses  of  the  great  and  the  wealthy, 
and  perhaps  by  some  strong  paragraph  brings  to  the 
mind  the  flash  of  light  that  changes  a  life  of  indolence 
to  a  career  replete  With  noble  acts.  It  soothes  the 
weary,  hard-worked  laborer,  and  we  know  of  no  picture 
so  beautiful  as  the  father  gathering  his  family  around 
him  and  imparting  the  news  of  the  world;  for,  after 
all,  a  newspaper  is  the  world  in  miniature.  Its  mis- 
sion is  God  and  country— God,  the  supreme  ruler,  the 
grand  conserver  of  the  world.  To  make  Him  known 
as  He  exists  among  His  creatures  can  be  and  is  done 
in  a  thousand  ways  by  the  Catholic  Press.  It  is  also 
a  teacher  of  morals,  and  the  examples  which  it  pre- 
sents certainly  bring  home  in  a  most  striking  manner 
that  a  man  will  reap  what  he  sows.  But  the  mission 
to  be  successfully  carried  out,  must  receive  ample 
support  from  the  Catholic  laymen.  It  puts  us  to 
shame  to  see  the  vast  number  of  indecent  prints  that 
are  displayed  on  our  streets,  and  indeed  sold  in  great 
numbers  to  the  old  and  the  young.  For  a  Catholic  to 
introduce  such  prints  into  his  home  is  simply  and 
truly  to  sow  a  seed  that  will  in  the  end  destroy  both 
soul  and  body. 

Again,  many  of  these  illustrated  papers  support 
themselves  by  pandering  to  bigotry  and  religious  ran- 
cor. Week  after  week  the  vilest  caricatures  of  the  ho- 
liest objectsof  our  religion  are  displayed.  Things  that 
are  or  ought  to  be  dearer  to  the  Catholic  than  his  life, 
are  held  up  to  the  gaping  crowd  as  objects  to  excite 
its  derision.  But,  worse  than  all,  these  papers  are 
bou«ht  by  Catholics,  are  read  by  their  children,  and 
thus  the  bad  work  goes  on.  We  appeal  to  the  common 
sense  of  the  Catholic  public  if  this  is  not  wholly  and 
inexcusably  wrong.  To  reward  a  man  for  destroying 
your  home,  your  life,  and  not  only  yours  but  the  souls 
of  your  children,  is  certainly,  to  use  a  mild  word,  hor- 
rible. This  is  precisely  what  the  Catholic  who  sup- 
ports such  papers  accomplishes.  Let  such  Catholics 
throw  their  influence  on  the  side  of  the  Catholic  press, 
aid  it  by  subscription,  by  clubs,  by  a  thousand  means 
that  cost  him  little  trouble,  and  certainly  the  papers 
will  then  become  what  they  are  striving  after — first- 
class  journals,  replete  with  lessons  that,  put  in  prac- 
tice, will  be  a  hundredfold  rewarded. 

Every  Catholic  household  should  have  its  paper. 
Look  among  the  number  and  make  jrour  choice.  We 
are  truly  not  selfish  in  these  remarks  ;  we  simply  wish 
to  see  the  Catholic  Press  prosper,  and  when  such  is 
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the  case  we  know  that  knowledge  is  spreading  among 
our  people,  and  the  future  looks  exceedingly  bright. 
To  every  reader  of  the  Hibernian  we  say,  make  tlie.se 
remarks  practical;  ask  your  friends  to  subscribe  for 
some  one  or  other  of  our  Catholic  papers. — Pittsburgh 
Hibernian. 


Catholic  Notes. 


It  is  now  admitted  that  Catholicity  is  making 

rapid  progress  in  China. 

There  are  eighty  Peers  and  Baronets  in  Great 

Britain  who  are  Catholics. 

Bishop  Gross's  new  Catholic  paper,  shortly  to  be 

established  in  Savannah,  is  to  be  called  the  Southern 
Cross. 

Miss  Anna  E.  Dickinson  will  include  "Father 

Mathew"  among  her  lecture  subjects  the  coming 
season. 

— -A.  solemn  Funeral  Mass  was  celebrated  at  the 
Vatican  on  July  7,  for  the  late  Emperor  Ferdinand  of 
Austria 

We  had  the  honor  and  pleasure  of  a  visit  from 

their  Lordships  the  Bishops  of  Fort  Wayne,  Ind.,  and 
Natchez,  Miss.,  recently. 

Bishop  Bourget,  the  oldest  Bishop  in  the  Domin- 
ion, celebrated  the  38th  anniversary  of  his  consecra- 
tion on  the  25th  of  last  month,  at  Montreal. 

The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Dupanloup,  of  Orleans, 

France,  has  written  to  Dublin,  stating  that  he  will 
visit  Ireland  to  attend  the  O'Connell  Centenary. 

At  a  meeting  recently  held  in  Dublin,  at  the  in- 
stance of  the  Lord  Mayor,  the  sum  of  £800  was  sub- 
scribed for  the  sufferers  by  the  floods  in  France. 

Rev.  Michael  B.  Brown,  C.  S.  C.,  delivered  a  very 

able  and  effective  lecture  on  temperance  at  St.  Ann's 
Church,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  one  evening  last  week. 

We  regret  not  to  have  received  from  the  au- 
thoress the  maunscript  of  "Tangled  Paths  "for  this 
week,  probably  on  account  of  illness.  We  hope  to  be 
able  to  continue  it  next  week. 

The  Passionist,  Father  Paul,  who  died  some  time 

ago  in  England,  was  a  nephew  of  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, and  was  known  previous  to  his  conversion  as  Hon. 
Charles  Reginald  Pakenham  of  the  Guards. 

We  learn  that  alarge  monastery  is  being  rapidly 

prepared  for  the  Jesuits  at  Cincinnati.  Two  hundred 
of  the  Fathers  of  this  Order,  expatriated  from  Ger- 
many, are  expected  in  that  city  at  an  early  date. 

The  designs  have  been  proposed  for  the  new 

church  of  Maynooth  College.  The  Feast  of  the  Dedi- 
cation of  the  Churches  of  Ireland,  Sunday,  Oct.  10th, 
has  been  fixed  for  the  solemn  ceremonial  of  laying  the 
foundation-stone. 

The  Cardinal-Archbishop  of  Westminster  and 

Archbishop  Bayley,  of  Baltimore,  the  Primate  of 
America,  are  expected  to  take  part  in  the  formal 
opening  of  St.  Lawrence's  Church,  Birkenhead,  on  the 
5th  of  September. — London  Register. 

Ills  Eminence  Cardinal  McCloskey,  on  Tuesday 

July  13th,  conferred  the  black  veil  of  the  Sisters  of 
Mercy  on  Miss  Margaret  Bennet,  who  will  hereafter 
be  known  as  Sister  Gertrude.  The  ceremonies  took 


place  in  the  Convent  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy,  New 
York. 

The  Catholics  of  Kimberly  (South  African  Dia- 
mond Fields)  intend  to  forward,  for  presentation  to  the 
Pope,  sixteen  picked  diamonds,  as  a  token  of  their  ven- 
eration and  esteem.  The  valuable  parcel  will  be  ac- 
companied with  an  address  expressive  of  their  deep 
attachment  to  His  Holiness  as  Head  of  the  Church. 

— ^Bishop  Foley  laid  the  corner-stone  of  a  new 
church  at  Roger's  Park,  near  Chicago,  last  week. 
The  land  on  which  the  church  is  built  and  the  church 
itself  is  the  generous  gift  of  Mr.  P.  L.  Touhy.  This 
structure  is  to  be  of  brick,  and  commodious  enough  to 
accommodate  a  large  congregation.  After  the  cere- 
monies were  concluded,  Bishop  Foley  preached  a  short 
but  effective  sermon. 

%    Raphael's  fine  picture  of  the  Deposition  from 

the  Cross,  one  of  the  gems  of  the  Borghese  Gallery, 
having  suffered  greatly  from  time  and  damp,  is  about 
to  be  restored  by  order  of  the  Prince,  its  owner.  It 
was  painted  when  Raphael  was  only  twenty-four  years 
of  age,  and  its  restoration  is  entrusted  to  a  committee 
of  native  and  foreign  artists  under  the  supervision  of 
the  Prince  himself. 

The  London  Telegraph,  no  great  friend  of  Catho- 
lics, says:  Attempts  to  found  an  undenominational 
system  of  education  have  utterly  broken  down,  and  it 
is  perfectly  useless  for  Parliament  to  bewail  that  fact 
any  longer."  It  is  not  Catholics  alone  but  enlightened 
Protestants  who  know  that  secular,  without  religious, 
education  is  worse  than  useless. 

Rev.  Joseph  Bradley,  formerly  a  clergyman   of 

the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church,  who  became  a  Cath- 
olic some  two  or  three  years  ago,  and  who,  after 
spending  a  short  time  in  the  Theological  Seminary  of 
St.  Charles  Borromeo,  near  Philadelphia,  went  to  Eng- 
land, was  recently  ordained  Subdeacon  by  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Bernard  O'Reilly,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Liverpool. 

The  Rothesay  correspondent  of  the  South  Wales 

Daily  News  states  that  Lady  Flora  Hastings  has  gone 
over  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  This  young  lady  is 
cousin  to  the  Marquis  of  Bute,  and  eldest  daughter  of 
the  recently  deceased  Countess  of  Loudoun.  She  is 
just  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and  has  been  spending 
the  winter  in  the  Isle  of  Bute,  where  her  guardian  the 
Marquis  of  Bute  and  Lady  Bute  have  been  residing. 

Rt.  Rev.  Dominic  Manucy,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Dulma 

in  partibus,  and  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Brownswille,  Texas, 
recently  visited  his  old  parishioners  in  Alabama.  He 
has,  by  this  time,  returned  to  his  vicariate.  The  New 
Orleans  Morning  Star  says  that  Bishop  Manucy  has 
already  in  the  small  space  of  four  months  travelled 
several  thousand  miles  on  horseback  and  in  stages, 
part  of  the  time  under  escort,  as  his  path  was  along  the 
Mexican  border,  and  confirmed  twenty-six  hundred 
persons. 

The  question  of  Cardinal  Manning's  precedence, 

says  the  Church  Herald  of  Wednesday,  was  indirectly 
settled  at  the  Prince  of  Wales'  garden  party,  last  week, 
when  her  majesty  the  Queen  was  present.  The  Prince 
of  Wales  advanced  to  meet  the  Cardinal  on  his  arrival 
cordially  shook  hands  with  him,  and  then  presented 
his  Eminence  to  his  royal  mother,  who  received  him 
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most  graciously,  and  conversed  with  him  for  awhile. 
His  Eminence  remained  within  the  royal  circle  for 
some  time,  a  privilege  accorded  only  to  those  of  the 
highest  rank. 

On  the  29th  of  June,  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  I 

of  Austria,  crowned  King  of  Hungary,  Bohemia,  and 
Loinbardy,  died  at  Prague  in  the  84th  year  of  his  age, 
after  a  lingering  illness.  He  was  the  last  Emperor  of 
Austria  who  possessed  these  three  crowns.  In  the 
whole  Austrian  monarchy,  and  those  countries  which 
in  happier  days  had  belonged  to  it,  there  is  not  a  noble 
or  charitable  establishment  of  which  the  Emperor 
Ferdinand  has  not  been  the  promoter  and  the  protec- 
tor. The  population  of  Austria  surnamed  him  Ferdi- 
nand the  Kind.  He  had,  nevertheless,  a  great  many 
enemies  who  hated  him  for  being  a  faithful  servant  to 
God's'Church,  a  truly  Catholic  monarch.  He  was  the 
representative  of  a  period  of  interior  welfare  and  exte- 
rior splendor,  which  has  now  disappeared.  In  1848  he 
gave  up  his  crown  in  favor  of  his  nephew,  the  present 
Emperor  Francis  Joseph  (who  is  the  heir  of  his  for- 
tunes and  estates),  and  retired  to  Prague,  where  he  lived 
a  quiet,  pious  life,  taking  part  in  good  works,  in  which 
the  Empress  Marie  Ann  Pia,  who  survives  him,  fer- 
vently joined.— Boston  Pilot. 

According  to  the  East  Indian  Catholic  Directory 

there  are  at  present  1,210,671  Catholics  in  India.  In 
1864  there  were  990,456;  in  1869  1,064,813;  in  1873, 
1,116,780;  in  1874, 1,178,788  and  in  1875, 1,210,671.  The 
difference  between  1864  and  1875,  eleven  years,  is 
220,215.  To  these  ought  he  added  the  248,388  Chris- 
tians belonging  to  the  Portuguese  settlement  of  Goa, 
and  we  have  1,456,059.  This  gives  an  average  of  20,000 
conversions  per  annum.  From  1864  to  1875  there  were 
8,535  conversions  in  the  vicariate  of  Pondichery.  There 
are  twenty-three  vicariates  in  India,  but  it  seems,  says 
the  Missions  Catfioliques,  almost  impossible  to  discover 
the  exact  number  of  converts  made  in  each  year.  The 
same  paper  mentions  also  kthe  fact  that  in  various 
parts  of  India  there  are  to  be  found  numerous  families 
of  native  Christians  who  have  been  deprived  of  pastors 
since  the  days  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  but  who  are  still 
faithful  to  their  Church  and  creed.  The  number  of 
Catholics  in  India  has  been  within  the  past  years  con- 
siderably diminished  by  the  increase  of  emigration  to 
America,  the  Isle  of  Bourbon*and  to  the  West  Indies, 
for  the  emigrants  are  usually  Christians.  In  1868 
Father  St.  Cyr  declared  that  over  10,000  Catholics  left 
India  from  1868  to  1870.  In  British  India  there  are  950 
priests,  210,671  adult  Catholics,  and  46,261  school 
children.  In  Goa,  or  Portuguese  India,  there  are 
245,388  Catholics,  with  522  priests. 

The  Passamaquoddy  Tribe  of  the  Etchimin  Na- 
tion in  Maine,  have  just  closed  their  exercises  of  the 
Jubilee.  They  commenced  late,  because  many  of  them 
had  not  yet  returned  from  the  winter  hunting  ground, 
and  spring  trap-setting.  All — men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren—prepared  themselves  by  approaching  to  the 
Sacrament  of  Confession.  For  fifteen  days,  at  the 
ringing  of  the  church  bell,  they  assembled  at  the 
school-house,  where  they  formed  in  procession.  The 
tribe  having  not  yet  elected  the  new  Governor,  the 
old  Governor,  Francis,  being  dead  many  months  ago, 


the  senior  officer  amongst  them  headed  the  procession, 
carrying  a  large  cross  and  crucifix.  Singing  the  Lit- 
any of  the  Saints  and  some  Penitential  Hymns  in  the 
Indian  language  they  visited  their  church  of  St.  Anne, 
where  they  recited  in  common  some  prayers  in  their 
own  language.  They  performed  the  four  daily  visits 
by  surrounding  the  church  four  times  in  procession 
and  four  times  re-entering  it,  always  singing  and  pray- 
ing in  common,  and  four  times  returning  to  the 
school-house,  where  they  disbanded.  In  their  proces- 
sion they  were  also  joined  by  several  white  families  liv- 
ing near  Pleasant  Point.  After  fifteen  days  they  ap- 
proached again  the  Sacrament  of  Confession,  and  all, 
except  the  small  children,  received  the  Communion 
at  a  Solemn  High  Mass  sung  in  Indian  language. 
— Catholic  Review. 

The  Catholics  of  France  have  gained  a  great 

triumph  in  the  emancipation  of  education  from  the 
Infidel  University  of  Paris.  The  Assembly,  in  spite  of 
great  opposition  from  the  Radicals,  has  passed,  by  not 
an  inconsiderable  majority,  the  University  Education 
Bill.  The  Radicals  oppose  the  change  because  they 
believe  that  the  Catholic  clergy,  who  are  singularly 
successful  in  the  art  of  imparting  instruction,  will 
compete  successfully  with  the  Government  schools 
or  "faculties,"  and  that  the  result  will  be  the  gradual 
spread  of  Catholicism  throughout  the  country.  The 
enlightened  Liberals  support  the  Bill  on  the  other 
hand  on  two  grounds  chiefly:  first,  because  owing  to 
the  monopoly  the  teaching  of  the  University  has 
fallen  to  a  very  low  standard,  and  that  nothing  short 
of  competition  can  infuse  life  and  vitality  into  it; 
secondly,  because  it  is  neither  fair  nor  rational  for 
Liberals  who  insist  on  the  absolute  freedom  of  wri- 
ting, printing  and  publishing,  to  enforce  restrictions 
only  in  the  matter  of  higher  education.  During  the 
debate  on  the  third  reading  a  clause  has  been  inserted 
into  the  Bill  which  modifies  in  an  important  degree 
the  existing  civil  law  of  France.  According  to  the 
civil  law  introduced  by  the  Revolution,  mortmain 
property  is  illegal — for  instance,  conventual  establish- 
ments cannot  inherit — but  educational  establishments 
can,  by  special  authorizations,  accept  legacies,  but  if 
they  should  cease  to  have  an  educational  character, 
then  they  have  to  be  wound  up,  and  these  legacies 
are  to  be  returned  to  donors  or  their  heirs,  and  in  de- 
fault of  these  to  be  handed  over  to  the  State.  An 
amendment  moved  by  M.  Lucien  Brun,  the  leader  of 
the  Catholic  Legitimist  party  in  the  House,  has  prac- 
tically done  away  with  this  provision,  and  providing 
a  religious  corporation  opens  an  university;  it  will 
have  the  power  of  inheriting  and  accumulating  prop- 
erty unconditionally.  This  amendment,  which  was 
carried  by  the  narrow  majority  of  seven,  has  caused  in- 
tense excitement  in  the  Liberal  camp,  and  is  consid- 
ered as  a  repeal  in  favor  of  the  Catholic  Church  of  the 
Revolution  law  passed  in  1783  or  1790.—  Westminster 
Gazette. 


IN  the  sixteenth  century  it  is  said  that  an  Italian 
monk,  named  Peter  Almanus,  wrote  the  Acts  of 
the  Apostles  and  the  Gospel  of  St.  John  within 
the  circumference  of  a  farthing. 
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New   Publications. 

The  third  volume,  for  March,  of  Fr.  Wen- 

inger's  Lives  of  the  Saints  has  just  been  published 
by  Mr.  O'Shea,  of  New  York.  It  has  a  beautiful 
frontispiece,  The  Agony  in  the  Garden,  and  is 
uniform  with  the  parts  already  issued.  Price 
$1.00  each.  Let  every  Catholic  family  possess 
this  beautiful  series  of  Lives. 

The  Ccecilia  comes  to  hand  earlier  than 

usual  this  month,  in  order  to  give  the  members  of 
the  Caecilia  Society  full  particulars  in  regard  to 
the  Second  General  Assembly  to  be  held  in  Day- 
ton, Ohio,  on  the  17th,  18th  and  19th  of  August. 
We  hope  there  will  be  a  large  attendance  on  the 
occasion,  as  these  Assemblies  do  a  great  deal  to- 
wards removing  the  prejudices  against  liturgical 
Church  Music.  The  supplement  contains  an  0 
Salutaris,  Magnificat,  and  Salve  Reyina. 


Obituary. 

REV.  JOHX.  J.  M'CAFFERY. 

The  Herald  of  the  25th  inst.  had  the  following 

obituary:  Last  Thursday  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
students  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Theological  Seminary 
of  Troy,  the  Rev.  John  J.  McCaffery,  died  at  the  resi- 
dence of  his  afflicted  parents  at  Clifton,  Staten  Island. 
He  was  born  in  the  year  1850,  and  at  an  early  age 
manifested  a  disposition  far  more  thoughtful  than  is 
usually  shown  by  young  persons,  and  a  love  of  retire- 
ment increased  with  years,  until  at  last  he  decided 
"upon  a  religious  education  and  the  study  lor  the 
priesthood.  He  then  entered  the  Jesuit  College  of 
St.  Francis  Xavicr  in  Sixteenth  Street,  where  he  com- 
menced his  classical  course.  His  collegiate  career 
was  subsequently  completed  at  the  Niagara  College, 
under  the  charge  of  the  Lazarist  Fathers.  From  there 
he  went  to  the  Troy  Seminary  in  1872,  and  commenced 
the  regular  preparatory  course  of  theological  studies 
necessary  to  fit  him  for  the  duties  of  the  life  he  was 
about  to  enter.  He  was  ordained  subdcacon  at  Troy 
on  the  22ud  of  last  May,  and  had  returned  home, 
for  the  vacation,  when  his  premature  death  occurred, 
cutting  him  off  in  the  midst  of  his  promising  career 
and  causing  lasting  grief  to  his  parents  as  well 
as  great  disappointment  and  regret  to  all  who  knew 
him.  To-morrow  there  will  be  general  mourning 
among  the  Catholics  of  Clifton,  when  a  Solemn 
Requiem  Mass  will  be  celebrated  in  St.  Mary's  Church 
for  the  repose  of  the  young  cleric's  soul,  after  which 
the  remains  will  be  borne  to  St.  Mary's  Cemetery, 
where  the  interment  will  be  accompanied  with  all  the 
ceremonies  of  the  Church. 

Mr.  McCaffery  was  of  the  most  kindly  disposition, 
a  sincere,  zealous  student,  and  most  highly  esteemed 
by  his  college  mates  as  an  honorable  gentleman. 
He  was  always  a  hard  student,  laboring  strenuously  to 
master  the  difficult  studies  which  ecclesiastical  as- 


pirants have  to  encounter.  Rarely,  even  in  the  ranks 
of  young  men  destined  for  future  labor,  is  there  found 
one  so  simply  and  entirely  free  from  worldly  taint  as 
was  the  deceased  young  gentleman. 


CARDINAL  MATHIEU. 

The  Holy  Father  has  been  greatly  afflicted  by  the  in- 
telligence just  received  of  the  death  of  his  Eminence 
Cardinal  Mathieu,  Archbishop  of  Besancon,  one  of  the 
five  French  Cardinals.  His  Eminence,  who  had  reached 
the  advanced  age  of  80,  was  born  in  Paris,  where  his 
father  enjoyed  a  considerable  reputation  in  the  mer- 
cantile world.  Monsignor  Mathieu  was,  in  1830,  Cure 
of  la  Madaleine,  where  he  became  celebrated  for  his 
vigorous  but,  unfortunately,  unavailing  efforts  to  re- 
concile to  the  Church  the  Abbe  Gregoire,  the  famous 
author  of  the  "  Civil  Constitution  of  the  Clergy."  In 
1833  the  Cure"  was  made  Bishop  of  Langres,  and,  in  the 
year  following,  Archbishop  of  Besancon,  which  em- 
inent position  he  has  held,  with  honor,  for  more  than 
forty  years.  During  the  whole  period  of  the  last  Em- 
pire he  had  a  seat  in  the  Senate.  At  the  Consistory  of 
1850  Monsignor  Mathieu  was  raised  to  the  dignity  of 
the  purple,  by  the  title  of  S.  Sylvester  in  capite.  Hav- 
ing read  aloud  from  the  pulpit,  notwithstanding  the 
orders  of  the  Government,  the  Pope's  encyclical  con- 
demning what  was  being  done  in  Italy  to  the  detri- 
ment of  the  rights  of  the  Holy  See,  Cardinal  Mathieu 
had  to  answer  before  the  Council  of  State  for  this  act. 
It  was  to  Cardinal  Mathieu  that  Proudhom  addressed 
his  famous  book  on  "Justice  in  the  Revolution  and  in 
the  Church."  The  Union  Franche  Comtoise  gives  some 
interesting  particulars  of  the  illness  of  the  venerable 
Cardinal.  "The  eminent  Prelate  sleeps  neither  day 
nor  night.  It  is  believed  that  he  is  suffering  from 
heart-disease,  and  last  week  the  Abbe  Perrin,  his  Vicar- 
General,  felt  it  to  be  his  duty  to  apprize  the  Cardinal  of 
his  dangerous  state.  Mgr.  Mathieu  received  the  inti- 
mation with  the  serenity  of  one  to  whom  the  thought  of 
death  is  familiar.  He  at  once  desired  to  have  the  last 
Sacraments  administered  to  him,  and  prepared  himself 
to  receive  them.  The  ceremony  took  place  after  the 
Vespers  of  the  Chapter.  All  the  priests  who  were  in 
the  town  were  invited  to  be  present.  Very  early  on  the 
morning  of  that  day,  the  last  day  of  June,  the  venerable 
prelate  had  been  able  to  celebrate  Mass  in  his  chapel. 
Towards  four  o'clock  the  procession  which  accom- 
panied the  Blessed  Sacrament  set  forward.  It  was 
composed  of  the  professors  and  scholars  of  the  college, 
of  all  the  cures  and  priests  of  the  city,  the  directors  of 
the  seminary,  the  canons  of  the  metropolis,  and  the 
vicars  general.  The  dying  Cardinal,  habited  in  his 
scarlet  cassock,  with  the  surplice  and  stole,  and  hold- 
ing a  wax  taper  in  his  hand,  supported  by  the  Abbe 
Bourgoin,  metropolitan  canon,  advanced  to  meet  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  at  the  door  of  the  apartment.  Not 
being  able  to  kneel,  he  bowed  profoundly,  saying,  with 
most  felicitous  application  of  the  words,  "  Et  unde  hoc 
mihi,  Domine,  ut  vcnias  ad  me."  (Whence  is  it  to  me 
O  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  come  unto  me !)  The  Car- 
dinal then  returned  to  his  chamber,  preceding  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  with  the  lighted  taper  in  his  hand. 
Kneeling  upon  a  prie-dieu  prepared  for  him,  his  Em- 
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inence  listened  with  emotion  to  a  short  'Address  from 
the  Vicar-General,  while  many  of  those  present  were 
moved  to  tears.  Then  resting  for  awhile  in  his  jaut- 
euil,  Cardinal  Mathieu,  having  declared  that  he  par- 
doned all  those  who  might  have  offended  him,  received 
the  Sacrament  of  Extreme  Unction,  still  seated  in  the 
armchair,  and  tht-n  again  knelt  down  to  receive  .Holy 
Viaticum.  His  Eminence  afterwards  reconducted  the 
Ciborium  with  all  respect  to  the  door  of  his  apartment. 
Cardinal  Mathieu  peacefully  expired  on  the  9th  inst. 
— London  Week?//  Register. 


"It  is  therefore  a  holy  and  wholesome  thought  to  pray 
for  the  dead,  that  they  may  be  loosed  from  their  sins." 
—2  Mach.,  xii,  46. 

Among  the  ceremonies  and  practices  of  the  Catholic 
Church  that  appeal  to  the  reason  and  touch  the  heart 
of  every  right-minded  person, some  of  the  Hiost  affect- 
ing are  those  in  which  the  charity  of  God,  acting 
through  the  instrumentality  of  His  Church,  stretches 
a  helping  hand  to  the  suffering  souls  in  Purgatory. 
While  around  us  we  see  so  much  forgctfnlness  of  the 
dead  on  the  part  of  those  who  are  bound  to  them  by  ev- 
ery tie  of  gratitude,  the  Church  never  forgets,  but  prays 
without  ceasing  for  the  souls  of  her  departed  children ; 
she  is  not  only  a  mother  to  them  while  combatting  on 
earth,  but  uses  every  means  in  her  power  to  assuage 
the  pains  and  heal  the  wounds  they  have  received  in 
the  conflict.  She  implores  the  suffrages  of  the  living  in 
their  behalf  and  incorporates  prayers  for  their  relief 
among  her  solemn  offices  every  day,  and  sets  apart  one 
especial  day  in  the  year  in  which  all  those  offices,  all 
those  prayers  are  offered  for  the  dead,  namely,  that  fol- 
lowing  the  Feast  of  All  Saints,  and  so  justly  called  "All 
Souls'  Day."  And  yet,  after  giving  her  children  such 
an  example,  and  imploring  them  to  aid  their  parents, 
relations,  benefactors  and  friends,  who  may  be 
satisfying  in  the  flames  of  Purgatory  the  justice 
of  an  offended  God,  how  comparatively  few  avail 
themselves  of  the  means  so  readily  at  their  com" 
mand,  of  having  the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  for  them  ! 
Many  consoling  instances  are  given  us  of  the  devotion 
of  the  living  to  the  suffering  souls  in  Purgatory,  yet 
how  far  is  it  from  being  as  general  as  it  should  be! 

We  have  been  led  to  these  reflections  by  an  incident 
lately  Drought  to  our  notice.  A  church  was  draped 
in  black  preparatory  to  an  anniversary  Mass  for  an  es- 
timable young  man,  EDWARD  DUNBAR,  who  came  to  a 
premature  death  a  year  ago,  by  drowning,  in  a  heroic  but 
unavailing  attempt  to  save  the  life  of  a  fellow-being; 
the  afflicted  parents  not  only  had  a  Solemn  Mass 
of  Requiem  offered  for  him  at  the  time  of  burial,  but 
also  made  arrangements  by  which  a  High  Mass  would 
be  offered  once  a  year  and  a  low  Mass  every  month, 
thus  affording  a  beautiful  example  of  parental  love 
and  Christian  charity  well  worthy  of  imitation  in 
an  age  in  which  duty  to  the  dead  limits  itself  to  a  few 
conventional  proprieties.  Requicscant  inpaec. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  14TH   TO  THE  21ST    OF  JCLV. 

One  hundred  and  thirteen  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  ten  new  members 
have  been  enrolled;  prayers  for  recovery  of  health 


have  been  requested  by  ninety-two  sick  persons;  con" 
version  has  been  asked  for  forty-two  persons  and  six 
families;  special  favors,  both  spiritual  and  temporal, 
have  been  solicited  for  forty-three  individuals,  six  fam- 
ilies and  three  religious  communities.  (Among  these, 
several  persons  desiring  to  enter  the  religious  state> 
others  wanting  situations  and  resources,  are  particu- 
larly recommended.) 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived :  "  Some  time  ago  I  sent  a  petition  to  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  the  return  to  his  duties  of  a 
young  married  man  who  had  been  raised  piously. 
Please  return  thanksgiving:  for  his  sister,  a  religious, 
for  whom  I  sent  the  petition,  informs  me  that  he  has 
received  the  Sacraments  with  great  happiness;  his 
health  has  improved,  and  he  has  now  a  good  situation. 
Our  dear  Mother  gives  us  more  than  we  ask."  .... 
"  Many  thanks  to  our  Blessed  Mother  and  to  your 
Reverence  for  sending  the  blessed  water.  My  head- 
ache has  ceased  since  I  used  the  water,  and  I  slept 
soundly  ever  since.  I  gave  a  little  of  the  blessed  wa- 
ter to  a  girl  who  had  pains  in  her  ears.  The  pains 
ceased,  and  she  has  not  complained  since."  ....  "I 
come  to  you  as  to  an  old  friend.  I  got  a  bottle  of  the 
miraculous  water  last  winter,  and  indeed  I  think  it 
saved  my  life.  I  was  sick  a  long  time,  but  am  nearly 
well  now.  One  of  my  children  was  low  with  pleuro- 
pneumonia;  we  thought  she  must  die.  Being  unable 
myself  to  rise,  I  told  my  children  to  take  the  blessed 
water  and  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  on  the  side 
where  the  child  suffered  the  severe  pain.  She  could 
not  breathe  without  great  agony.  The  children  did 
so,  and  the  pains  left  immediately.  The  girl  got  up 
next  morning,  dressed,  and  has  never  felt  the  pain 
since." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  persons: 
THOMAS  ARMSTRONG,  of  Chicago,  111.,  who  died  on  the 
6th  day  of  July;  Tnos.  JOSEPH  CRAIG,  of  Springfield, 
Mass.,  who  died  after  a  short  illness,  fortified  by  the 
Sacraments  of  the  Church,  on  the  llth  of  July,  in  the 
21st  year  of  his  age;  SAMUEL  BARTLE,  Miss  SUSAXXA 
BARTLE,  MRS.  CORDELIA  ARIXOURA  and  SAMUEL  BAR- 
TLE, Jr.,  of  Alexandria,  Va. ;  PHILIP  A.  SHAW,  who  died 
at  his  residence  near  Flat  River,  Mo.,  on  the  14th  of 
July.  He  became  a  convert  to  our  holy  religion  three 
weeks  before  his  death;  Miss  MART  COLLINS,  who 
died  lately  in  Ireland,  in  the  83rd  year  of  her  age  ;  MRS- 
FOLLIS  of  Chicopee,  Mass.,  who  died  July  10th,  fortified 
by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church;  MRS  BRIDGET  Roos 
who  died  at  Omaha,  Neb.,  a  year  ago  ;  JAMES  WHELAX, 
MRS.  HAXORAH  WHELAN,  MARY  CARMODT,  ELIZABETH 
MUDD,  MART  CONNOLLT,  Jonx  COXXOLLT,  JAMES 
CONNOLLY,  and  B.  HAT,  all  of  whom  died  some  years 
ago,  but  who  are  recommended  at  the  request  of  a 
friend.  AARON  W.  STOCKTOX,  of  Baltimore,  Md.,  who 
departed  this  life  July  6th,  aged  58  years;  LEVI  GOUL- 
DEX,  of  Adams  Co.,  Pa.,  who  departed  this  life  July  10th. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.S.C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  "L.  S.  H. 
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Cecily's  Trial;  or  the  Secret. 


By  the  Authoress  of  "Tyborne,"  "Our  Lady's  Jas- 
mine," Holiday  Tales,"  etc.,  etc. 

When  Cecily  woke,  the  sun  was  shining  brightly 
into  her  room,  and  the  little  birds  on  the  trees  in 
the  garden  were  singing  and  chirping  merrily. 
"  It  must  be  getting  late,"  said  Cecily,  jumping  up. 

Now  I  am  sorry  to  say  when  we  go  to  bed  in  a 
bad  humor  we  often  wake  up  in  one,  and  this  was 
Cecily's  case.  She  half  opened  her  door,  and 
called  out  in  no  very  pleasant  tone:  "Bridget,! 
want  to  be  dressed  directly!  please  come  di- 
rectly ! "  But  no  Bridget  came,  though  she  called 
again  and  again.  This  made  Cecily  still  crosser. 
She  did  not  like  waiting,  and  began  to  put  on  her 
clothes  as  well  as  she  could,  getting  the  strings 
into  knots  and  pulling  off  the  buttons  in  her  liaste. 
While  thus  engaged,  she  thought  she  heard  a 
good  deal  of  noise  in  the  room  just  over  her  head, 
which  was  one  of  the  attics,  and  not  often  vised. 
It  sounded  as  if  some  one  was  moving  heavy 
pieces  of  furniture  about,  and  there  were  voices 
surely, — her  mother's,  Bridget's,  Frank's, — it  was 
very  odd,  she  thought! 

Just  then  in  came  Bridget  herself.  "What!  up 
already,  miss,  darling!"  she  cried,  as  if  surprised. 
"Sure  and  it's  early  you  are,  this  morning!  " 

"  What  were  you  and  mamma  and  Frank  doing 
upstairs?"  then  asked  Cecily,  sharply, — "moving 
things  about  at  this  time  in  the  morning?" 

"Sure  and  it's  wonderful  sense  you  have,  clear! 
It's  just  moving  things  that  we  were!"  answered 
Bridget,  iniperturbably. 

Bridget  certainly  looked  a  little  odd  this  morn- 
ing,— flushed  and  excited,  Cecily  thought.  She 
screwed  up  her  mouth,  and  hardly  heeded  any 
more  of  the  little  girl's  remarks,  but  applied  her- 
self diligently  to  finish  dressing  her.  This  done, 
she  dismissed  Cecily  with  a  kiss,  telling  her  to  run 
downstairs  to  play. 

Cecily  did  not  run;  she  walked  down  very 
slowly,  but  before  -she  had  reached  the  bottom 
stair  a  strange  gentleman,  wrapped  in  a  dark  cloak, 
coming  down  evidently  from  the  top  of  the  house, 
passed  her,  and  then  stopped.  He  turned,  and, 
putting  his  hand  on  her  head,  drew  her  towards 
him.  Though  he  was  a  stranger,  he  looked  such 
a  kind  old  man  that  Cecily  could  not  be  frightened. 

"And  who  are  you,  my  child?"  he  asked,  in  a 
friendly  voice. 

"  Cecily  Lawford,  sir,"  said  Cecily,  drawing  up 


her  head,  as  she  had  been  taught  to  do  when  speak- 
ing  to  anyone. 

"Why,  one  of  my  good  friend  George  Law- 
ford's  little  ones,  of  course!  I  did  not  know  he 
had  a  daughter.  Well,  I  must  find  you  a  parting 
present — a  little  remembrance  which  will  make 
you  think  of  me  when  you  use  it," — and  the  old 
gentleman  began  to  feel  in  his  pocket. 

Just  then  Mrs.  Lawford  came  downstairs  as  far 
as  Cecily  was  standing.  She  seemed  quite  flurried 
about  something,  and  spoke  in  a  hurried,  anxious 
tone:  "What!  you  there,  Cecily!  Go  into  the 
parlor  directly,  child.  Oh,  my  dear  sir!"  she  con- 
tinued, turning  to  the  stranger,  "  pray,  pray  do  not 
remain  longer.  You  do  not  know  how  late  it  is 
growing!" 

"  One  moment,  my  good  madame,"  said  the  old 
gentleman, — only  one  moment.  Here, — I  have 
found  it,  my  child.  Take  it,  with  my  farewell 
blessing.  The  beads  are  made  of  cedar  brought 
from  the  Holy  Land,  and  set  in  silver  by  a  Roman 
workman."  He  slipped  what  Cecily  thought  was 
a  necklace  into  her  little  hand,  and  was  gone. 

"Oh,  mamma!"  what  a  beautiful  necklace, 
cried  Cecily,  overjoyed. 

But  she  was  much  surprised  and  vexed  when 
Mrs.  Lawford  took  it  from  her,  hastily  saying — as 
if  displeased — "You  are  too  young  to  know  the 
value  of  this,  Cecily.  I  shall  lock  it  up  till  you 
are  bigger;  and  why  did  you  not  go  downstairs 
at  once  when  Bridget  told  you,  instead  of  loiter- 
ing about  here  ?  " 

Cecily,  as  you  may  fancy,  was  now  quite  put 
out,  and  hardly  spoke  a  word  all  breakfast-time 
to  any  of  them.  At  last  she  ventured  to  say  to 
her  father,  whose  particular  pet  she  was  consid- 
ered to  be:  "Papa,  a  strange  gentleman  I  met  on 
the  stairs  just  now  gave  me  such  a  beautiful 
necklace ;  but  mamma  said  I  must  not  have  it  till 
I  am  older ;  but  do  ask  her  to  let  me  keep  it  my- 
self, even  if  I  do  not  put  it  on." 

"A.  necklace,  dear,  was  it  ? "  said  Mr.  Lawford, 
surprised;  then  catching  sight  of  his  wife's  face, 
continued:  "No,  Cecily;  it  is  not  a  necklace  ex- 
actly, but  something  very  precious  and  holy.  You 
must  indeed  take  care  of  it,  both  for  its  own  sake 
and  the  sake  of  the  giver,  who  is  one  of  the  best  of 
priests,  and — " 

"Hush,  my  dear!  Cecily  was  not  to  know!" 
interposed  Mrs.  Lawford;  "we  settled  that  yes- 
terday." 

"Well,  well,"  went  on  Mr.  Lawford,  "it  cannot 
matter  much  now,  and  Cecily  will  value  her  present 
all  the  more  for  knowing  the  name  of  the  giver." 

"A  priest!  O  papa!  "  cried  Cecily. 

"Yes,  a  priest — an  excellent,  devoted  priest;  we 
all  ought  to  be  grateful  to  him,  for  this  very  morn- 
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ing  he  has  brought  a  blessing  on  us  and  on  our 
house,  offering  up,  as  he  has  done,  notwithstanding 
the  risk,  the  Holy  Mass,  of  which  we  have  been 
deprived  so  long." 

Cecily's  eyes  filled  with  tears — not  wholly  of  an- 
ger, but  of  sorrow  at  being  excluded  from  the  privi- 
lege the  rest  of  the  family  had  enjoyed,  though 
she  was  too  little  instructed  to  understand  entirely 
what  she  had  missed.  Just  then  a  tap  at  the  door 
was  heard,  and  a  servant  entered  to  say  Mr.  Law- 
ford  was  wanted  in  the  counting-house.  He  got 
up  and  went  directly,  telling  Frank  to  follow  him, 
and  Cecily  and  her  mother  were  left  alone. 

"Now  recollect,  Cissy,"  said  Mrs.  Lawford 
sharply :  "  not  a  word  of  this  to  anyone ;  no  talk 
ing  even  about  the  necklace,  mind !  You  don't  de. 
serve  such  a  beautiful  present  at  all,  so  sulky  as 
you  have  been  all  breakfast-time,  hardly  opening 
your  lips  to  anyone;  but  perhaps  that  is  better 
than  chattering  as  you  generally  do.  Go  and  take 
a  run  in  the  garden,  and  I  hope  the  wind  will  blow 
all  that  naughty  temper  away." 

Mrs.  Lawford  very  seldom  scolded  Cecily,  but 
she  was  much  vexed  that  morning  to  find  after  all 
her  clever  plans  the  child  had  learned  the  secret 
she  had  been  so  anxious  to  hide  from  her. 

Cecily's  sorrowful  mood  did  not  last  long;  but 
she  still  felt  cross  and  dissatisfied,  and  could  not 
play  as  merrily  as  usual.  At  the  end  of  perhaps  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  she  heard  some  one  calling 
her  name.  She  looked  up  and  saw  little  Fanny 
Hardman,  her  opposite  neighbor,  and  the  only 
child  of  a  rich  jeweller,  coming  towards  her  with 
outstretched  arms. 

"  Cecily,  mamma  said  I  might  come  and  play 
with  you !  "  she  cried ;  "  and  Mrs.  Lawford  says  I 
may  stay  as  long  as  I  like;  but  we  are  to  play 
here  and  not  in  the  house,  because  she  is  busy." 

Fanny's  dress  did  not  look  very  suitable  for 
garden  games  certainly.  She  wore  a  rich  brocade, 
such  as  old  ladies  wear  nowadays,  looped  up  over 
a  sky-blue  skirt  to  show  a  delicate  pair  of  peach- 
colored  satin  shoes,  with  such  high  heels  she  could 
hardly  walk  in  them.  But  her  foolish  parents 
thought  nothing  too  good  for  their  darling,  and 
gave  her  whatever  she  asked  for,  however  unsuit- 
able it  might  be.  She  wjas  never  allowed  to  stir  out 
without  a  black  servant  behind  her,  for  it  was  then 
considered  a  mark  of  wealth  or  fashion  to  have  a 
negro  servant ; .  and  in  short  she  ran  a  chance  of 
growing  up  as  thoroughly  spoilt  and  selfish  a  girl 
as  any  in  all  London. 

Cecily  was  very  much  pleased,  however,  to  have 
a  companion;  and  when  black  Caesar  had  retired, 
the  two  children  began  to  amuse  themselves  di- 
rectly. They  tried  several  different  games,  and 
at  last  both  were  so  hot,  and  Fanny's  skirt  so 


torn,  that  they  stopped  playing  and  commenced 
walking  up  and  down  the  broad  gravel-walk,  and 
watching  the  barges  and  boats  that  made  the 
river  look  so  gay  and  busy.  If  truth  must  be 
told,  their  conversation  was  not  of  the  wisest :  they 
agreed  in  cordially  detesting  spelling  and  the  mul- 
tiplication table,  and  in  their  love  of  holidays, 
new  frocks  and  dancing;  from  dancing,  Fanny 
got  to  the  Lord  Mayor's  ball,  where  her  mother 
had  lately  been,  and  described  the  dress  she  wore 
on  the  occasion  with  the  utmost  minuteness,  and 
how  she  longed  to  be  old  enough  to  visit  too,  and 
wear  patches  and  a  long  train ;  then  she  began  to 
boast  of  the  gold  chain  her  father  had  promised 
her  on  her  next  birthday,  and  counted  on  her 
fingers  all  the  trinkets  she  possessed  already. 
Here  foolish  little  Cecily,  who  did  not  like  to  be 
outdone  by  anyone,  forgot  her  mother's  caution, 
and  called  out  suddenly : 

"  No,  Fanny :  I  am  sure  you  have  not  such  a 
beautiful  necklace  as  my  new  one.  It  is  made  of 
sweet-scented  beads,  all  set  in  silver;  and  the 
kind,  strange  gentleman  who  gave  it  me  this 
morning,  as  he  went  away,  said  it  came  from  the 
Holy  Land,  where  our  Lord  was  born,  you  know." 

"Oh,  show  it  me!"  cried  Fanny,  "and  I  will 
make  papa  get  me  one  like  it — that  is,  if  it  is  as 
pretty  as  you  say." 

"No,  you  cannot  see  it,"  said  Cecily.  My 
mother  has  locked  it  up ;  besides,  she  said  I  was 
not  to  tell  anyone  about  it." 

"  For  fear  they  should  get  one  like  it,  I  suppose !" 
said  Fanny,  with  an  angry  sneer.  "  Well,  you  need 
not  be  so  disagreeable,  Cecily.  I  don't  much 
care  about  seeing  it,  for  I  don't  believe  you  have 
a  new  necklace  at  all;  or  it  is  only  some  ugly, 
rubbishy  thing." 

"That  means  that  I  tell  stories  !"  said  Cecily, 
getting  very  red.  "  Why  shouldn't  I  have  a  beau- 
tiful necklace  as  well  as  you?" 

"  Because  you  can't — that's  why !  your  father  is 
not  as  rich  as  mine,  I  know.  Papa  has  chests 
full  of  gold,  and  silver  and  jewels  as  big  as  the 
plums  in  our  garden  at  Hampstead!"  cried 
Fanny,  rudely. 

"  I  don't  care  for  you  or  your  papa  either," 
said  Cecily,  drawing  herself  up;  "and  I  don't 
want  to  hear  about  your  fine  things.  I  have 
plenty  of  my  own !  "  and  she  walked  away  to  the 
further  end  of  the  walk;  upon  which  Fanny, 
quite  in  a  passion,  and  without  waiting  for  Cavsar 
to  fetch  her,  ran  through  the  garden  and  across 
the  street  into  her  mother's  parlor. 

(TO  BE   CONTINUED.) 


HE  that  stealeth  anything  from  his  father  or 
from  his  mother,  and  salth  "  This  is  no  sin,"  is  the 
father  of  a  murderer. — Scripture. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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THE  ASSUMPTION. 

Mary's  Destiny  a  Type  of  Ours. 

FATHER  BAKER. 

To-day  is  the  Assumption  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary.  To-day  she  entered  into  the  enjoyment  of 
heaven.  The  trials  and  troubles  of  life  are  over. 
The  time  of  banishment  is  ended.  She  closes  her 
eyes  on  this  world,  and  opens  them  to  the  vision  of 
God.  She  is  exalted  to-day  above  the  choirs  of 
angels,  to  the  heavenly  kingdom,  and  takes  her  seat 
at  the  right  hand  of  her  Son.  I  do  not  mean  to 
attempt  any  description  of  her  glory  in  heaven. 
I  am  sure  whatever  I  could  say  would  fall  far  short, 
not  only  of  the  reality,  but  of  your  own  glowing 
thoughts  about  her.  Who  is  there  that  needs  to 
be  told  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  splendid  in  sanc- 
tity, dazzling  in  beauty,  and  exalted  in  power  ? 
But,  my  brethren,  it  is  possible  to  contemplate  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in  such  a  way  as  to  put  her  at  too 
great  a  distance  from  us.  It  is  possible  to  conceive 
of  her  glory  in  heaven  as  flowing  entirely  from  her 
dignity  as  Mother  of  God,  and  therefore  to  suppose 
it  altogether  unattainable  by  us;  and,  as  a  conse- 
quence of  this,  to  regard  her  with  feelings  full  of 
admiration  indeed,  but  almost  as  deficient  in  sym- 
pathy as  if  she  were  of  another  nature  from  us. 
Now,  this  is  to  rob  ourselves  of  so  ennobling 
and  encouraging  a  part  of  our  privilege  as  Chris- 
tians, and  at  the  same  time  to  take  away  from  our 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  an  element  so  useful 
and  important,  that  I  have  determined,  on  this  her 
glorious  Feast,  to  remind  you  that  our  destiny  and 
the  destiny  of  Mary  are  substantially  the  same. 

And  the  first  proof  I  offer  of  this  is,  that  the  glory 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  heaven  is  not  owing  to 
her  character  as  Mother  of  God,  but  to  her  corre- 
spondence to  grace — to  her  good  works — to  her 
love  of  God,  in  a  word,  to  her  fidelity  asa  Christian. 


This  is  certain,  for  it  is  the  Catholic  doctrine  that 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  like  every  other  saint,  gained 
heaven  only  as  the  reward  of  merit.  Now,  she 
could  not  merit  it  by  becoming  the  Mother  of  God. 
Her  being  the  Mother  of  God  is  indeed  a  most 
august  dignity,  but  there  is  no  merit  in  it.  It  is  a 
dignity  conferred  on  her  by  the  absolute  decree  of 
God,  just  as  He  resolved  to  confer  angelic  nature 
on  angels,  or  human  nature  on  men.  It  is  no  doubt 
a  great  happiness  and  glory  for  us  to  be  men,  and 
not  brutes,  but  there  is  no  merit  in  it ;  so  there  is 
honor  but  no  merit  in  the  Blessed  Virgin's  being 
the  Mother  of  God.  Now,  if  she  did  not  merit 
heaven  by  becoming  the  Mother  of  God,  how  did 
she  merit  it  ?  for  it  is  of  faith  that  heaven  is  the 
reward  of  merit.  I  answer,  by  her  life  on  earth. 
It  was  not  as  the  Mother  of  God  that  she  won 
heaven,  bat  as  Mary,  the  daughter  of  Joachim,  the 
wife  of  Joseph,  the  Mother  of  Jesus.  It  is  impos- 
sible to  read  the  Gospels  without  seeing  how  careful 
our  Lord  was  to  make  us  understand  this.  He  seems 
to  have  been  afraid,  all  along,  that  the  splendor  of 
that  character  of  Mother  of  God  would  eclipse  the 
woman  and  the  saint.  Thus,  once  when  He  was 
preaching,  a  woman  in  the  crowd,  hearing  His 
words  of  wisdom,  and,  perhaps,  piercing  the  veil 
of  His  humanity,  and  thinking  what  a  blessed  thing 
it  must  be  to  be  the  mother  of  such  a  Son,  ex- 
claimed :  "Blessed  is  Hie  womb  that  bore  Thee  and  the 
paps  that  gave  Thee  suck,"  *  but  He  answered  im- 
mediately: "  Yea  rather,  blessed  are  they  who  hear 
the  tJford  of  God  and  keep  it."  No  one  doubts  that 
the  Blessed  Virgin  did  hear  the  word  of  God,  and 
keep  it.  So  our  Lord's  words  are  as  much  as  to 
say :  "  You  praise  My  Mother  for  being  My  Mother ; 
what  I  praise  her  for  is  her  sanctity."  In  the 
same  way,  when  they  came  to  Him  on  another  oc- 
casion, when  there  was  a  great  throng  about  Him, 
and  said, "  Behold,  thy  mother  and  thy  brethren  stand 


*  St.  Luke,  xi,  27. 
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without,  seeking  thee"  He  answered,  "  Who  is  my 
mother  ?  and  who  are  my  brethren  ?  And  stretching 
forth  his  hand  towards  his  disciples,  he  said:  Behold 
my  mother  and  my  brethren.  For  whosoever  shall  do 
the  will  of  my  Father  icho  is  in  heaven,  he  is  my 
brother,  and  sister,  and  mother.*"  External  advan- 
tages, however  great,  even  to  be  related  to  the  Son 
of  God,  are  as  nothing  in  His  sight,  compared  to 
that  in  which  all  may  have  a  part — obedience  to 
His  Father's  will.  Perhaps,  also,  this  is  the  explana- 
tion of  His  language  at  the  marriage  of  Cana  in  Gal- 
ilee. When  the  wine  failed,  and  His  Mother  came  to 
Him  and  asked  Him  to  exert  his  Divine  power  to 
supply  the  want,  He  said:  "  Woman,  what  hast 
thou  to  do  with  me  f  My  time  is  not  yet  come."\  He 
does  not  allow  her  request  on  the  score  of  her  ma- 
ternal authority,  but  what  He  refuses  on  this  ground 
He  grants  to  her  virtue  and  holiness,  for  He  imme- 
diately proceeds  to  perform  the  miracle  she  asked 
for,  though,  as  He  said,  His  time  was  not  yet  come. 
So,  too,  on  the  Cross  He  commends  the  Blessed 
Virgin  to  St.  John's  care,  not  under  the  high  title 
of  Mother,  but  the  lowly  one  of  woman.  "  Woman, 
behold  thy  son."];.  Now,  why  was  this  ?  Did  not 
our  Lord  love  His  Mother  ?  Was  He  not  disposed 
to  be  obedient  to  her  as  His  Mother?  Certainly; 
but  it  was  for  our  sakes  He  spoke  thus.  In  private, 
at  Nazareth,  we  are  told,  He  was  "  subject  to  her," 
but  on  these  great  public  occasions,  when  crowds 
were  gathered  around  Him  to  hear  Him  preach, 
when  He  hung  on  the  Cross,  and  a  world  was 
looking  on,  He  put  out  of  view  her  maternal  gran- 
deur, in  compassion  to  us,  lest  there  should  be  too 
great  a  distance  between  her  and  us,  and  we  should 
lose  the  force  of  her  example.  He  wished  us  to 
understand  that  Mary,  high  as  she  was,  was  a 
woman,  and  in  the  same  order  of  grace  and  provi- 
dence with  us.  We  might  have  said:  "  Oh,  the 
Blessed  Virgin  obtains  what  she  asks  for  on  easy 
terms.  She  has  but  to  ask,  and  it  is  done.  She 
enters  heaven  as  the  son  of  a  nobleman  comes  into 
his  father's  estate,  by  the  mere  title  of  blood  and 
lineage."  But  no :  our  Saviour  says :  "  To  sit  on  my 
right  hand  is  not  mine  to  give  you,  but  to  them  for 
whom  it  is  prepared  by  my  Father. "%  It  is  not  a 
matter  of  favor  and  arbitrary  appointment;  not 
even  My  Mother  gains  her  glory  in  that  way.  She 
must  comply  with  the  terms  on  which  My  Father 
promises  heaven  to  men,  and  therefore  the  Church 
applies  to  her  words  spoken  of  another  Mary: 
"  Mary  hath  clwsen  tJie  best  part:  therefore  it  shall 
not  be  taken  away  from  her"  Oil,  blessed  truth  ! 
Mary  is  one  of  us.  Her  destiny,  high  as  it  is,  is  a 


*  St.  Matt.,  xii,  48.       f  St.  John,  ii,  4  (Archbishop 
Kenrick's  translation). 
t  St.  John,  xix,  26.  §  St.  Matt.,  xx,  33. 


human  destiny.  And  she  reached  it  in  a  human 
fashion.  She  built  that  splendid  throne  of  hers  in 
heaven  with  care  and  labor  while  she  was  on  the 
earth.  She  laid  the  foundation  of  it  in  childhood, 
when  her  feet  trod  the  Temple  aisles.  She  reared 
its  pillars  when,  with  faith,  purity,  and  obedience 
unequalled,  she  received  the  message  of  the  arch- 
angel. And  her  daily  life  at  Bethlehem,  Egypt  and 
Nazareth,  her  holy,  loving  ways  with  Joseph  and 
with  Jesus,  her  perfect  fulfilment  of  God's  law, 
her  interior  fervent  acts  of  prayer,  covered  it  with 
gold  and  ivory. 

Then,  when  the  blind  world  was  going  on  its 
way  of  folly;  while  one  King  Herod  was  deluging 
villages  in  blood,  and  another  steeping  his  soul  in 
the  guilt  of  incest,  and  of  the  blood  of  the  Son  of 
God;  while  the  multitude  were  doubting,  and 
Scribes  and  Pharisees  disputing  about  Christ,  the 
lowly  Jewish  maiden,  with  no  other  secret  but 
love  and  prayer,  was  preparing  for  herself  that 
bright  mansion  in  heaven  wherein  she  now  dwells, 
rejoicing  eternally  with  her  Son.  Oh,  happy 
news !  One,  at  least,  of  our  race  has  perfectly  ful- 
filled her  destiny.  Here  we  can  gain  some  idea 
of  what  God  created  us  for.  Here  is  the  destiny 
that  awaits  man  when  original  sin  does  not  mar 
it;  when  co-operation  with  grace  and  unswerving 
perseverance  secure  it.  The  Jews  were  proud  of 
Judith.  They  said:  "Thou  art  the  glory  of  Jeru- 
salem; thou  art  the  joy  of  Israel;  thou  art  the  Jwnor 
of  our  people."  So  we  may  say  of  Mary :  "  O 
Mary,  thou  art  the  pride  of  our  race.  In  thee  the 
design  of  God  in  our  creation  has  been  perfectly 
attained.  In  thee  the  redemption  of  Christ  has 
had  its  perfect  fruit.  Mankind  conceives  new 
hopes  from  thy  success."  Christ,  indeed,  has  en- 
tered into  glory ;  but  Christ  was  God.  Mary  is 
purely  human,  and  Mary  has  succeeded."  Why 
tarry  we  here  in  the  bondage  of  Egypt?  Mary 
has  crossed  the  Red  Sea,  and  has  taken  a  timbrel 
in  her  hand  and  sings  her  tnanksgiving  unto  God. 
True  it  is  that  she  is  fleet  of  foot,  and  we  are  all 
halt  and  weak;  but  even  she  needed  the  grace  of 
God,  and  the  same  grace  is  offered  to  us,  that  we 
may  run  and  not  faint.  Listen  to  her  song  of  tri- 
umph. She  does  not  set  herself  above  us,  but 
claims  kindred  with  us,  and  bids  us  hope  for  the 
same  grace  which  she  has  received.  "  J/y  soul 
doth  magnify  the  Lord,  for  lie  hatli  exalted  the  hum- 
ble, and  hath  filled  tlie  hungry  with  good  things. 
And  his  mercy  is  from  generation  to  generation  to 
them  thai  fear  him." 

Another  proof  that  the  destiny  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  is  substantially  the  same  with  ours,  is  the 
fact  that  the  same  expressions  are  used  to  describe 
her  glory  and  ours.  Sometimes  those  who  are  not 
Catholics,  when  they  hear  what  high  words  we 
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use  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  are  scandalized;  but 
we  use  almost  no  words  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  that 
may  not,  in  their  measure,  be  applied  to  other 
saints.  It  is  true  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  has 
some  gifts  and  graces  in  which  she  stands  alone — 
as  her  character  of  Mother  of  God,  and  her  Im- 
maculate Conception — but,  as  I  said  before,  these 
are  dignities  and  ornaments  conferred  on  her,  and 
are  not  the  source  of  her  essential  happiness  in 
heaven.  In  other  respects  her  glory  is  shared  by 
all  the  saints.  Thus,  Mary  is  called  "  Queen  of 
Heaven";  but  are  not  all  the  Blessed  called  in 
Holy  Scripture,  "kings  and  priests  unto  God"  ?* 
Is  she  said  to  sit  at  the  "  King's  right  hand  "  ?  and 
are  not  we  too  promised  a  plac.e  at  His  right 
hand,  and  to  "sit  on  the  throne"  ?\  Is  she  called 
the  "Morning  Star"?  and  does  not  St.  Paul, 
speaking  of  all  the  saints,  say,  "  star  differethfrom 
star  in  glory  "?\  Is  she  called  a  "Mediatrix  of 
Prayer  "  ?  and  is  it  not  said  of  every  just  man,  that 
his  "  continual  prayer  availeth  much"?%  Is  she 
called  the  "  Spouse  of  God  "  ?  and  does  not  the  Al- 
mighty, addressing  every  faithful  soul,  say,  "  My 
love,  my  dove,  my  undefiled'"  ?  \\  Is  she  called  the 
"  Daughter  of  the  Most  High  "  ?  and  are  not  we  too 
called  the  "sons  of  God"?^  The  glory  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  then,  differs  from  that  of  the  other 
saints  in  degree,  but  not  in  kind.  She  is  not  sep- 
.arated  from  them,  but  is  one  of  them.  She  goes 
before  them.  She  is  the  most  perfect  of  them. 
But  she  is  one  of  them.  And  for  this  reason,  the 
glory  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  gives  us  the  best  con- 
ception of  the  magnificence  of  our  destiny.  When 
a  botanist  wishes  to  describe  a  flower,  he  selects 
the  most  perfect  specimen.  When  an  anatomist 
draws  a  model  of  the  human  frame,  he  makes  it 
faultless.  So  we,  to  gain  the  truest  idea  of  our 
destiny,  must  lift  up  our  eyes  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin on  her  heavenly  throne,  and  say:  "Oh!  my 
soul,  see  for  what  thou  art  created."  Think  of 
this,  my  brethren,  as  often  as  you  kneel  before 
her  image,  or  meditate  on  her  greatness.  You 
cannot  be  what  she  is,  but  you  can  be  like  her. 
She  is  a  creature  like  you.  She  is  a  human  being 
like  you.  She  is  a  Christian  like  you.  And  her 
joy,  her  beauty,  her  glory,  her  wealth,  her  knowl- 
edge, her  power — nay,  even  the  mighty  efficacy  of 
her  intercession — are  only  what,  in  their  measure, 
God  offers  to  you.  "  Glory,  honor  and  peace  to  EV- 
ERY ONE  that  worketh  good;  for  tJiere  is  no  respect 
of  persons  with  God."  ** 

If  these  things  be  so,  what  greatness  it  gives  to 
human  life.  Perhaps,  if  you  had  lived  in  the  times 
of  the  Blsssed  Virgin  Mary,  you  would  never  have 

*  Apoc.,  i,  6.        t  Apoc.,  iii,  21.        \  1  Cor.,  xv,  41. 
§  St.  James,  v,  16.    1  Cant.,  v,  2.    J  1  St.  John,  iii,  2. 
**  Rom.,  ii,  10. 


noticed  her;  or  if  you  had  known  her  by  sight, 
what  would  she  have  seemed  to  you  but  a  little 
Jewish  girl,  lowly  and  retiring  in  her  manners 
and  appearance?  or  later  in  life,  a  poor  young 
woman  thrust  away,  with  her  husband,  from  a 
crowded  inn,  or  fleeing  by  night  with  an  infant 
child?  or,  still,  later,  the  mother  of  a  condemned 
malefactor,  watching  his  sufferings  in  the  crowd? 
Herod  did  not  know  her,  and  the  nobles  of  Jeru- 
salem were  ignorant  of  her.  She  was  not  one  of 
the  friends  of  the  queen's  dancing  daughters. 
Even  the  rustics  of  the  village  of  Bethlehem  looked 
down  on  her.  She  carried  no  servants  about  with 
her,  and  had  no  palace  to  live  in.  But  Faith  tells 
us  of  angel  visits,  of  union  with  God,  of  heavenly 
goodness,  and  an  immortal  crown.  So,  in  like 
manner,  how  our  life  becomes  grand  and  dignified 
when  it  is  lighted  up  by  faith !  You  know  there 
are  porcelain  pictures,  which  in  the  hand  are 
rough  and  unmeaning,  but  held  up  to  the  light  te- 
veal  the  most  beautiful  scenes  and  figures ;  so  our 
common,  ordinary  life,  rough  and  unmeaning  as 
it  often  seems,  when  enlightened  by  faith  becomes 
all  divine.  There  is  a  little  girl  who  learns  her 
lessons  and  obeys  her  parents,  and  tells  the  truth, 
and  shuns  everything  that  is  wicked;  why,  as  that 
little  girl  kneels  down  to  pray,  I  see  a  bright  an- 
gel draw  near  to  her,  and  he  smiles  on  her  and 
says:  "Hail!  Blessed  art  thou:  t7te  Lord  is  with 
thee."  That  young  man  who,  by  a  sincere  conver- 
sion, has  thrown  off  the  slavery  of  sin,  and  re- 
gained once  more  the  grace  of  God — what  is  his 
heart  but  another  cave  of  Bethlehem,  in  which 
Christ  is  born,  and  around  which  angels  sing: 
"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest;  on  earth  peace  to  men 
of  good  will."  That  Christian  family  where  daily 
prayers  are  offered,  and  instruction  and  good  ex- 
ample are  given,  and  mutual  fidelity  is  observed 
between  the  members — what  is  it  but  the  Holy 
House  of  Nazareth  ? — the  Home  of  Jesus  ?  Yes, 
good  Christians,  do  not  be  cast  down  because  you 
are  poor,  or  because  you  suffer,  or  because  your 
opportunities  of  doing  good  are  limited;  live  the 
life  of  a  Christian,  and  you  are  living  Mary's  life 
on  earth.  We  have  not,  indeed,  Mary's  perfect 
sinlessness,  but  we  have  the  graces  of  baptism  by 
which  we  may  vanquish  Sin.  We  have  not,  as 
she  had,  the  visible  presence  of  our  Lord,  but  we 
have  Him  invisibly  in  our  hearts,  and  sacramen- 
tally  in  the  Holy  Communion.  We  are  not  "  full 
of  grace,"  as  she  was,  but  we  have  grace  without 
limit  promised  to  us  in  answer  to  prayer.  Let  us 
assert  the  privileges  of  our  birthright.  We  be- 
long to  the  new  creation.  Angels  claim  kin- 
dred with  us.  God  is  our  father.  Heaven  is 
our  home.  We  are  the  children  of  the  saints, 
— yes,  of  her  who  is  the  greatest  of  the  saints. 
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Let  us  follow  her  footsteps,  that  one  clay  we  may 
come  to  our  Assumption,  the  glory  of  which  sur- 
passed even  the  power  of  St.  John  to  utter.  "Dearly 
beloved,  we  are  now  tfte  sons  of  God,  and  it  hath  not 
yet  appeared  what  we  shall  be.  We  know  that  when 
He  shall  appear  we  sJiall  be  like  Him,  because  we 
shall  see  Him  as  He  is."  * 

Everj'thing  depends  ou  our  co-operating  with 
grace.  How  did  the  Blessed  Virgin  arrive  at  such 
glory?  By  corresponding  to  every  grace.  See 
her  at  her  Annunciation.  The  angel  comes  and 
tells  her  of  the  grace  God  has  prepared  for  her. 
If  she  had  not  believed,  if  she  had  not  assented, 
what  would  have  come  of  it?  Why,  she  would 
have  lost  for  all  eternity  the  glory  attached  to  that 
grace.  But  she  did  not  refuse.  She  was  ready  for 
the  grace  when  it  was  offered.  She  said :  "  Fiat," 
"  Be  it  done  to  me  according  to  thy  word."  Oh,  how 
much  hung  on  that  Fiat!  an  eternal  glory  in 
heaven.  So  it  is  with  us.  There  are  moments  in 
our  lives  big  with  the  issues  of  our  future.  God's 
purposes  concerning  the  soul  have  a  certain  order. 
He  gives  one  grace ;  if  we  correspond  to  that  He 
gives  another;  if  we  do  not  correspond,  we  lose 
that  dependent  on  it;  sometimes  we  lose  our  salva- 
tion altogether.  This  is  the  key  of  your  destiny — 
fidelity  to  grace.  You  have  an  inspiration  from 
God.  He  speaks  to  your  soul.  Oh,  listen  to  Him, 
and  obey  Him!  To  one  He  says:  "  Abandon,  O 
sinner,  your  evil  life,  and  turn  to  Me  with  all  your 
heart."  "  Now  is  tJie  accepted  time,  now  is  the  day 
of  salvation."  To  another,  who  is  already  in  His 
grace,  He  sends  inspirations  to  a  more  perfect  life, 
a  life  of  higher  prayer  and  more  uninterrupted 
recollection.  Another,  by  the  sweet  attractions  of 
His  grace,  He  draws  away  from  home  and  kin- 
dred to  serve  him  as  a  Sister  of  Charity  by  the  bed 
of  suffering;  or  as  a  nun,  to  live  with  Him  in  still- 
ness and  contemplation;  or  as  a  priest,  to  win 
souls  for  heaven.  Oh!  speak  the  word  that  Mary 
spoke:  "Be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  thy  word." 
Are  you  in  sin  ?  Convert  without  delay.  Are  you 
leading  a  tepid,  imperfect  life?  Gird  your  loins 
to  watchfulness  and  prayer.  Do  you  feel  in  your- 
selves a  vocation  to  a  religious  or  sacerdotal  life  ? 
Rise  up  and  obey  without  delay.  To-morrow  may 
be  too  late.  The  grace  may  be  forfeited  forever. 
Why  stand  we  all  the  day  idle  ?  Heaven  is  filling 
up.  Each  generation  sends  a  new  company  to  the 
heavenly  host.  Time  is  going.  The  great  busi- 
ness of  life  remains  unaccomplished.  By  our 
baptism  we  have  been  made  children  of  God  and 
heirs  of  heaven.  Labor  we,  therefore,  to  enter  into 
that  rest.  Mary,  dear  Mother,  lift  up  thy  voice  for 
us  in  heaven,  that  we,  following  thy  footsteps,  may 
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one  day  share  thy  glory,  and  with  thee  praise  for- 
ever God  the  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost.   Amen. 


At  the  Threshold  of  Heaven, 


It  cometh  in  the  summer  flush,  and  glory  of  the  year, 
But  in  the  restful  pause  and  hush,  ere  harvest  draweth 

near, 
When  in  the  fields,  through  fervid   days,  the  tender 

wheat  grows  white, 
And  grapes  are  purpling  in  the  rays  of  August  sun- 

shine  bright; 
While  duly,  with  each  coming  morn,  for  Sacrifice 

Divine, 
To  mystic  life  is  Christ  new-born,  in  sacred  Bread  and 

Wine. 
And  day  by  day  in  Mary's  heart  He  finds  yet  sweeter 

rest, 
And  she,  while  longing  to  depart,  waits  meekly  His 

behest; 
And  blesses  God,  with  sweetest  praise,  for  ripening 

field, 
And  promise  for  the  coming  days  the  vineyard  clusters 

yield. 

Seed-time  and  harvest— o'er  and  o'er— the  weary  years 

have  passed, 
And  she  hath  questioned  oft  before :  "  My  God,  is  this 

the  last  ?" 
But  passing  years  have  had  no  power  to  leave  one 

marring  trace, 
More  marvellous  beauty  with  each  hour  irradiates  her 

face, 
Made  luminous,  and  yet  more  brig-ht,  as  in  her  sinless 

soul 
Love,  with  extatic  power  and  might,  asserts  supreme 

control; 
From  morn  to  morn  her  heart  hath  been  its  fairest, 

dearest  shrine; 
Soon  shall  she  be  its  crowned  Queen,  and  reign  by 

right  divine. 

Day  after  day  before  her  stands  the  loved  one  of  the 

Lord, 
And  held  in  his  anointed  hands  she  sees  the  Incarnate 

Word, 
And  hears  him  utter,  low  and  clear,  with  awe  in  every 

tone, 
Yet  even  more  of  love  than  fear, u  Mother,  behold  thy 

Son!" 
How  light  the  veil  that  hides  His  face  from  Mary's 

faith  and  love ! 
How  wondrous  is  the  strength  and  grace  that  lifts  her 

soul  above, 
Beyond  archangel's  loftiest  flight— beyond  a  seraph's 

thought — 
To  regions   of   supernal  light  by  that  pure  vision 

brought. 

Yet  still — (as  when  in  long  gone  days  she  bore  her  God 

within, 
And  yearned  to  look  upon  His  face,  by  mortal  eyes 

ne'er  seen, — 
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The  little  face  che  knew  would  Boon  be  raised  in  fond 
caress, 

To  meet,  as  love's  adoring  boon,  the  kiss  her  soft  lips 
press) — 

Her  mother's  heart  craves  to  behold,  unveiled  unto 
her  gaze 

Its  glories,  tongue  hath  never  told,  in  the  full  God- 
head's blaze; 

And  pines,  untrammelled  by  the  ties  of  mortal  sight 
and  sense, 

To  higher  heights  of  love  to  rise,  and  vision  more 
intense. 

At  last  thete  Comes  a  summer  eve  when,  with  teolian 

thrill, 
Angelic  hymni?ig  seems  to  cleave  the  air  so  hushed 

and  still, 

But  quivers  into  silence  then,  as  if  it  feared  to  tell 
A  heavenly  secret  unto   men. — Anon,  with   gladder 

swell, 
It  sweeps  heaven's  vault,  and  echoing  far,  in  distant 

mui'murs  die's, 
As  whispering  it  to  each  bright  star,  in  all  the  listening 

skies  ; 

Rising  and  falling  yet  again,  till  with  the  joyous  morn, 
It  soars  in  full  triumphant  strain,  to  infinity  botne. 

With  fo?ded  hands  upon  her  breast,  the  Lord's  dear 

Mother  lay; 
In  holiest  peace  and  calmest  rest  she  waiteth  for  the 

day; 

From  earth's  far  bounds — from  every  land — their  pil- 
grim footsteps  drawn, 
Around  her  kneel  the  Apostolic  band,  and  watch  the 

golden  dawn ; 
Intent  in  soui,  they  kneeling  wait,  within  that  silent 

room, 
For  through  the  opening  Eastern  gate  they  know  their 

Lord  will  come; 
But  yet  they  see  Him  not,  the  while  they  know  when 

He  is  there, 
By  Mary's  bright  extatic  smile,  and  radiance  in  the  air. 

They  might  not  see  by  that  pierc<5d  Hand  the  shining 

Host  upborne 
But,  "Come,  beloved,"  in  whisper  bland,  floats  on  the 

placid  morn; — 
And  on  her  peaceful  face  they  saw  a  wondrous  likeness 

come 
To  that  dead  Face  so  long  before  hid  in  a  rock-hewed 

tomb; 
Then  radiance  faded  from  the  air,  and  hymning  died 

away, — 
They  stood  in  desolation  there,  in  blank  hard  light  of 

day; 

As  erst  they  stood  on  Olivet,  and  gazed  upon  the  place 
(But  now  more  sad  and  desolate) — that  kept  their 

Lord's  last  trace. 

They  laid  her  in  a  garden  tomb,  and  watched  the  hal- 
lowed cell 

Three  days;  the  third,  in  twilight's  gloom  a  trance 
upon  them  fell; 

They  saw  no  white  wings  fluttering  near — then  their 
dulled  ears  again 


Angelic,  joyful   psalmings   hear,  and  heaven-harps' 

thrilling  strain, — 
But  faint  and  far.    With  lilies  strewn,  the  empty  tomb 

they  found, 
And  silver  flecked  bycres'cent  moon  asphodels  grew 

around, 
As  though  celestial  glory's  light  a  pure  refulgence 

cast, 
To  make  the  very  tomb  seem  bright,  whence  she  to 

heaven  passed. 

B.  V.  R. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  BORSEY. 

CHAPTER  X, 

Sj'bil's  prodigal  beaevolence  depleted  her  purse, 
leaving  her  only  twenty  dollars  to  expend  for  Christ- 
mas-gifts, enough  "  for  remembrance,"  but  insuffi- 
cient for  the  purchase  of  costly  trifles.  Mrs. 
Orundy  would  certainly  have  chidden  had  she 
heard  of  it,  as  the  disciples  did  Mary  Magdalen  for 
pouring  costly  unguents  on  the  feet  of  Jesus, — 
'  waste,'  they  called  it,  of  precious  things,  the  price 
of  which  it  had  been  better  to  distribute  among 
the  poor.  Theirs  was  wisdom  according  to  the 
narrow  ways  of  men;  and  knowing,  yet  not  fully 
comprehending  their  Lord^s  humility,  they  be- 
lieved that  He  would  rebuke  her  for  her  prodigal 
extravagance.  But,  oa  the  contrary,  He  declared 
that  "the  woman  had  wrought  a  good  work  upon 
Him,  which  should  be  told  for  a  memory  of 
her  through  all  time  wherever  the  Gospel  was 
preached." 

The  very  thought  of  sending  a  rich  chalice  to 
the  altar  at  "  Holy  Cross"  had  afforded  Sybil  the 
highest  degree  of  happiness  that  she  had  ever 
experienced,  for  would  not  her  gift  be  consecrated 
and  made  holy  by  the  Divine  and  mystic  rite  by 
which  the  "  fruit  of  the  vine"  would  be  transformed 
into  the  Precious  Blood  that  had  throbbed  ia  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus!  would  it  not  be  held  up 
in  the  hands  of  the  priest  in  view  of  the  dear 
Sisterhood  and  her  old  school-companions,  its 
splendor  and  costliness  made  more  inestimable  by 
its  sacramental  use ;  and  would  they  not  all  whisper 
a  prayer  for  her  both  at  the  Offertory  and  at  the 
supreme  moment  of  the  Elevation !  What  dearer 
memorial  could  she  have  desired  ?  id  what  more 
sacred  remembrance  could  she  have  hoped  to  be 
held? 

Sybil  was  not  in  the  least  conscious  of  it,  but 
there  was  just  the  least  taint  of  self-seeking  in 
her  thoughts  about  the  chalice ;  it  would,  as  you 
see,  not  only  have  satisfied  a  pious  sentiment,  but 
also  her  natural  affection,  inasmuch  as  it  would 
keep  her  in  the  minds  of  her  friends  whenever 
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they  assisted  at  the  Holy  Mystery  of  the  Altar. 

But  our  Lord  has  His  own  ways  of  being  served ; 
this  time  it  was  in  the  binding  together  of  a 
wounded  heart,  giving  food  to  the  starving,  health 
to  the  sick,  hope  to  the  despairing,  and  shelter  to 
the  homeless,  instead  of  accepting  a  costly  golden 
chalice  for  His  holy  place.  What  the  girl  had 
done  in  blind  obedience  to  her  inspiration  was 
to  Him  like  the  ministry  of  angels  in  Gethsemani : 
it  was  pouring  precious  unguents  upon  His  feet, 
for  that  which  is  done  unto  the  least  of  His  suffer- 
ing creatures  He  holds  as  being  done  unto  Him- 
self. 

These  thoughts  did  not  come  into  Sybil's  mind, 
as  here  denned,  although  the  true  animus  was 
there :  her  heart  had  been  touched  by  the  stranger's 
sad  story,  to  which  she  had  been  an  involuntary 
listener,  and  she  had  given  her  money  from  an  im- 
pulse of  humanity  and  womanly  pity;  it  was  true 
that  she  had  sacrificed  a  fond  -wish  in  so  doing, 
but  there  was  no  self-gratulation  in  her  mind  over 
it,  no  desire  to  be  commended  for  her  generosity; 
what  she  did  had  been  done  in  secret,  and  she  only 
hoped  that  no  one  would  find  her  out,  or  speak  to 
her  about  it:  but  the  simplicity  of  her  humility 
did  not  rob  her,  all  the  same,  of  the  quiet  joy,  un- 
tainted by  the  slightest  regret,  -which  like  a  sweet 
reward,  followed  the  act. 

She  had  gone  home  before  her  aunt  returned 
from  her  errand  of  mercy  the  night  before,  but  ran 
in  the  next  morning,  bright  and  blooming,  going 
straight  to  the  breakfast-room,  where  she  was  sure 
of  finding  her  busied  in  washing  up  china  and 
glass,  freeing  spoons  and  forks  from  egg-stains  and 
the  defacements  of  acids — which  her  lads,  fond  of 
vinegar  and  pickles,  generally  left  upon  them — 
besides  giving  her  attention  at  the  same  time  to 
other  duties.  John  had  told  Sybil,  one  day,  that 
his  mother  had  a  passion  for  blowing  soap-bubbles, 
but  being  now  past  the  age  for  indulging  in  such 
undignified  amusements  she  had  taken  to  dabbling 
in  soap-suds  to  make  believe  that  the  goblets  and 
other  cut-glass  things  were  bubbles.  But  John 
was  always  sarcastic  when  he  wanted  his  mother 
particularly,  and  saw  her  busied  about  matters 
that  Uncle  Tom  could  have  done  as  well  as  herself. 
But  it  made  no  difference :  washing  up  her  china, 
glass  and  silver  being  reckoned  by  Mrs.  Waite 
among  her  domestic  duties. 

At  the  moment  Sybil  came  in,  Mrs.  Waite  hap- 
pened to  be  quite  alone, — the  usual  conference 
with  the  servants  being  over,  and  orders  for  the  day 
issued ;  but  she  was  nearly  up  to  her  elbows  in  a 
bamboo  pail  of  frothing,  glistening  soap-suds. 

"You  see  how  it  is,  darling:  both  hands  wet!" 
she  said,  as  Sybil  kissed  her. 

"That  is  better  than  a  hand-shake;  but  oh,  I 


am  so  happy,  aunt  Waite;  you  can't  guess  what 
has  happened! "  she  exclaimed. 

"No,  indeed,  I  cannot.  What  has  happened 
out  of  the  common,  to  make  your  face  sparkle  all 
over  like  that?" 

"Who  do  you  think  walked  here  with  me  this 
morning?" 

"  One  of  my  boys  ?  " 

"  No  indeed.  It  was  papa,  his  very  self!  and 
he  seemed  to  like  it.'r 

"  How  did  it  happen  ?  for  he  is  always  in  such 
a  hurry  to  get  to  the  bank  that  he  scarcely  allows 
himself  time  to  eat  his  breakfast?" 

"  Well,  you  know  that  I  take  breakfast  every 
day  with  papa  now;  and  this  morning,  when  he 
left  the  table,  I  ran  upstairs  to  get  my  things  on  to 
come  here;  and  when  I  come  down,  there  he  was, 
waiting  in  the  hall.  I  thought  he  had  gone  away 
as  usual,  and  was  surprised  at  finding  him  there; 
but  when  he  asked  me  where  I  was  going,  and 
told  me  that  he  would  walk  part  of  the  way  with 
me,  my  heart  gave  a  great  bound,  and  I  wanted 
to  throw  my  arms  around  him  and  kiss  him,  I 
was  so  overjoyed." 

"And  did  you,  darling?" 

"  No.  I  only  said  l  How  pleasant,  papa !'  and 
I  suppose  that  everything  else  I  should  have  said 
showed  itself  in  my  face,  for  he  seemed  quite  sat- 
isfied, and  we  talked  all  the  way.  And  he  told 
me  to  give  his  love  to  you," — said  Sybil,  her  face 
aglow  with  her  new  happiness. 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  your  father  and  you  are 
getting  to  know  each  other,  my  child,"  answered 
Mrs.  Waite,  holding  up  a  cut-glass  pitcher  that 
she  had  just  wiped,  to  the  light,  to  be  sure  there 
were  no  smears  left  on  its  diamond-shaped  crys- 
tal. A  sunbeam  slanted  through  it,  throwing  a 
shower  of  prismatic  tints  on  table  and  wall,  which 
attracting  Sybil's  admiration,  she  did  not  see  the 
glad  tears  that  had  gathered  in  Mrs.  Waite's  eyes, 
or  understand  the  little  ruse  she  had  adopted  to 
veil  them  from  her  observation. 

"By-and-by  papa  will  know  how  dearly  I  love 
him,  and  he  will  let  me  be  to  him  a  true  daughter ; 
don't  you  think  so,  aunt  Waite  ? " 

"I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  child;  but  you  must 
wait  patiently  for  it.  It  will  not  come  all  at  once, 
just  as  you  wish  it;  but  it  will  in  time;  I  am  sure 
of  that." 

"  I  hope  so.  I  shall  do  my  best  to  win  papa's 
affection.  But  now  I'll  tell  you,  aunt  Waite, 
what  brought  me  here  so  early  this  morning. 
You  remember  that  we  were  going  down  town 
together  to  see  about  the  chalice  I  was  talking  to 
you  about.  But  I  don't  think  I  have  money 
enough." 

"  I  did  not  suppose  you  would,  my  child,  after 
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yollr  generous  gift  to  our  dear  Lord  last  evening. 
Ah!  such  offerings  are  far  more  precious  to  His 
Sacred  Heart  than  goid  or  precious  stones." 

"Aunt  Waite!  how  did  you  find  out?"  faltered 
Sybil,  her  fair  face  crimsoned  and  troubled. 

"The  pool1  heart  that  you  gladdened  by  your 
generosity  told  me  what  had  happened,  and  how; 
and  I  knew  that  it  could  be  only  you.  But  where 
were  you,  Sybil?  for  she  told  me  that  you  seemed 
to  come  to  her  out  of  the  air." 

Then  Sybil  told  her  aUnt  of  the  awkward  situ- 
ation she  had  found  herself  placed  in,  when,  con- 
cealed by  the  curtains  across  the  bow-window, 
she  had  overheard  that  which  she  soon  perceived 
was  intended  to  be  confidential ;  and  determined 
to  remain  quiet,  lest,  if  she  appeared,  it  might  add 
to  the  pain  and  humiliation  of  the  afflicted  lady, 
who  so  evidently  wished  to  hide  her  griefs  from 
every  one  except  the  friend  whom  she  had  sought. 
"And  when  you  went  out  of  the  room,  I  just  gave 
her  the  money  and  ran  away,"  added  Sybil. 

"Ah,  my  darling,  we  call  things  accidents  and 
coincidences  which  are  the  very  rulings  of  Divine 
Providence,  if  we  only  knew  it.  You  were  only 
waiting  there,  in  the  twilight,  with  no  apparent 
purpose,  for  the  coming  of  a  messenger  through 
whom  the  Divine  will  would  speak  to  you,  and  it 
bade  you  do  Its  behest  in  this  wise:  'Help  My 
destitute  ones;  this  is  the  chalice  that  I  desire.'" 

"Aunt  Waite,  I  will  try  to  hope  so;  for  it  will 
make  me  very  happy  to  think  of  it  in  that  light, 
and  help  to  forget  the  mortification  I  endured 
while  hidden  away  behind  the  curtain,  like  a  con- 
spirator." 

Mrs.  "Waite  laughed,  but  said  no  more,  lest  by  a 
mistake  of  overpraise  she  might  tarnish  the  lustre 
of  Sybil's  simplicity  of  heart. 

"Did  the  child  die?"  she  asked,  presently. 

"No:  help  reached  it  just  in  time;  a  half  hour 
later,  and  it  must  have  died.  There  was  extreme 
destitution  in  the  poor  abode ;  but  when  I  came 
away  there  was  warmth,  comfort  and  reviving  life, 
and  no  looking  forward  to  a  morrow  of  pinching 
want  and  distress.  Tom  went  atong;  without 
him,  nothing  much  could  have  been  done, — the 
willing  old  heart!  I  am  going  there  again  pres- 
ently, to  see  if  things  are  well  with  poor  Miriam 
and  her  child." 

"Ah!"  escaped  Sybil's  lips,  in  a  full  sigh  of 
content,  such  as  one  sometimes  hears  little  chil- 
dren utter  when,  having  their  wants  gratified, 
their  power  of  language  is  too  limited  for  an  ex- 
pression of  their  satisfaction  and  gratitude.  "  May 
I  go  part  of  the  way  with  you  ?  I  want  to  hunt  up 
some  little  Christmas  remembrances." 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  have  your  company,  dar- 
ling ;  and  as  I  have  to  go  into  some  of  the  shops 


on  my  way,  I  can  show  where  you  had  best  make 
your  purchases.  Go  up  now  to  see  John  and  the 
others;  I  shall  be  ready  in  a  half  hour:  I  don't 
really  know  what  they'd  think  I  deserved  if  you 
should  be  allowed  to  go  away  without  coming  to 
them  for  a  little  while." 

Ever  glad  to  be  among  her  young  cousins — with 
Natalie  in  sight,  even  if  no  words  beyond  the  or- 
dinary salutations  of  the  day  were  exchanged  be- 
tween them,  as  it  had  not  unfrequently  happened 
—Sybil  ran  up  to  the  school-room,  where  she  was 
received  with  noisy  welcome;  they  swarmed 
around  her,  full  of  Christmas  talk,  and  what  this 
one  longed  for,  and  what  that  one  intended  to  get 
if  the  holiday  funds  held  out,  until  finally,  to  her 
great  delight,  she  found  out  exactly  all  that  she 
wanted  to  know,  and  about  which  she  had  been 
puzzling  her  brain  to  get  at  without  betraying 
herself.  Inexpensive  articles  most  of  them  were, 
but  most  precious  to  the  boy-hearts  of  Sir  Galahad 
and  other  '  Knights  of  the  Round  Table,' — which, 
when  paid  for,  Sybil  found  that  she  had  some- 
thing yet  left  in  her  porte-monnaie,  which  she  ex- 
pended in  some  pretty  trifles  for  Miss  Arnold,  Nat- 
alie, Edyth,  Clara  and  Maum  Barbara.  She 
wished  to  have  bought  something  elegant  for  her 
father,  Mrs.  Weston  and  aunt  Waite,  for  Peter 
and  old  Tom,  but  her  porte-monnaie  was  quite 
empty,  and  there  came  a  little  pang  of  mortifica- 
tion thereat,  with  a  natural  dread  of  being  thought 
mean  at  a  time  when  everyone  was  generous  and 
would  be  making  gifts  to  each  other  all  around  her. 
But  as  the  days  slipped  on,  and  her  aunt  told  her 
from  time  to  time  that  a  comfortable  room  within  a 
few  blocks  of  her  own  house  had  been  secured  for 
Miriam  Hunter  and  her  child — that  they  were 
nicely  fixed  in  their  new  abode — that  provisions  and 
fuel  were  stored  in  it — that  the  rent  was  paid  three 
months  in  advance — that  they  were  both  well,  and 
were  placed  beyond  the  possibility  of  any  sudden  or 
pressing  emergencies  of  want,  Sybil  knew  that  she 
had  done  well,  and  bore  her  little  trial  hencefor- 
ward with  a  willing  heart.  Many  of  us  have  ex- 
perienced the  hurnilation  of  seeming  meanness, 
when  circumstances  alone  have  controlled  our  gen- 
erous desires  and  made  us  appear  to  withhold  that 
which  our  hearts  were  longing  to  give;  and  those 
who  have,  are  aware  that  it  is  no  small  trial, 
however  salutary  it  may  be  to  our  pride, 

Mrs.  Waite  spoke  to  her  sister-in-law  and  a  few 
other  ladies,  to  ask  "for  fine  sewing  for  a  lady  in 
reduced  circumstances,"  without  mentioning  her 
name, — requesting  them,  if  they  had  work,  to  send 
it  to  her  house.  Mrs.  Waite's  benevolence  was  too 
widely  known  to  be  questioned  as  to  its  method, 
and  the  ladies  who  sent  work  were  perfectly 
satisfied  to  comply  with  her  wishes,  except  Mrs. 
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Western,  who  took  the  first  opportunity  to  deliver 
herself  on  the  subject.  Mrs.  AVaiteranin,  one  even- 
ing, and  found  Mrs.  Westou  dressing  for  a  din- 
ner at  the  French  Minister's,  to  which  she  had 
been  invited  by  Madame  le  Marquise  de  Rozier, 
to  meet  a  Russian  Count,  who  was  reputed  to  be 
the  possessor  of  fabulous  wealth,  and  remarkable 
for  his  distinguished  appearance. 

"  I  have  j  pst  come  in  for  a  moment,  Anne,  to 
inquire  when  it  will  be  convenient  for  yott  to  send 
to  my  house  the  linen  you  wish  made  up — don't 
disturb  yonrself,  for  I  can  only  stay  a  moment  or 
two." 

"I'll  send  it  to-morrow,  if  I  think  of  it,  Louise; 
but  I  can't  understand  why  upon  earth  you  are 
making  such  a  mystery  about  a  seamstress  !  why 
can't  she  leave  her  address,  as  other  work 'Women 
do,  and  have  the  work  sent  to  her,  instead  of  to 
you  ?  Indeed  I  don't  think  it  looks  well,  Louise; 
and  there  are  plenty  of  people  ill-natured  enough 
to  say  that  you  take  in  sewing  under  false  pre- 
tinces." 

"Let  them;  I  am  perfectly  willing,  so  the  work 
comes," — replied  Mrs.  Waite,  laughing.  I  only 
wish  to  assure  you,  however,  that  there's  no  false 
pride  on  the  part  of  the  person  who  does  the  sew- 
ing; it  is  entirely  my  own  arrangement." 

"  I'm  not  surprised  to  hear  it:  for  it  seems  to  me 
that  you  get  more  eccentric  every  day  that  yon 
live,  Louise.  But  I  shall  want  my  linen  made  up 
in  first-class  style ;  there's  a  deal  of  embroidery, 
and  fine  tucking  and  stitching  to  be  done ;  are 
you  sure  that  your  protegee  will  not  botch  her 
work?" 

"  You  need  have  no  uneasiness  about  the  make-up 
of  your  linen,  Anne,  if  you  send  good  patterns — " 

" Oh,  of  course ;  I  shall  send  French  patterns; 
and  even  expect  them  to  be  improved  upon,  if  the 
woman  has  any  artistic  taste.  Good  heavens! 
Fanchette  !  do  you  think  my  head  is  made  out  of 
India  rubber?  Be  more  careful  with  the  hair-pins, 
if  you  please." 

"Excuse  me,  Madame;  it  slipped," — said  the 
French  maid — who  was  dressing  her  lady's  hair — 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  bright  black  eyes  that  it  was 
well  for  her  "  Madame  "  did  not  see. 

"  I  am  sure  that  you  will  have  no  fault  to  find," — 
continued  Mrs.  Waite, — "for  I  have  seen  her  work, 
and  know  what  an  accomplished  needlewoman 
she  is ;  and  indeed,  Anne,  I  thank  you  very  much 
for  trusting  her  with  it,  knowing  the  help  it  will 
give  to  a  friendless  widow  and  orphan  child,"  said 
Mrs.  Waite,  rising  to  go. 

"Wait  one  moment:  I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of 
you,  Louise:  I  want  you  to  help  me  to  receive  on 
New- Year's  Day.  There's  not  a  shadow  of  an  excuse 
for  you  not  coming :  I  know  that  you  have  an 


elegant  black  velvet  dress  that  you  have  never 
worn,  and  pointe-lace  collars  and  things  that  you 
have  never  unfolded,  I  believe,  and  the  solitaire 
diamonds  your  brother  gave  you  for  a  Christmas- 
gift  just  before  the  Judge  died — " 

"The  world  and  I  shook  hands  then,  Anne," 
replied  Mrs.  Waite,  gulping  back  the  pain  that  the 
allusion  to  her  great  loss  gave  her.  But  you  are 
welcome  to  your  little  joke  at  my  expense." 

"I'm  not  thinking  of  joking  in  the  least.  Your 
brother  would  be  delighted  to  have  you  come;  it 
wold  be  such  a  surprise  to  him  too ;  and  then  I  only 
think  it  right  and  proper  for  you  to  show  yourself 
occasionally  in  society,  particularly  as  you  have 
children  growing  up  who  will  have  to  be  intro- 
duced some  day,  and  you'll  find  it  very  awkward  to 
have  no  circle  of  your  own  to  bring  them  into. 
Come  now :  what  is  the  use  of  letting  the  moths 
eat  up  all  those  elegant  things  your  brother  has 
given  you  from  time  to  time  !  It  is  a  poor  compli- 
ment to  him,  to  say  the  least  of  it." 

"  My  children  will  do  well  enough,  dear  Anne ; 
and  as  to  the  moths,  the  things  you  speak  of  are 
sufficiently  well  guarded  against  them  to  save  me 
all  disturbance  on  that  score.  My  brother  under- 
stands me  too  well  to  misconceive  my  seclusion 
from  the  world,  and  consequently  the  non-wearing 
of  his  gifts.  Thank  you  all  the  same  though,  for 
your  invitation ;  and  God  bless  you  for  the  sewing- 
work." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know  that  I  deserve  any  special 
blessing  for  the  act;  I'm  afraid  it  is  too  purely 
selfish ;  the  work  had  to  be  done  by  some  one,  and 
you  gave  me  the  opportunity  to  get  it  done  with- 
out any  trouble  to  myself,  that's  all!"  said  Mrs. 
Weston,  laughing,  as  she  clasped  a  superb  bracelet 
on  her  arm  with  a  snap.  "I  wish  I  had  your  clear 
head,  Louise ;  mine  throbs  as-  if  my  heart  was  in  it, 
instead  of  being  where  it  belongs.  Give  me  the 
drops,  Fanchette — be  veiy  careful — ten  only." 

"Why  do  you  go  out  this  evening — feeling  so 
ill  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Waite. 

"Oh,  I  would  not  miss  going  on  any  account! 
I  consider  it  a  special  compliment  to  have  been 
invited  to  meet  Count  Sucolov,  a  distinguished 
Russian  nobleman  that  every  one  is  already  raving 
about.  The  company  is  to  be  small,  and  extremely 
exclusive;  then,  you  know,  I  shall  have  an  op- 
portunity of  making  his  acquaintance  in  time 
to  invite  him  to  my  ball.  Ah!  those  drops  act 
like  magic!  Good  gracious,  Louise!  why  do  you 
look  at  me  so? " 

Mrs.  Waite  had  a  sensitive,  expressive  coun- 
tenance, which  reflected  emotions  that  she  would 
very  often  have  preferred  to  veil,  and  thoughts 
were  now  passing  through  her  mind, — sorrowful, 
boding  thoughts,  of  the  worldly-minded  woman 
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before  her,  and  the  fatal  remedy  which  was  be- 
coming necessary  to  her  to  use  habitually,  to  en- 
able her  to  discharge  her  duties  to  society  with 
becoming  eclat,  that  gave  her  uneasiness  and  pain. 

"  I  must  go  now,"  she  said;  "you  know  I  have 
a  way  of  dropping  into  sad  thoughts  at  the  most 
unexpected  times,  and  I  am  really  sorry  that  it 
happened  just  now — " 

"Like  a  skeleton  at  a  feast  of  roses!"  laughed 
Mrs.  Weston,  as  she  arose  from  her  chair  and 
shook  out  her  magnificent  train  before  the  great 
cheval  glass,  well  pleased  at  her  appearance  aud 
the  perfect  elegance  of  her  toilette ;  "  but  good-bye, 
Louise ;  say  some  prayers  for  me  to-night." 

"  Does  my  brother  go  with  you  ?" 

"Your  brother  will  be  at  the  bank  until  mid- 
night. Somebody's  gone  off  and  broken  one  of 
the  branch-houses  of  the  concern  out  West,  and 
you'd  think  the  world  was  coming  to  an  end,  to 
hear  the  going-on  over  it,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  as 
Fanchette  threw  her  ermined  satin  cloak  around 
her.  "  You  see,  now,  the  medicine  I  take  I  have 
need  for.  Let  me  take  you  home ;  I'm  going  past 
your  house."  Mrs.  Waite  did  not  refuse  the  offer, 
and  soon  found  herself  where  she  best  liked  to  be, 
and  where,  above  all  earthly  places,  she  most 
quickly  found  rest — in  her  own  cheerful,  love- 
lighted  home,  among  her  clamorous,  happy  brood, 
whose  affectionate  tyrannies,  sweet  to  bear,  yet  re- 
quired patience  that  is  only  born  of  a  mother's 
devotion. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE    LIFE 

OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEOIIGIANA  FULLEKTON. 

CHAPTER  XI.— (CONTINUED.) 
But  Mere  Marie  would  come  to  no  decision  with- 
out the  sanction  of  her  director.  She  was  deter- 
mined not  to  act  except  under  obedience,  and  pa- 
tiently waited  until  her  spiritual  father — that  Pere 
Olivaint  whose  last  days  rise  before  us  in  connec- 
tion with  his  peculiar  devotion  to  her  Order — came 
out  of  retreat,  one  of  those  very  retreats  the  secrets 
of  which  are  revealed  to  us  in  the  wonderful  Jour- 
nal of  his  Meditations.  Let  anyone  read  the  record 
of  that  particular  one  entitled  The  End — that  of  the 
year  1867 — and  no  wonder  will  be  felt  that  when 
his  holy  penitent  submitted  to  him  the  question 
whether  or  not  her  spiritual  children  should  enlist 
in  the  ranks  of  Christ's  apostolic  servants,  and  per- 
haps in  those  of  the  white-robed  army  of  martyrs, 
he  should  have  said :  "  I  think  it  is  God's  will,"  or 


that  she  should  have  accepted  his  words  as  the 
voice  of  God,  manifesting  to  her  His  Divine  pleas- 
ure. No  sooner  had  this  conference  taken  place, 
than  Mother  Marie  de  la  Providence  wrote  thus  to 
Monseigneur  Languillat: 

"Mr  LORD, — I  have  been  in  daily  hopes  of  hearing 
that  you  had  returned  to  Paris,  but  as  you  are  still  ab- 
sent I  must  communicate  to  you  without  any  further 
delay  the  Rev.  Father  Olivaint's  decision  with  regard 
to  the  important  step  we  have  to  take.  It  coincides 
entirely  with  that  of  the  Father  Provincial.  They  hoth 
tell  me  that  it  is  God's  will  we  should  go  to  China. 
Acting  therefore  with  their  sanction  and  by  their  desire, 
I  accept  the  proposal  conveyed  to  me  by  the  Father 
Provincial.  It  is  through  you,  my  Lord,  that  the  divine 
Heart  of  Jesus  granted  to  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy 
Souls  the  grace  of  the  foreign  missions,  a  grace  which 
involves  indeed  a  more  complete  immolation  and 
greater  sufferings,  but  also  more  abundant  means  of 
assisting  and  delivering  the  Souls  in  Purgatory,  the 
sole  object  and  end  of  our  Institute. 

"It  only  remains  for  us  to  consider,  with  your  Lord- 
ship, the  time  and  the  manner  in  which  we  are  to  carry 
out  the  resolution  taken  before  the  Holy  Tabernacle. 
It  was  on  the  13th  of  August — the  last  day  of  a  novena 
to  the  Holy  Ghost — that  I  accomplished  seeing  hoth 
the  Reverend  Fathers  de  Ponlevoy  and  Olivaint.  Now 
that  we  have  become  your  children,  how  earnestly  we 
long  to  see  your  Lordship  amongst  us  !  You  have  the 
right  to  say  to  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls:  "Thou- 
sands of  virgins  in  China  are  expecting  you.  Come 
and  teach  them  to  pray." 

We  give  the  Bishop's  answer  to  this  letter  : 

"Blessed  be  the  day  when  Providence  led  me  to 
visit  your  house,  and  for  the  first  time  to  offer  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  under  its  roof.  I  little  thought  when  I 
entered  your  Chapel'that  I  was  about  to  detach  a  sprig 
from  that  tree,— so  strong  and  fruitful  a  one  from  its 
earliest  days, — aud  carrying  it  across  the  seas,  plant  it 
in  realms  afar — even  in  China.  I  feel  convinced  that 
the  veneration  for  the  dead — which  in  that  country 
amounts  to  idolatry— will  now  be  hallowed  and  Chris- 
tianized. You  will  be  welcomed  not  only  by  the 
Christians  but  by  the  Pagans,  who  will  see  that  we 
are  not  wanting  in  devotion  for  departed  souls.  When 
I  call  to  mind  all  the  providential  circumstances  of 
the  eventful  day  when,  having  consulted  men  whom  I 
fully  believe  to  be  influenced  by  the  spirit  of  God,  and 
having  carefully  put  into  practice  all  the  rules  for  the 
discernment  of  spirits,  I  saw  difficulties  vanish  in  away 
I  could  not  venture  to  expect,  and  even  conduce  to 
the  success  of  our  pious  design,  I  cannot  help  ex- 
claiming with  the  thoughtful  and  holy  persons  who 
take  the  same  view  of  the  subject:— 'The  finger  of 
God  is  there.'  Come  then,  dear  Helpers  of  the  Holy 
Souls;  come  to  China,  and  found  your  third  house  in 
Kiang-nan.  Come,  not  to  Mount  Thabor,— you  do  not 
look  for  it  on  earth,— but  to  Calvary,  which  you  love, 
and  to  a  Calvary  that  will  comprise  everything  con- 
tained in  your  motto.  Come,  and  pray  and  work  and 
suifer  in  China, — in  the  Mission  which  the  Church  has 
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entrusted  to  the  care  of  the  weakest  of  her  children. 
»}«  ADRIA.X  LAXGCILLA.T,  Bishop  of  Sergiopolis, 

"Vicar  Apostolic  of  Nankin." 
"  PARIS,  October  10th,  1867, 

"Feast  of  St.  Francis  Borgia." 

So  conscious  was  Monseigneur  Languillat  that 
no  time  should  be  lost  in  providing  his  flock  with 
the  Helpers  he  had  secured,  at  once  for  the  living 
and  the  dead,  that  he  pressed  the  Reverend  Mother 
to  fix  their  departure  for  the  ensuing  15th  of  Oc- 
tober. She  agreed  to  his  request,  and  instantly 
prepared  for  this  trying  separation  by  seeking 
for  her  spiritual  daughters  about  to  leave  their 
native  land  for  so  arduous  and  distant  a  mission 
the  best  viaticum  for  their  long  voyage,  the  greatest 
encouragement  to  face  the  toils  and  dangers. of 
their  new  destination,  viz.,  the  special  blessing  of 
the  Holy  Father. 

The  answer  of  this  reached  the  Rue  de  la  Bar- 
ouilliere  a  few  days  before  the  departure  of  the  six 
nuns,  chosen  amongst  all  those  who  had  offered 
themselves  to  lay  the  first  stone  of  the  Chinese 
mission.  The  Sovereign  Pontiff  had  written  as 
his  answer  the  following  words: 

"  May  the  angel  Raphael  accompany  you,  and  bless 
all  your  footsteps." 

That  heavenly  protector  conducted  them  on 
their  way,  and  on  the  first  Friday  of  December — 
the  day  consecrated  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus—- 
they set  foot  on  the  shore  of  that  Eastern  land 
hallowed  by  the  labors,  prayers  and  tears  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier,  the  blood  of  martyrs,  and  the  holy 
perseverance  of  successive  generations  of  valiant 
confessors  of  Christ. 

The  good  Father  who  for  so  many  years  had 
been  their  guide  and  director  at  home  welcomed 
them  to  the  scene  of  their  future  toils,  and  contin- 
ued to  be  at  Shang-Hai  what  he  had  been  to  them 
in  Paris.  As  to  their  spiritual  Mother — whose  af- 
fections were  as  warm,  we  might  almost  say  as  im- 
petuous, as  those  of  a  parent  for  beloved  children 
— she  suffered  intensely  from  this  all  but  lifelong 
parting  from  some  of  her  first  and  most  devoted 
companions.  But  in  the  midst  of  that  suffering 
there  was  a  depth  of  joy,  an  ardent  thankfulness, 
which  shone  in  her  countenance  whenever  she 
spoke  of  those  who  had  gone  forth  from  amongst 
them — "  Ad  mijorem  Dei  gloriam"  the  motto  im- 
pressed on  their  hearts,  and  acted  upon  in  their 

lives. 

CHAPTER  XII. 

In  1855,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Compassion  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  under  the  pretty  title  of  "  Garden 
of  Mary," — in  Chinese,  Seu-Moce-Teu — at  a  place 
called  Vanton,  a  little  congregation  of  Chinese 
virgins  had  been  formed,  for  the  service  of  the 
Mission.  In  order  to  veil  their  religious  charac- 


ter from  the  eyes  of  the  surrounding  pagans, 
about  twelve  orphans  were  added  to  the  inmates 
of  this  sort  of  convent — and,  later  on,  a  school  for 
the  education  of  those  maidens  and  of  the  oldest 
of  the  children  was  likewise  established  in  the 
same  spot.  The  approach  of  the  rebels,  a  few 
years  afterwards,  dispersed  this  little  Community. 
Some  of  its  members,  however,  clung  to  the 
foundress,  and  went  with  her  to  Shang-Hai,  where 
they  spent  four  years  under  her  direction. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  the  little  community 
was  transferred  to  Ouan-ka-tam,  where  suitable 
buildings  had  been  erected.  The  virgins  who 
wished  to  consecrate  themselves  to  the  work  of 
the  Mission  were  located  apart  from  the  scholars. 
In  February,  1868,  the  direction  of  this  house 
was  given  to  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls,  and 
in  the  following  year  it  was  again  removed  into 
more  spacious  quarters  at  Yi-ka-Wei,  and  the  Or- 
phanage of  the  Holy  Children  incorporated  with 
the  "  Garden  of  Mary."  The  house  at  Ouan-ka- 
tain  is  now  occupied  by  the  Carmelites.  The 
Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  enjoy  the  consola- 
tion of  often  visiting  these  holy  recluses,  and  feel 
strengthened  and  supported  by  the  consciousness 
that  pure  hands  and  hearts  are  continually  lifted 
up  to  Heaven  in  behalf  of  the  people,  and  the 
objects  for  which  they  work.  One  of  the  nuns 
at  Yi-ka-Wei  thus  describes  their  Convent: 

"  Our  front  door,  which  is  the  only  entrance  to  the 
house,  opens  on  a  road  bordering  the  canal.  Three 
Chinese  letters  are  carved  on  its  portal.  The  mean- 
ing of  this  inscription  is, "Temple  where  the  Sacrifice 
of  perfumes  is  offered,"  and  this  satisfies  the  curiosity 
of  the  natives,  whose  boats  are  continually  passing  to 
and  fro  along  the  canal.  Nothing  meets  their  eye  but 
the  front  of  our  pretty  chapel.  The  inside  of  the  in- 
closure  is  hidden  by  tall  hedges;  it  contains  a  large 
rectangular  square,  surrounded  by  a  variety  of  build- 
ings, appropriated  to  our  works  of  charity.  The  Sen- 
thou-ien,  or  Garden  of  Mary,  occupies  the  side  oppo- 
site to  the  entrance,  and  comprises  the  school  and  the 
congregation  of  native  Sisters.  On  the  right  hand 
side  is  the  building  occupied  by  the  Helpers  of  the 
Holy  Souls,  and  facing  it  to  the  left,  the  orphanage." 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  vocation  to  such  a 
Mission  as  that  of  China  requires  in  those  who 
devote  themselves  to  it  a  more  than  ordinary  zeal 
and  apostolic  fortitude.  St.  Francis  Xavier  says 
in  one  of  his  letters  to  the  Religious  of  his  Society : 

"Ah,  I  fear  that  amongst  those  who  come  from  Coim- 
bra  to  the  Indies  there  may  be  some  who  when  they 
find  themselves  tossing  on  a  stormy  ocean  may  wish 
themselves  in  the  Seminary  rather  than  on  board  the 
tempest-driven  vessel.  There  are  feverish  fits  of  virtue 
which  sea-sickness  speedily  cures,  and  perhaps  not 
even  all  who  may  land  at  Goa  with  unabated  ardor 
will  prove  equal  to  the  trials  to  be  met  with  amongst 
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a  barbarous  people,  and  in  the  midst  of  all  the  dangers 
that  will  surround  them.  If  virtue  has  not  laid  deep 
root  in  their  souls,  zeal  and  ardor  will  cool  by  decrees, 
and  end  by  disappearing,  and  he  who  pined  in  Portu- 
gal to  be  sent  to  India,  will  pine  in  India  to  return  to 
Portugal." 

The  same  warning  might  be  addressed  to  every 
nun  who  desires  to  offer  herself  for  the  Chinese 
Mission.  Continual  abnegation  must  be  the  watch- 
word, the  motto,  and  the  daily  practice  of  Christ's 
laborers  in  that  heathen  land,  where  they  meet 
not  only  with  sufferings  of  various  kinds,  but 
with  the  hardest  of  trials  to  earnest  souls,  the. 
scanty  apparent  results  of  their  self-devotion. 
They  had  dreamed  perhaps  of  numerous  conver- 
sions, of  gratifying  successes,  nay  perhaps  of  a 
miraculous  draught  of  souls  burning  like  their 
own  for  the  extension  of  Christ's  Kingdom,  and 
they  find,  generally  speaking,  little  zeal  on  the 
part  of  the  heathens  to  hear  or  to  learn  what  they 
would  fain  impart  to  them.  A  stolid  indiffer- 
ence, an  unreasoning  apathy,  meet  them  at  every 
turn. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Santa  Filomena. 

Whene'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought, 
Whene'er  is  spoken  a  noble  thought, 

Our  hearts,  in  glad  surprise, 

To  higher  levels  rise. 

The  tidal  wave  of  deeper  souls 
Into  our  inmost  being  rolls, 

And  lifts  us  unawares 

Out  of  all  meaner  cares. 

Honor  to  those  whose  words  or  deeds 
Thus  help  us  in  our  daily  needs, 
And  by  their  overflow 
Raise  us  from  what  is  low ! 

Thus  thought  I,  as  by  night  I  read 

Of  the  great  army  of  the  dead, 
The  trenches  cold  and  damp, 
The  starved  and  frozen  camp, — 

The  wounded  from  the  battle-plain, 
In  dreary  hospitals  of  pain, 

The  cheerless  corridors, 

The  cold  and  stony  floors. 

Lo !  in  that  house  of  misery 

A  lady  with  a  lamp  I  see 

Pass  through  the  glimmering  gloom, 
And  flit  from  room  to  room. 

And  slow,  as  in  a  dream  of  bliss, 
The  speechless  sufferer  turns  to  kiss 

Her  shadow,  as  it  falls 

Upon  the  darkening  walls. 

As  if  a  door  in  heaven  should  be 
Opened  and  then  closed  suddenly, 


The  vision  came  and  went, 
The  light  shone  and  was  spent. 

On  England's  annals,  through  the  long 
Hereafter  of  her  speech  and  song, 

That  light  its  rays  shall  cast 

From  portals  of  the  past. 

A  Lady  with  a  Lamp  shall  stand 
In  the  great  history  of  the  land, 

A  noble  type  of  good, 

Heroic  womanhood. 

Nor  even  shall  be  wanting  here 
The  palm,  the  lily  and  the  spear, 

The  symbols  that  of  yore 

Saint  Filomena  bore. 

—LONGFE  LLOW. 


Catholic  Notes. 

-Catholic  Universities  are  about  to  be  established 

in  Paris,  Angers,  and  Orleans. 

— — Monsignor  Richard  has  been  appointed  Coadjutor 
to  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris. 

New'  Orleans  now  has  twenty-nine  parish 

churches,  whereas  thirty  years  ago  it  only  possessed 
four. 

- — The  beatification  of  the  Venerable  John  of  Avila 
is  under  consideration  by  the  Congregation  of  Sacred 
Rites. 

Mgr.  Nardi  received  from  the  Lord  Mayor  of 

Dublin  an  invitation  to  the  O'Connell  Centenary  cele- 
bration. 

The  clergy,  superiors  of  religious  houses,  and 

others,  are  warned  against  an  impostor  calling  herself 
Miss  Mary  McDermott. 

The- new  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help, 

which  it  will  require  two  years  to  complete,  has  been 
begun  in  Boston.  It  will  be  one  of  the  largest  in  the 
city. 

The  London  Athenaeum  says  that "  Father  Prout's" 

unpublished  writings  are  being  collected,  and  will 
shortly  be  published  under  the  title  "  The  Final  Rel- 
iques  of  Father  Prout." 

Bishop  Gross  called  lately  for  a  loan  of  $20,000 

to  finish  the  Cathedral  in  Savannah.  On  the  first  even- 
ing $5,000  were  offered,  and  the  entire  amount  asked 
for  has  been  received. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Gibbons  recently  admin- 
istered the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation  at  Wilming- 
ton, N.  C.,  to  thirty-two  candidates,  of  whom  sixteen 
were  converts  to  the  Faith. 

The  Voce  della  Veritd  has  transmitted  to  the 

French  Ambassador,  for  the  sufferers  by  the  late  inun- 
dation, a  thousand  francs  (contributed  by  its  subscri- 
bers), among  which  was  a  beautiful  golden  piece  of  100 
francs  bearing  the  Pontifical  effigy. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Fitzgerald,  of  Little  Rock,  dur- 
ing the  month  of  June  administered  the  Sacrament  of 
Confirmation  to  1,857  candidates  in  the  Diocese  of 
Cleveland,  where  he  is  still  engaged  in  making  a  visi- 
tation of  the  Diocese  for  his  worthy  colleague,  Rt.  Rev. 
Dr.  Gilmour,  who  is  in  ill-health. 


532 


Ave  Maria. 


The  Catholic  Union  announces  to  parish  com- 
mittees that  they  have  engaged  the  services  of  the 
learned  and  eloquent  Dr.  Whitcher,  author  of  the 
"  Widow  Bedott  Papers"  and  "The  Story  of  a  Convert," 
whose  services  may  be  had,  free  of  charge,  on  applica- 
tion to  J.  Garrick,  Esq.,  Secretary  of  the  Catholic 
Union,  1:35  Washington  street,  Jersey  City,  N.  J. 

Rev.  J.  A.  Kelly  and  Rev.  J.  V.  Edelin,  two  Do- 
minican Fathers  attached  to  St.  Peter's  Church,  Mem- 
phis, Tenn.,  on  Thursday,  July  27,  celebrated  their  sil- 
ver jubilee — that  is,  the  twenty-fifth  anniversary  of 
their  ordination  to  the  priesthood.  The  occasion  was 
one  which  brought  great  joy  to  their  parishioners  as 
well  as  to  their  fellow-priests,  and  was  observed  with 
appropriate  ceremonies. 

The  French  Minister  of  Fine  Arts  ordered,  some 

time  back,  of  M.  Bonnassieux,  a  statue  of  the  late  Mgr. 
Darboy,  massacred  by  the  Commune,  to  be  placed  on 
the  tomb  of  that  prelate  in  the  Church  of  Notre  Dame, 
M.  Abadie,  the  architect,  was  charged  with  the  pedestal. 
The  figure,  which  is  of  white  marble,  and  about  six 
and  a  half  feet  high,  is  now  in  the  studio  of  the  artist, 
where  it  was  visited  by  the  relatives  of  Mgr.  Darboy  on 
the  24th  of  May. 

We  are  glad  to  hear,  says  the  London  Register, 

that  Herr  Majunke's  book  on  "Louise  Lateau"  has 
reached  a  second  edition.  Its  author,  who  is  still  the 
compulsory  inhabitant  of  a  military  fortress  near  Ber- 
lin, is  not,  we  trust,  wholly  shut  out  from  intercourse 
with  his  friends;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  his  visit  to 
this  country  will  be  reported  at  no  very  distant  date. 
Herr  Majunke's  book  is  made  the  more  interesting  and 
valuable  by  a  short  account  of  thirteen  other  stig- 
matized persons  of  the  present  century. 

The  statue  of  Lafayette,  the  gift  of  the  French 

Government  to  the  city  of  New  York,  has  been  re- 
ceived. It  is  the  work  of  Frederic  Bartholdi,  and  is 
seven  feet  high.  The  project  of  presenting  this  statue 
to  New  York  originated  with  the  Thiers'  Government 
and  30,000  in  gold  was  appropriated  for  its  execution  in 
bronze.  The  design  of  the  sculptor  represents  Lafcy- 
ette  in  his  twentieth  year,  at  the  time  when  he  joined 
the  Continental  army.  He  stands  upon  a  sliip  as  if  in 
the  act  of  speaking.  The  statue  will  be  placed  in 
Central  Park,  and  the  unveiling  will  take  place  in  the 
autumn. 

The  New  York  Tribune  having  in  its  editorial 

columns  supported  the  custom  of  reading  the  Bible  in 
the  public  schools,  a  Brooklyn  gentleman  writes  as 
follows  to  the  editor  of  that  paper:  "  Surely  if  Protes- 
tants defend  the  schools  they  must  suit  them,  and 
hence  they  should  be  willing  to  pay  for  them  without 
the  assistance  of  Catholics,  and  let  them  have  schools 
of  their  own  liking.  How  consistently  we  Americans 
vaunt  our  hatred  of  'Church  and  State,'  our  devotion 
to  entire  freedom  of  conscience,  our  pre-eminent  love 
of  'fair play,'  our  respect  for  the  inviolable  rights  of 
minorities,  when  we  tax  millions  of  Catholics  for 
schools  to  which  they  cannot  conscientiously  send 
their  children!  If  Catholics  were  a  majority  in  the 
United  States,  and  should  have  the  Catholic  Bible 
read  in  the  schools,  what  a  hue-and-cry  would  be  raised 
against '  Popish  intolerance'  and 'Romish  bigotry'!" 


- — The  Papal'  Ablegate,  Mgr.  Roncetti,  accompa- 
nied by  Dr.  Ubaldi,  took  his  departure  for  Rome  last 
week.  Both  carry  with  them  the  most  pleasing  im- 
pressions of  this  country,  the  American  people  and 
clergy,  to  whom  during  their  brief  stay  they  have  en- 
deared themselves  by  many  ties.  The  priests  of  the 
diocese  of  New  York  sent  to  the  Holy  Father  l>y  his 
representative  an  address  expressive  of  their  gratifica- 
tion at  the  great  dignity  lately  conferred  on  their  be- 
loved Archbishop.  A  large  party  of  clergymen  ac- 
companied Mgr.  Roncetti  down  the  harbor,  on  leaving 
New  York. 


The    Pope's    Reply    to    the   Address    of  the 
Bishops  of  Sicily. 

THE  Univere  gives  the  following  letter  from  the 
Pope  in  reply  to  the  collective  Address  of  the  Sici- 
lian Bishops: — 

Pros  IX,  POPE. 

Venerable  Brethren, — Health  and  Apostolic  Ben- 
ediction :• — Being  well  aware,  Venerable  Brethren, 
of  the  tenderness  of  your  affection  for  us,  and  know- 
ing, also,  the  strength  with  which  you  hold  your- 
selves firmly  united  to  this  Chair  of  Peter,  and  with 
what  courage  you  fight  with  us  in  the  cause  of  the 
Church,  and  with  what  vigilance  you  struggle 
against  the  spread  of  ever-increasing  evil,  we  have 
received  with  great  affection  the  expression  of 
your  homage,  and  of  those  good  wishes  of  which 
you  so  constantly  endeavor,  with  so  much  ardor, 
to  bring  about  the  realization.  It  is  especially 
agreeable  to  us  to  remark  how  your  confidence 
relies  principally  upon  the  truly  marvellous  man- 
ner in  which  Divine  Providence  has  directed,  and 
still  directs,  our  weakness.  This  circumstance,  at 
the  same  time  that  it  demonstrates  how  God  is 
with  us,  should  reanimate  our  courage,  and  give 
us  the  hope  of  a  succor  which  shall  be  beyond  all 
doubt,  and  of  a  brilliant  and  certain  victory.  And, 
indeed,  if  it  is  the  part  of  a  wise  man  to  employ 
those  means  that  are  adapted  to  the  end  which  he 
has  in  view,  it  should  appear  strange  to  no  one 
that  we  have  been  looking  for  a  prodigious  event, 
when  already  to  a  certain  extent  the  way  has  been 
prepared  by  a  continual  series  of  prodigies.  Is  not 
the  Church  accustomed  to  come  forth  from  the 
combat  with  a  splendor  which  is  all  the  more 
brilliant  in  consequence  of  the  violence  with  which 
she  has  been  attacked  and  the  perils  with  which 
she  has  been  surrounded  ?  Well,  then,  has  there 
ever  been  anything  more  pernicious  than  the  pres- 
ent persecutions,  in  which  there  have  been  every- 
where associated  together  frauds,  and  snares,  and 
calumnies,  and  all  the  apparatus  of  a  false  science, 
iniquitous  laws  and  violence  against  the  Church, 
in  which  this  persecution,  which  extends  all  over 
the  earth,  seems  to  obey  one  direction  and  to  fol- 
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low  only  one  rule,  in  which  impiety  has  reached 
such  a  point  of  hardihood  as  to  profess  an  open 
hatred  of  religion,  and  not,  as  formerly,  to  reject 
such  and  such  a  truth,  but  to  pretend  to  overthrow, 
entirely  and  openly,  the  whole  order  of  supernatu- 
ral things,  and  even  God  Himself?  But  this  uni- 
versal destruction  of  all  principles,  unheard  of 
hitherto,  and  this  general  conspiracy  of  so  many 
forces  that  are  enemies  to  the  Church,  in  present- 
ing to  us  the  spectacle  of  a  quite  unaccustomed  per- 
secution, give  us  reason  to  believe  (more  than  in 
any  other  persecution)  in  the  necessity  of  some 
extraordinary  and  manifest  intervention  of  the 
Almighty.  Whatever  may  happen,  the  certainty 
that  we  have  of  the  triumph  of  the  Church,  and  the 
patience  which  is  also  an  evidence  of  heavenly 
favor,  should  give  us  strength,  and  render  us  more 
vigorous  in  the  struggle.  In  order,  then,  to  com- 
bat with  force  and  intrepidity,  we  ask  for  us  all 
from  God  the  succor  and  abundant  gifts  of  His 
grace,  and  in  the  mean  time,  as  a  'pledge  of  those 
gifts,  and  as  an  evidence  of  our  especial  good  will, 
we  accord  to  you,  Venerable  Brethren,  and  to  each 
of  your  dioceses,  our  Apostolic  Benediction. 

Given  at  Home,  near  St.  Peter's,  the  5th  July, 
1875,  in  the  thirtieth  year  of  our  Pontificate. 

Pius  IX,  POPE. 

m . 

New  Publications. 

The  Manhattan  and  De  La  Salle  Monthly, 

one  of  our  best  Catholic  magazines,  presents  an 
attractive  table  of  contents  for  August:  I,  George 
Crabbe,  the  Poet  of  the  Poor;  II,  The  Children  of 
the  Gael;  III,  The  Coming  Home;  IV,  the  Day  of 
Wrath;  V,  Famous  Memories  of  the  Month;  VI, 
Journals;  VII,  The -Capture  of  Washington  in 
1814;  VIII,  Irish  Colleges  since  the  Reformation ; 
IX,  Fitz-Greene  Halleck ;  X,  Universities  of  the 
Past;  XI,  Civil  Service  Competitive  System;  XII, 
Miscellany;  XIII,  Current  Publications. 

Messrs.  Muhlbauer  &   Behrle,  of  Chicago, 

have  issued  a  second  edition  of  their  beautiful  "  Me- 
morial of  Marriage,"  a  copy  of  which  we  have 
received.  It  is  a  chromo-lithograph,  and  one  of 
the  best  we  have  seen.  The  design  is  very  pretty, 
and  could  not  be  more  appropriate.  Price,  50 
cents. 

We  have  to  thank  Mr.  Donahoe,  of  Boston, 

for  a  splendid  oil  chrorno  of  His  Eminence  Car- 
dinal McCloskey.  It  has  the  double  merit  of  being 
a  faithful  likeness  and  a  beautiful  work  of  art.  No 
less  than  fourteen  shades  of  color  have  been  em- 
ployed, and  it  is  finished  with  a  canvassed  surface. 
This  chromo  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  best  published, 
Cadinal  McCloskey,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Donahoe, 
expressed  himself  much  pleased  with  it. 


Obituary. 

A  novice  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Holy  Cross, 

MR.  MAXIMUS  BASTAUACUE,  died  at  Notre  Dame,  lud., 
on  the  28th  of  July. 

Departed  this  life,  at  the  same  place,  on  the 

2nd  of  August  (Feast  of  the  Portiuncula,  or  Our  Lady 
of  Angels),  MB.  MICHAEL  NOONAN,  a  native  of  Cork, 
Ireland,  in  the  34th  year  of  his  age.  Deceased  was  a 
most  devoted  client  of  our  Blessed  Lady,  and  from  the 
time  of  his  arrival  at  Notre  Dame  until  within  a  few 
weeks  of  his  edifying  and  happy  death  he  had  been 
actively  employed  in  the  office  of  the  AVE  MARIA. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

[A  decree  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  In- 
quisition, lately  published,  on  the  devotion  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  ordains  that  the  statues 
and  pictures  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  under  this  title 
represent  her  bearing  the  Child  in  her  arms  and 
not  standing  before  her  knees.  Conformably  to 
this  decree,  a  new  design  has  been  made  and  pre- 
sented to  the  Holy  Father  for  his  approbation ;  but 
until  this  is  received,  the  original  (which  is  not  con- 
demned, but  substituted  for  another  which  is  less 
liable  to  misinterpretation)  may  be  used.  And 
those  who  have  statues,  etc.,  of  the  old  form  may  re- 
tain them,  as  the  Holy  Father  has  so  decided.  It  is 
worthy  of  remark  that  the  representation  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  with  the  Divine  Child  before  her, 
as  in  the  pictures  now  in  use,  is  very  ancient,  and 
is  sometimes  found  in  the  Catacombs.  The  beau- 
tiful statue  at  Issoudun  is  thus  made.  It  is  further- 
more decreed  that  the  French  title,  Notre  Dame  du 
Sucre  Cosur,  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  be 
maintained  in  every  language  in  which  it  is  trans- 
lated.] 

FROM  THE  21sT  TO  THE  28TH  DAY  OF  JULT. 

One  hundred  and  fifteen  letters  have  been  entered  on 
our  register,  fifty-seven  new  members  have  been  ad- 
mitted, eighty-six  sick  persons  and  one  family  desire  to 
be  prayed  for;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  twenty- 
two  persons;  special  favors  for  twenty-six  individuals, 
two  families,  one  school,  nine  parishes,  four  communi- 
ties; several  have  asked  prayers  to  obtain  situatiops 
and  resources;  two  religious  communities  for  the  suc- 
cess of  retreats. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Being  myself  a  member  of  the  Association  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  I  recommend  it  to 
all  my  friends,  as  I  have  derived  so  much  benefit 
from  it.  Before  1  became  a  member  I  Buffered  for  four 
years  with  heart-disease.  None  of  the  many  remedies 
I  tried  could  aflbrd  me  any  relief.  A  friend  at  last 
told  me  of  the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  thanks  be  to  God 
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and  our  Blessed  Mother  I  am  entirely  cured.  It  was 
a  perfect  miracle  to  my  neighbors,  for  I  had  been 
such  a  continual  sufferer."  ....  "  Sometime  ago  I  gave 
a  copy  of  the  AYE  MARIA  to  afriend  of  mine  who  was 
rather  indifferent  in  religious  matters.  A  very  short 
time  after  she  came  and  asked  me  to  write  to  you  for 
a  medal,  as  she  wished  to  become  a  member,  and, 
thank  God,  I  see  a  great  change  in  her  since."  ....  "I 
gave  some  Lourdes  water  to  my  brother,  who  is  sick 
with  consumption.  He  has  been  a  very  negligent 
Catholic,  but  has  since  gone  to  his  duties  and  re- 
ceived the  Scapulars." "I  asked  for  my  husband's 

conversion;  thanks  to  God,  he  died  a  good  Cath- 
olic.".... "Please  help  us  to  thank  our  dear  Lady 
for  the  many  favors  obtained  for  myself  and  friends. 
You  will  please  say  two  Masses  in  thanksgiving." .... 

MR. ,  near ,  Mo.,  who  died  on  the  14th  of  July, 

was  the  gentleman  for  whom  I  asked  the  prayers  of 
the  Association  some  three  or  four  months  ago.  I  am 
happy  to  inform  you  that  he  was  converted,  and  em- 
braced Catholicity  some  three,  weeks  before  he  died: 
thanks  be  to  our  Blessed  Lord  and  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart!" 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  JUSTUS 
SHINER,  of  Wesley,  Pa.,  who  died  the  16th  of  June. 
The  prayer^  of  the  Associates  had  been  asked 
for  his  conversion  about  live  months  ago;  he 
was  baptized  the  llth  day  of  May,  and  died 
about  one  month  afterwards  in  a  very  edifying  man- 
ner. MRS.  ALICE  COLEMAN,  of  Marengo,  Iowa,  who 
departed  this  life  on  the  20th  of  July,  fortified  by  the 
Sacraments  of  the  Church.  MRS.  MART  M.  DARBY, 
of  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  who  departed  this  life  in  June 
last,  in  the  fifty-seventh  year  of  her  age.  Mrs.  Darby 
was  an  old  resident  of  St.  Louis,  much  esteemed  by 
a  large  circle  of  friends,  and  a  bright  ornament  of 
the  Church  and  her  domestic  circle.  MR.  FRANK 
J.  CARRON,  of  Bloomsdale,  Mo.,  who  died  July  19th,  in 
the  fortieth  year  of  his  age,  after  a  long  illness.  MRS. 
RICHARD  CUNNINGHAM,  of  Springfield,  Mass.,  who  died 
the  25th  of  April,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church.  The  prayers  of  the  Association  are  asked  for 
MRS.  ANN  MCCOHMICK,  WILLIAM,  MICHAEL,  and  HUGH 
McCoRMiCK,  of  San  Francisco;  MICHAEL  NOONAN, 
who  died  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  on  the  2nd  of  August, 
and  several  others  whose  names  have  not  been  given. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  8.  C. 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


WITHOUT  humility,  all  capacity  of  genius,  ten- 
acity of  memory,  ami  diligence  of  study,  will  only 
serve  to  lead  men  into  greater  error,  as  the  swift 
horse  sooner  carries  his  rider  on  his  way. 

IT  is  not  great  battles  alone  that  build  the  world's 
history,  nor  great  poems  alone  that  make  the  gene- 
rations grow.  There  is  a  still  small  rain  from 
heaven  that  has  more  to  do  with  the  blessedness 
of  nature,  and  of  human  nature,  than  the  mightiest 
earthquake  or  the  loveliest  rainbow. 


Cecily's  Trial;  or  The  Secret. 


By  the  Authoress  of  "  Tyborne,"  "  Our  Lady's  Jas- 
mine," "  Holiday  Tales,"  etc.,  etc. 

[Continued.] 

"Why,  what  ever  is  the  matter,  my  darling?" 
cried  Mrs.  Ilardmau.  "Back  already!  Have  you 
and  Cecily  quarrelled  ? " 

"Oh,  mamma,  Cecily  is  so  cross  to-day!  She 
has  been  boasting  of  a  beautiful  necklace  a 
strange  gentleman  who  was  visiting  at  their 
house  gave  her — but  she  won't  show  it  me.  Do 
make  papa  get  me  one  like  it!  It  is  made  of 
scented  beads,  she  says,  set  in  silver." 

"It  must  be  an  Indian  necklace,  I  think,"  said 
Mrs.  Hardman,  "  and  they  cost  a  great  deal  of 
money.  He  must  have  been  a  rich  man  who  gave 
it  her." 

"  She  said  it  came  from  the  Holy  Land,  where- 
ever  that  is,"  answered  Fanny,  pettishly;  "  do  try 
and  get  me  one  soon,  mamma,  and  then  I  can  put 
it  on  and  surprise  Cecily." 

"  From  the  Holy  Land ! "  repeated  Mrs.  Hard- 
man.  "  I  should  not  wonder  if  it  was  some  Popish 
relic  or  other.  I  know  the  Papists  set  mighty  store 
on  anything  from  those  parts.  And  you  say  a 
strange  gentleman  gave  it  to  her  ?  •  Suppose  it 
should  be  some  priest — one  of  those  dreadful  Jes- 
uits, perhaps!  Oh  dear,  what  times  we  live  in ! — 
terrible  times  are  they  not,  Mrs.  Susan  ?  " — and 
here  Mrs.  Harduian  turned  to  a  dark  and  yet  pale 
woman  who  sat  sewing  in  a  corner  of  the  room. 

"Yes,  indeed,  Madame  Hardman,"  echoed  the 
sempstress.  "I  often  say  to  my  husband  I  can 
hardly  sleep  quiet  in  my  bed  at  nights  for  thinking 
what  may  happen.  We  are  like  to  have  all  our 
throats  cut — that  is,  all  of  us  who  are  faithful 
Protestants — if  things  go  on  thus  much  longer." 

"  Oh  dear  !"  cried  Mrs.  Hardman,  in  a  fright, 
"  I  hope  not, — at  least  I  don't  think  the  Lawfords 
would  do  anything  so  wicked.  My  husband  thinks 
him  a  very  honest,  fair-dealing  trader;  and  she  is 
a  good,  neighborly  creature,  though  I  don't  think 
she  has  a  single  silk  dress  that  would  stand  alone." 

"Poor  creatures!"  sighed  Susan, "  they  are  all 
led  blindfold  by  their  designing  priests,  and  dare 
not  refuse  to  obey  whatever  they  command ;  and 
when  the  whole  town  swarms,  as  one  may  say, 
with  these  Jesuits,  who  can  be  safe  now  ?" 

"Why,  I  thought  the  laws  were  very  severe 
against  them  all  !"  said  Mrs.  Hardman.  "  I  heard 
say  the  other  day  the  ambassadors'  chapels  had 
all  been  closed  by  order  of  his  Majesty." 
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"  They  are  such  artful  beings  there  is  no  finding 
them  out — that's  it !"  continued  Mrs.  Susan ;  "  and 
so  this  priest  was  staying  at  Mr.  Lawford's,  was 
he?  and  what  was  he  doing?  No  good,  I'll  be 
bound  !  Praying  to  idols  is  bad  enough ;  but 
when  it  comes  to  plotting  and  planning — as  they 
do,  against  all  the  world,  as  it  were, — it  should  be 
seen  to ;  that's  what's  my  opinion,  and  worthy  Mr. 

P ,  our  minister's,  too;  he  said  so  in  his  last 

sermon." 

Whenever  Fanny  heard  anything  about  Mr. 

P and  his  sermons  she  always  managed  to  get 

out  of  the  room;  it  was  bad  enough  to  hear  one 
of  them  every  Sunday  morning,  to  have  to  sit  all 
the  rest  of  the  day  quietly  over  a  printed  volume 
of  the  same  gentleman's  discourses,  as  her  mother 
made  her,  and  to  watch  little  Cecily  and  Frank 
Lavvford  go  out  walking  towards  the  fields  with 
their  father,  till  she  almost  wished  to  belong  to  a 
rel-igion  which  allowed  a  little  pleasure  on  a  Sun- 
day, without  having  them  dinned  into  her  on  a 
week-day. 

Poor  Mrs.  Hardman  was  much  to  be  pitied; 
she  was  both  ignorant  and  silly.  She  had  learned, 
from  a  child,  a  great  deal  of  nonsense  about  Cath- 
olics, and  believed  every  word  of  it  in  spite  of  its 
unreasonableness;  and  she  would  talk  over  all 
these  foolish  tales  just  as  some  people  do  over 
ghost-stories — half-frightened,  but  yet  enjoying 
them  all  the  while,  when  she  was  tired  of  discussing 
her  fine  clothes  and  praising  Fanny's  beauty. 

Mrs.  Susan  was  a  very  different  woman.  She 
went  to  various  houses  to  do  needle-work,  and  al- 
ways earned  a  great  deal  of  money — enough  to 
support  herself  and  her  husband  too.  No  one 
knew  exactly  what  her  husband  did  to  maintain 
himself;  but  some  clever  people  had  a  shrewd 
guess,  and,  as  it  turned  out,  it  was  a  right  one. 
Tom  Wray  was  what  Is  popularly  called  an  "  in- 
former"— an  infamous,  but  in  those  days  a  thriv- 
ing, trade.  It  is  right,  no  doubt,  that  all  who 
transgress  the  laws  of  their  country  should  be  tried 
and  punished:  but  when  large  rewards  are  given, 
as  was  then  the  custom,  to  those  who  are  instru- 
mental in  bringing  offenders  to  justice,  it  is  found 
that  innocent  men  are  often  unjustly  accused,  im- 
prisoned and  even  put  to  death.  Mrs.  Susan  was 
able  to  give  her  husband  a  good  deal  of  help  in  a 
quiet  way.  Going  as  she  did  amongst  various  fam- 
ilies, she  picked  up  news  of  all  sorts,  and  generally 
contrived  to  make  herself  mistress  of  all  their  little 
secrets.  She  was  a  great  favorite  of  Mrs.  Hard- 
man's,  because  she  nattered  her  and  her  little  girl, 
and  because  she  pretended  to  a  great  deal  of  relig- 
ion— though  in  reality  she  did  not  care  what  sins 
she  committed,  so  long  as  she  could  make  money 
for  herself  and  her  husband.  If  we  could  have 


looked  into  her  mind  as  she  sat  there  so  still, 
drawing  her  needle  in  and  out  as  fast  as  her  fingers 
could  move,  we  should  have  seen  that  her  thoughts 
ran  somewhat  in  this  direction:  Visitors  and 
priests  at  Mr.  Lawford's  yesterday, — giving  away 
rosaries  too,  or  whatever  they  call  their  trumpery ! 
there's  a  law  against  that,  if  my  memory  serves 
me!  If  one  could  only  prove  they  had  been  say- 
ing Mass  there,  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  for  us, — a 
hanging  matter  that,  I  know,  and  fifty  pounds 
clear  into  our  pockets,  I'll  be  bound !  I'd  have  a 
silk  dress  then,  as  good  as  any  of  fine  Madame 
Hardman's,  and  sit  at  home  at  my  ease  a  little, 
instead  of  working  my  fingers  to  the  bone  like 
this.  It's  hard  nowadays  to  get  a  conviction 
against  these  Papists,  when  it's  a  case  of  life  and 
death,  for  the  juries  are  so  plaguy  tender-hearted! 
However,  it's  worth  trying  for.  I  shall  get  through 
my  work  early  to-day,  and  call  at  Mrs.  Lawford's 
on  my  way  back,  and  see  if  I  can  find  anything 
out.  Children  and  fools  speak  the  truth,  they  say, 
so  I  shall  know  who  to  speak  to,  if  I  can  but  once 
get  in." 

'  Mrs.  Susan  was  a  woman  who  when  she  made 
up  her  mind  to  do  anything,  generally  found  the 
way;  and  quite  early  in  the  afternoon  she  had 
finished  all  Mrs.  Hardman's  sewing,  and  crossed 
the  street  to  Mr.  Lawford's.  At  the  door  stood 
Frank,  peeling — or,  as  he  called  it,  whittling — a 
stick,  and  humming  a  tune  as  he  did  so. 

"Good  day,  Master  Francis,"  began  Mrs.  Susan, 
in  a  civil,  respectful  voice.  "  I  hope  all  your  hon- 
orable family  are  quite  well.  I  just  looked  in  to 
inquire,  and  to  ask  your  good  mamma  if  she  had 
any  little  jobs  for  me  to  do.  She  talked  of  letting 
me  cut  out  a  set  of  shirts  for  you,  my  dear  young 
gentleman,  and  a  real  pleasure  it  would  be  to  me 
to  do  anything  for  you."  (This  was  a  story,  but 
Mrs.  Susan  had  the  art  of  telling  fibs  as  naturally 
as  possible.) 

"  I  don't  know  at  all,"  said  Frank,  who  did  not 
much  like  Mrs.  Susan's  flattering  ways.  "You 
had  better  go  into  the  parlor  and  ask  mamma 
yourself." 

"A  true  pleasure  it  will  be,"  answered  Mrs. 
Susan ;  "  good  Madam  Lawford  is  a  sight  for  sore 
eyes,  as  the  Scotch  say.  I  have  not  seen  her  since 
I  don't  know  when ;  she  has  not  been  out  much 
of  late,  I  fancy.  Visitors  at  home  perhaps?" 
she  inquired,  cunningly. 

"  It  is  very  seldom  we  have  visitors,  as  I  dare  say 
you  know,  Mrs.  Susan,"  answered  Frank;  "for  I 
hear  you  know  everything  that  goes  on  all  over 
the  parish.  I  suppose  women  like  talking  about 
their  neighbors'  concerns.  I  don't.  I  have 
enough  to  do  to  look  after  my  own  business,  and 
that  reminds  me  I  have  forgotten  some  of  it  in 
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standing  idling  here.  I  must  be  off  directly,  to 
take  a  message  for  my  father;  and  if  you're  curi- 
ous to  know  what  it  is,  I'll  tell  you.  It's  to  order 
the  captain  of  a  Lisbon  vessel  lying  in  the  Thames 
to  send  up  a  dozen  hogsheads  of  fine  old  port  that 
our  customers  are  waiting  for.  So,  good  after- 
noon!" and  off  walked  Frank. 

Mrs.  Susan  looked  after  him,  burning  with  in- 
dignation; I  know  all  my  neighbors'  concerns  in- 
deed! I  curious!  the  impudent  cub!  But  I'll  be 
even  with  him  yet;  he  is  keeping  a  secret,  I  am 
sure;  else  why  should  he  dart  off  directly  I  began 
about  visitors;  but  I'll  go  in  and  see  if  I  can  get 
a  word  with  one  of  the  servants." 

As  she  advanced  along  the  passage,  the  parlor 
door  being  open,  she  looked  in,  and  saw  Cecily 
sitting  alone  nursing  her  doll.  This  was  charm- 
ing. "  Miss  Cecily,"  she  cried,  "your  humble  ser- 
vant. Is  your  dear  mother  at  home  ?  I  wanted  a 
word  with  her." 

"  No ;  mamma  has  gone  to  market  with  Bridget," 
Cecily  replied. 

"  That's  a  pity.  But,  my  sweet  little  lady,  how 
blooming  you  look  to-day!  Why,  you  are  as  fail- 
as  your  own  wax  doll.  What  would  Miss  Fanny 
opposite  give  for  lilies  and  roses  like  yours,  I 
wonder?  dress  as  fine  as  she  may,  she  will  never 
be  half  as —  But,  dear  me,  I  ought  not  to  make  free 
like  this!  "  She  stopped  a  minute,  and  then  con- 
tinued: "Perhaps  Miss  Cecily  would  not  be 
above  accepting  these  few  pieces  of  silk  and  bro- 
cade ;  they  might  make  dolly  a  dress,  or  perhaps 
a  hood,"  and  she  spread  out  sundry  bright-colored 
scraps  on  the  table  before  her.  "  My  sweet  missy 
— I  should  not  say  so,  I  know  " — ran  on  the  art- 
ful creature,  "  but  never  did  I  see  a  neck  as  white 
as  yours;  how  charmingly  a  necklace  would  be- 
come you!  Miss  Hardrnan  has  dozens,  and  you 
never  a  one  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  have  one,"  cried  foolish  Cecily,  forget- 
ting herself  as  usual,  "but  mamma  will  not  let 
me  wear  it." 

"That  "is  very  hard  on  my  sweet  little  lady. 
Why,  Miss  Fanny  may  wear  what  she  likes  and 
do  just  what  she  likes  too! " 

"  I  mayn't  then,"  grumbled  Cecily ;  "  why,  only 
last  night  mamma  sent  me  to  bed  early,  and 
would  not  let  me  sit  up  to  supper,  just  because — " 
and  she  hesitated. 

"Why,  my  precious?"  asked  Susan,  coaxingly. 

"  Oli,  because  there  was  company — that  is,  not 
company  exactly — a  friend  of  papa's  on  business." 

"  And  it  was  the  gentleman  who  gave  you  your 
necklace,  dear?  I  recollect  now.  I  heard  Mi.<s 
Fanny  saying  you  had  got  a  present  this  morning, 
and  she  wanted  one  like  it,  and  almost  cried." 

"She  can't  have  one  like  it,   I  know!"  said 


Cecily;  "mamma  said  it  was  worth  a  great  deal, 
and  took  it  away  from  me  directly,  so  I  only  had 
it  in  my  hands  for  a  minute  on  the  stairs." 

"Oh!  you  met  this  strange  gentleman  coming 
downstairs,  and  he  gave  it  you  as  a  farewell  pres- 
ent?" inquired  the  keen  Susan. 

"  Yes,"  faltered  Cecily. 

"  He  must  have  been  one  of  your  priests,  to  have 
pocketfuls  of  necklaces  from  the  Holy  Land,  to 
be  sure!"  continued  Susan,  as  if  to  herself.  "  He 
slept  here  to  say  what  yon  call  Mass,  this  morning, 
I  know,  and  that  is  how  you  met  him  coming 
downstairs." 

"Why,  how  ever  did  you  find  that  out?  "cried 
Cecily,  astonished.  "  He  did  say  Mass  upstairs,  in 
the  top  attic,  for  I  heard  them  moving  about  over- 
head ;  but  mamma  and  papa  both  said  it  was  quite 
a  secret ;  and  it  was  papa  who  let  it  out  by  accident, 
or  I  should  never  have  known." 

Susan  muttered  to  herself:  "  How  did  I  knowin- 
deed !  why,  of  course  the  foolish  child  told  me  her- 
self; and  just  what  I  wanted  to  know  too !"  Then 
turning  to  Cecily  she  apologized  in  her  most  hon- 
eyed voice  for  not  staying  longer ;  but  she  could  not 
stay  any  longer,  much  as  she  enjoyed  a  pleasant 
chat  with  her  pretty  missy,  for  her  husband  would 
have  been  expecting  her  this  long  while. 

Cecily  called  out  after  her  anxiously:  "Dear 
Mrs.  Susan,  you  won't  say  a  word  about  the  neck- 
lace or  anything  else,  will  you?  Mamma  would 
be  so  displeased  if  you  did." 

"No,  no,  my  darling  little  lady!"  were  the 
cunning  woman's  last  words;  "  it  will  be  all  safe 
with  poor  Susan,  I  promise  you."  But  she  repeated 
over  and  over  again,  as  she  made  the  best  of  her 
way  home :  "  Safe — yes,  very  safe ;  safer  than  you 
think  for,  Miss  Cecily, — Miss  Silly  you  ought  to 
be  called  rather,  I  should  say." 

Cecily  did  not  say  a  word  to  her  mother  about 
Mrs.  Susan's  visit  on  the  latter's  return,  for  two 
reasons :  firstly,  she  felt  afraid  that  their  conver- 
sation had  been  of  rather  a  dangerous  nature,  and 
wished  to  forget  all  about  it  as  soon  as  possible; 
secondly,  she  knew  Mrs.  Lawford  would  not  be 
altogether  pleased  at  her  receiving  pieces  of  ex- 
pensive silk  from  a  woman  whom  they  hardly 
knew,  and  who  was  considered  far  from  wealthy. 
Indeed  in  course  of  a  day  or  two  the  whole  affair 
had  nearly  faded  from  Cecily's  mind,  and  the 
pretty  pieces  Susan  had  given  her  were  put  away 
in  the  bottom  of  her  doll's  trunk  till  such  a  time 
as  she  could  venture  to  reproduce  them. 

[TO  BE   COXTIXUED.] 


OUR  faults  are  like  a  grain  of  sand  by  the 
side  of  the  great  mountain  of  God's  mercy. — 
Cure  d'Ars. 
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The  Lives  of  the  Saints. 

Ours  is  truly  an  age  of  books.  Everybody 
reads,  and  it  is  in  a  measure  well  that  everybody 
should  read.  But  since  to  supply  the  constantly 
increasing  demand  for  reading-matter,  and  to  satisfy 
the  cravings  of  a  certain  class  of  readers,  the  press 
issues  works  unfit  for  the  perusal  of  a  Christian, 
it  becomes  an  affair  of  no  small  consequence  that 
the  heads  of  families,  and  those  generally  who 
have  a  care  of  the  young,  should  know  what 
works  to  procure  for  those  under  their  charge, 
and  what  publications  should  be  kept  entirely  out 
of  their  sight.  Happily,  the  Catholics  of  this 
country  are  now  beginning  to  have  a  literature  of 
their  own,  an  advantage  they  did  not  enjoy  a  few 
years  ago,  and  hence  it  becomes  a  comparatively 
easy  matter  for  them  to  supply  their  children 
with  reading-matter  from  which  no  harm  can  be 
feared,  but,  on  the  contrary,  from  which  a  great 
deal  of  good  may  be  expected.  It  is  with  a  feel- 
ing of  gratitude  to  God  that  we  see  Catholic  pub- 
lications in  the  way  of  books,  magazines,  news- 
papers, etc.,  daily  multiplying,  as  it  is  one  of  the 
surest  indications  of  the  healthy  tone  and  rapid 
progress  of  our  holy  religion  in  these  United 
States.  The  good  which  the  Catholic  press  thus 
renders  to  religion  is  incalculable,  and  from  pres- 
ent appearances  we  may  justly  hope  that  it  is  des- 
tined to  achieve  yet  greater  results.  That  such 
will  be  the  case  is  indeed  a  most  encouraging 
prospect. 

But  there  is  one  point  to  which  we  desire  to 
direct  special  attention — namely,  the  fact  that 
although  the  present  condition  of  Catholic  litera- 
ture is  so  nourishing,  it  seems  in  one  particular 
at  least  to  be  as  yet  quite  deficient — we  mean  in 
Lives  of  the  Saints.  Of  works  of  fiction  we 
have  any  number,  some  of  which,  like  "Fabiola," 
"Callista,"  "Dion  and  the  Sybils,"  "Rosemary," 
and  "Mrs.  Gerald's  Niece,"  are  of  the  highest 


order  of  excellence.  Our  controversial,  dogmatic 
and  historical  works  are  numerous  and  varied- 
Tracts,  lectures  and  pamphlets  are  distributed 
without  number,  and  have  been  a  powerful  means 
in  dispelling  ignorance  and  prejudice  from  the 
minds  of  our  non-Catholic  brethren.  But  the  de- 
partment of  hagiology  is  yet  limited — very  limited. 
It  is  true  that  within  the  last  ten  years  the  number 
of  works  in  this  line,  has  begun  to  multiply, — 
but  still  they  are  comparatively  few.  The  only 
reason  why  such  is  the  case,  is,  evidently,  be- 
cause there  has  been  but  comparatively  little  de- 
mand for  them. 

We  may  now  ask  the  question,  why  has  the 
demand  for  this  class  of  books  not  been  greater, 
and  why  are  they  not  more  generally  read?  Is  it 
because  they  are  not  interesting  or  not  instructive  ? 
The  contrary  is  the  case.  If  any  biography  is  in- 
teresting it  is  certainly  that  of  a  saint,  even  if  only 
considered  from  an  historical,  intellectual  or  psy- 
chological point  of  view.  The  greatest  of  the 
world's  heroes,  even  humanly  considered — the 
men  of  the  greatest  genius,  the  greatest  benefac- 
tors of  mankind,  even  in  the  temporal  order,  are 
found  in  the  calendar  of  saints.  Would  the  lives 
of  such  eminent  men  as  St.  John  Chrysostom,  St. 
Augustine,  St.  Benedict,  St.  Gregory  the  Great,  St. 
Bernard,  St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  St.  Ignatius  of  Loy. 
ola,  and  hundreds  of  others  no  less  remarkable,  be 
uninteresting  or  uninstructive,  even  leaving  out 
of  sight  the  supernatural  in  their  eventful  career, 
the  consideration  of  their  virtues,  etc.?  Who  can 
study  medieval  or  modern  history  without  meet- 
ing these  and  men  of  a  like  stamp  at  every  page, 
and  finding  them  taking  a  leading  part  in  all  the 
great  movements  of  their  period  ?  To  the  general 
reader,  no  less  than  to  the  historian,  statesman, 
or  philosopher,  their  biographies  are  in  the  highest 
degree  entertaining  and  profitable.  And  how 
much  is  not  this  interest  enhanced — how  much 
greater  the  profit,  when,  in  addition  to  the  histori- 
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cal  part  of  their  lives  as  men,  we  study  that  which 
characterized  them  as  saints  !  Here  is  where  the 
great  gain  is  made,  where  the  influence  of  ex- 
ample is  shown  in  all  its  force.  It  is  not  sufficient 
to  teach  a  man  what  virtue  is — he  must  be  shown 
by  examples  that  its  practice  is  feasible.  This  is 
the  manner  in  which  our  Blessed  Lord  taught,  and 
hence  He  says :  "  I  have  given  you  an  example,  that 
as  I  have  done,  you  also  may  do."  In  this  respect 
His  faithful  followers,  the  Saints,  have  ever  imi- 
tated Him.  The  ancient  Greeks  and  Romans  could 
discourse  on  virtue,  our  duties  to  God  and  to  our 
fellow-men,  and  the  contempt  of  earthly  things,  in 
a  most  admirable  manner,  but  their  works  were 
productive  of  little  or  no  good,  as  their  authors  were 
notorious  for  their  unrestrained  indulgence  in  vices 
the  most  degrading.  Seneca,  for  instance,  wrote 
on  the  most  sublime  precepts  of  Christian  morals 
in  the  most  elegant  style,  and  with  almost  the  ex- 
actness of  a  Catholic  Doctor,  but  nevertheless,  ac- 
cording to  the  most  reliable  accounts,  he  was  one 
of  the  most  profligate  characters  of  pagan  Rome. 
Can  we  wonder  then  that  his  works  had  such  lit- 
tle influence  for  good  on  those  who  read  them — 
and  particularly  on  his  contemporaries?  Should 
we  then  be  surprised  to  find  such  sterility  of  virtue 
among  his  countrymen  before  the  Gospel  was 
preached  to  them?  It  is  an  old  and  true  saying 
that  "  to  preach  virtue  is  one  thing,  to  practice  it  an- 
other." But  when  we  turn  to  the  Christian  teach- 
ers of  morality, — how  different !  We  no  longer  see 
men  preaching  virtue  to  others  while  at  the  same 
time  themselves  give  free  reins  to  the  most  shame- 
ful passions,  but  men  teaching  by  the  irresistible 
force  of  example.  To  those  who  before  deemed  the 
practice  of  virtue  impossible  they  show  by  their 
lives  that  it  is  possible — manifesting,  as  they  do, 
in  all  its  force,  the  superiority  of  living  example 
over  the  barren  teaching  of  men  who  in  their  pride 
styled  themselves  "  philosophers." 

But  it  may  be  said  that  the  Christian  has  graces 
that  the  pagan  and  unbeliever  has  not,  and  that 
the  holiness  of  his  life  is  the  effect  of  these  ad- 
ditional graces.  True,  he  has  more  and  greater 
grace,  but  that  in  nowise  diminishes  the  power  of 
example.  Men  say,  as  it  were  instinctively,  "  what 
others  have  done,  I  can  do.  If  others  have  been 
able  to  overcome  their  passions  and  give  ex- 
amples of  the  most  exalted  virtue,  why  cannot  I?" 
Herein,  after  the  assistance  of  God's  grace,  lies  the 
secret  of  the  eminent  sanctity  attained  by  so  many 
of  the  Church's  children.  Ecclesiastical  history 
and  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  are  full  of  the  most 
striking  illustrations  of  its  truth. 

Witness,  for  instance,  the  occasion  of  the  con- 
version of  St.  Augustine.  After  having  during  the 
earlier  period  of  his  life  abandoned  himself  to  the 


most  shameful  disorders,  he  has  his  eyes  opened 
and  is  brought  to  a  sense  of  duty  by  hearing  an 
account  of  the  life  and  austerities  of  St.  Anthony. 
"What!"  said  he  to  his  friend  Alypius — "the  ig- 
norant take  heaven  by  violence,  and  we,  senseless 
wretches,  with  all  our  miserable  science,  rise  not 
above  flesh  and  blood.  What !  because  they  have 
outstripped  us,  are  we  ashamed  to  follow  them  ? 
And  is  it  not  more  shameful  not  even  to  follow 
them?  Cannot  we  do  what  they  have  done?" 
From  that  moment  Augustine  was  an  altered  man ; 
he  who  before  had  wasted  his  manhood  in  a  life  of 
pleasure  became  thenceforth  a  model  of  penitents 
and  a  most  powerful  and  zealous  champion,  of  the 
Church. 

And  the  illustrious  soldier-Saint,  Ignatius  of 
Loyola,  whose  conversion  was  effected  in  a  similar 
manner.  Wounded,  and  on  a  bed  of  suffering,  he 
found  the  time  tedious,  and  asked  for  a  book  of 
romances.  As  there  were  no  books  of  the  kind  in 
the  house  at  the  time,  the  lives  of  our  Saviour  and 
of  the  Saints  were  handed  him.  He  at  first  reads 
them  merely  to  pass  away  time,  but  anon  begins 
to  entertain  a  relish  for  them,  and  spends  whole 
days  in  their  perusal.  He  admires  in  the  saints 
their  love  of  solitude  and  of  the  Cross.  He  finds 
among  them  men  of  noble  birth  who  had  relin- 
quished the  pomp  and  glitter  of  a  worldly  life  in 
order  to  draw  nearer  to  God  in  one  of  self-abnega- 
tion and  prayer,  and  he  said  to  himself:  "  These 
men  were  of  the  same  frame  as  I :  why  then  should 
not  I  do  what  they  have  done?"  His  resolution 
was  taken ;  and  from  a  daring  and  distinguished 
soldier,  ambitious  of  fame  and  worldly  glory,  Igna- 
tius became  one  of  the  most  devoted  servants  of 
God,  and  the  founder  of  an  Order  destined  to  be- 
come one  of  the  strongest  bulwarks  of  the  Church. 

What,  after  the  workings  of  grace,  stimulated 
St.  Philip  Neri  to  do  such  great  things  for  God — 
to  become  such  a  spiritual  hero?  The  examples 
of  the  saints,  particularly  of  the  Fathers  of  the 
desert,  as  his  biographer  tells  us. 

What,  after  the  grace  of  God,  led  Blessed  John 
Berchmans  to  such  heights  of  perfection?  Un- 
doubtedly the  study  of  the  lives  of  his  holy  patrons, 
St.  Stanislaus  Kostka  and  St.  Aloysius  Gonzaga. 
From  the  momenthe  had  read  the  life  of  the  latter 
he  determined  to  make  him  his  special  model; 
and  so  successfully  did  he  imitate  his  virtues  that 
he  has  justly  been  called  "  the  second  Aloysius." 
And  indeed  St.  Aloysius  has  never  had  a  more 
perfect  imitator  than  Blessed  John  Berchmans. 

But  why  multiply  illustrations  to  show  the  influ- 
ence of  example,  and  the  beautiful  results  conse- 
quent on  the  reading  of  the  lives  of  the  great  and 
good?  Preachers  in  their  sermons,  teachers  in 
their  instructions,  lay  before  their  hearers  as  the 
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most  effectual  means  of  inciting  them  to  the 
practice  of  virtue,  the  actions  of  those  who  while 
yet  in  the  flesh  led  an  angelic  life.  How  many  a 
youth  owes  the  preservation  of  his  innocence  and 
his  perseverance  in  virtue  to  the  perusal  of  a 
pious  book — the  life  of  some  saint  presented  him 
by  a  fond  parent  or  a  kind  friend  ?  How  many 
young  hearts  have  been  captivated,  and  led,  as  it 
were  irresistibly,  to  the  service  of  God,  by  the  story 
of  that  seraphic  boy — St.  Stanislaus  Kostka!  How 
many  attracted  to  a  life  of  perfection  by  the  heroic 
example  and  winning  sweetness  of  St.  Aloysius ! 
How  many  too  are  there  who,  under  God,  can  trace 
the  decision  of  their  vocation  to  a  religious  life  to  the 
irresistible  charm  exerted  on  their  souls  by  the  ami- 
ability and  angelic  purity  of  Blessed  John  Berch- 
mans  ?  The  lives  of  these  heroic  imitators  of  the  Di- 
vine Exemplar  throws  such  a  luminous  but  subdued 
halo  of  entrancing  light  over  a  life  of  self-sacrifice, 
virtue  and  religion,  that  it  becomes  divested  of  all 
that  worldlings  are  pleased  to  qall  difficulty  and 
severity.  What  before  was  avoided,  is  now  sought 
for.  What  the  world  calls  folly,  and  madness,  is 
seen  to  be  true  wisdom  in  all  its  loveliness.  Self- 
abnegation  becomes  easy,  mortification  sweet,  hu- 
miliation delightful.  The  world  is  shorn  of  all  that 
before  seemed  attractive  when  the  beauty  of  virtue 
is  thus  seen  reflected  in  the  lives  of  others.  One  sees 
and  understands,  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  that  he 
is,  in  the  words  of  St.  Stanislaus,  not  intended  for 
the  earth,  but  was  "born  for  greater  things," — that 
he  has  not  on  earth  a  lasting  city, — his  true  home 
is  in  heaven;  that  his  destiny  is  to  be  with  God, 
that  it  is  supernatural.  It  is  then  that  one  fully 
realizes  that  the  earth  is  only  a  place  of  probation ; 
that  what  the  world  calls  happiness  is  but  an  empty 
delusion ;  that  honor,  riches  and  worldly  prosperity 
are  too  often  but  snares  in  which  are  entrapped  the 
souls  of  the  heedless  and  unwary, — as  so  many 
things  to  draw  his  heart  from  his  final  end,  from 
heaven,  from  God,  from  eternal  beatitude.  Oh !  if 
parents  and  all  those  in  any  way  charged  with  the 
care  of  the  young  would  seriously  think  of  these 
things  and  act  accordingly,  how  many  souls  might 
not  be  saved  from  eternal  ruin !  how  many  young 
innocents  preserved  from  the  blighting  influence 
of  the  corrupter!  how  many  led,  while  yet  pure, 
to  dedicate  themselves  to  the  service  of  their 
Maker,  and  who,  through  neglect,  are  to  be  forever 
lost! 

But  we  have  already  said  more  than  we  in- 
tended. The  object  in  writing  this  article  was  to 
urge  parents,  if  their  children  have  a  taste  for 
reading  the  lives  of  the  saints,  by  all  means  to 
procure  them  these  books.  Very  few  children, — 
indeed  we  may  safely  say,  not  one — whose  taste 
has  not  been  vitiated  by  trashy  literature,  will  be 


found  who  would  not  take  pleasure  in  reading 
such  books  if  they  be  supplied  them.  By  this 
means,  more  effectually  than  any  other  perhaps, 
will  their  young  hearts  be  trained  to  virtue.  An 
impression  will  be  made  which  will  be  lasting. 
The  child's  earliest  preceptor,  it  has  been  truly 
said,  is  example ;  and  what  better  example  can  be 
proposed  for  its  imitation  than  that  of  those 
whom  the  Church  has  pronounced  blessed?  If 
parents  would  thus  provide  for  those  whom  God 
has  entrusted  to  their  keeping,  they  would  be 
spared  in  after-life  that  grief  and  despair  conse- 
quent on  having  their  children  mingle  with  the 
bad  company  from  which  they  had  nothing  to  di- 
vert them,  and  the  pernicious  influence  of  a  cor- 
rupt literature  from  which  they  have  not  always 
been  sedulously  guarded,  and  which  may  have 
ruined  them  for  life,  if  not  for  an  eternity. 

As  a  gift  or  present,  what  could  be  more  appro- 
priate than  a  neatly  bound  volume  of  the  life  of 
some  saint — or,  if  it  can  be  afforded,  a  little  library 
of  such  books  ?  We  are  sure  that,  to  many  chil- 
dren at  least,  no  more  acceptable  present  could  be 
made,  or  one  that  would  afterwards  prove  a 
source  of  greater  joy  and  consolation  to  the  donor. 


Mater  Purissima. 

OMary! 

Dear  Mother  mine! 
Mother  of  purity  and  peace, 
All  discords  of  wild  passion  cease 
Where  tby  sweet  glances  shine; 

And  calm  that  breast, 
Wherein,  in  light  divine, 
Thine  image,  white  and  fair  doth  rest. 
So  sweet  a  power  is  thine, 
O  Mother  most  blest, 
Our  Lady  dear  of  purity  and  peace, 
Dear  Mother  mine. 

O  Mary! 

Dear  Mother  mine! 
Come,  with  a  lily  in  thy  hand, 
Unseen  by  all,  to  take  thy  stand, 
And  make  my  heart  a  shrine. 

All  sinless  things, 
— Summoned  by  holy  spell — 
Angels  float  down,  audfold  their  snowy  wings, 

And  heavenly  secrets  tell; 
And  in  His  meekest  guise,  the  King  of  kings 

Will  share  the  narrow  cell 
Of  my  poor  heart,  if  thou,  O  Mother  pure, 
Vouchsafe  therein  to  dwell. 


IT  is  the  greatest  glory  to  serve  Mary  and  be 
numbered  among  her  servants;  for  to  serve  her  is 
to  reign,  and  her  slaves  are  greater  than  kings. 
— St.  John  Damascene. 
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BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DOKSET. 


CHAPTER  X.—  ( 
"You  have  not  one  iota  of  patience  with  for- 
eigners, Mr.  Weston." 

"I  don't  object  to  them  as  foreigners;  but  as 
men  who  presume  on  their  position,  as  some  of 
them  do,  to  assume  airs  of  superiority  over  Ameri- 
cans, socially  and  otherwise,  —  who  sneer  at  our 
institutions,  make  invidious  remarks  about  our 
public  men,  and  evidently  think  they  honor  our 
women  by  noticing  them.  What  do  they  know  of 
our  social  system,  or  the  private  life  of  Americans  ? 
They  see  it  only  on  the  surface  ;  and  after  being 
here  for  years,  they  really  know  no  more  about  us 
than  if  they  had  stayed  at  home,  for  they  see  only 
poor  imitations  of  European  customs,  habits  and 
manners  in  our  fashionable  society,  that  fall  far 
short  of  the  example  ;  and  as  all  pretence  is  trans- 
parent, it  only  excites  their  contempt." 

"  How  you  do  talk  when  you  get  on  this  sub- 
ject!" exclaimed  Mrs.  Weston  —  bridling  her  an- 
noyance, for  she  had  a  purpose  in  so  doing.  "  I 
forgot  to  tell  you  that  the  Chairman  of  the  Com- 
mittee on  Finance  told  me  that  your  bill  was  to 
be  pushed  through,  first  thing,  after  Congress  organ- 
ized." 

"Ah!  that  is  worth  hearing!"  answered  Mr. 
Weston,  growing  serene. 

"  I  thought  you'd  be  glad  to  hear  it.  He  says 
there's  not  the  least  doubt  of  its  going  through 
both  Houses  without  opposition.  Now,  let  me  tell 
you  of  a  stranger  who  called  to-day  with  that 
Russian  friend  of  yours  —  who  is  here  on  something 
about  our  railway  system,  you  know,  —  I  forget  his 
name.  I  was  introduced  to  him  at  the  French 
Minister's,  the  other  evening  —  the  most  magnifi- 
cent creature  I  ever  saw  !" 

"Ah  !  what  brought  Mm  over  the  seas  ?" 

"  A  desire  to  travel,  and  make  himself  acquainted 
with  American  institutions  —  which  he  admires 
very  much,  I  assure  you.  He  speaks  English, 
French,  German,  Spanish  and  Russ  —  " 

"  What  an  '  admirable  Crichton'  !  Is  he  a  profes- 
sor of  languages?" 

"  No.  How  absurd  !  He  is  Count  Andrei  So- 
colov  —  a  Russian  nobleman  of  large  fortune,  your 
friend  told  me.  He  is  received  every  where,  and  I 
want  you  to  leave  your  card  for  him,  as  I  must 
have  him  at  my  ball  next  week." 

"I  shall  be  too  busy;  but  I  have  no  objection 
to  you  leaving  my  card.  Introduced  by  Wysto- 
koff,  your  Count  will  be  a  very  welcome  guest, 
particularly  since  he  has  a  laudable  object  in  com- 
ing to  the  United  States." 


"  I  never  saw  such  eyes  as  he  has;  great,  black, 
wild  eyes — like  a  stag's  at  bay — and  swarthy  as  a 
Greek—" 

"Edyth's  pirate,"  thought  Sybil. 
"A   great,   tall,  broad-shouldered   man,  black 
whiskered  and  debonnaire,  and  has  the  most  win- 
ning voice  I  ever  listened  to." 

"  He  is  not  of  the  Russian  type,  I  should  say. 
Does  Wystokoff  know  him  ?"  remarked  Mr.  Weston, 
with  quick  suspicion. 

"Knows  his  family,  and  all  about  him.  What 
do  you  mean  about  the  Russian  type,  though  ?" 

"  I  mean  that  a  pure-blooded  Russian  has  cold 
blue  or  gray  eyes,  blonde  or  brown  hair,  short 
nose,  long  upper  lip,  and  not  an  overly  handsome 
mouth;  neither  is  he  of  so  large  a  mould, — but 
lithe,  sinewy  and  agile.  I  speak,  of  course,  of  the 
genuine  Russian  type,  without  admixture  with 
other  races  by  intermarriage  with  them." 

"He's  not  like  that;  he's  a  most  charming  per- 
son— of  about  thirty-five  or  forty,  and  ought  to  be 
thankful  if  by  some  accident  of  birth  he  has  es- 
caped the  physiognomy  you  describe.  But  of 
course  we  shall  learn  more  of  him  as  our  acquaint- 
ance goes  on." 

"Introduced  as  he  is,  he  cannot  be  an  adven- 
turer. But  you  know,  Anne,  especially  now,  I  do 
not  wish  more  than  a  formal  acquaintance  with 
strangers." 

"  How  singular  that  all  the  phases  of  your  life 
should  bear  the  impress  of  financial  caution!" 
observed  Mrs.  Weston,  with  scarcely  veiled  sar- 
casm. 

"I  have  found  it  to  serve  me,"  he  said,  drily; 
and  it  may  do  so  again,  for  aught  I  know."  Then 
he  turned  towards  Sybil, — the  hard,  cold  lines  of 
his  face  softening  into  something  like  tenderness 
as  he  watched  her  for  an  instant,  twining  white 
azalias  and  scarlet  buds  together,  her  dark  eye- 
lashes throwing  shadows  upon  her  flushed  cheeks 
as  she  trifled  with  the  flowers  to  avoid  the  appear- 
ance of  listening  to  a  conversation  which  ran  on 
the  very  verge  of  a  family  disagreement;  then, with 
a  scarcely  audible  sigh,  he  left  the  table  and  retired 
to  his  library,  to  smoke  and  do  some  uncomfortable 
thinking. 

"  I  believe  I  am  fairly  worn  out,  Sybil,  and  must 
get  my  things  off  and  lie  down.  It  is  dreadful  to 
be  on  one's  feet  all  day,  and  on  the  strain  to  say 
something  agreeable  to  everyone;  and  one  does 
meet  with  such  stupid  people,  who  set  your  very 
teeth  on  edge.  You  can  have  Edyth  down,  and 
Miss  Arnold  too,  as  I  hear  that  you  quite  fancy 
her." 

"Thanks,  mamma!  but  mayn't  I  come  up  and 
help  you?" 
u  No  indeed;  my  maid  does  all  that.    Oh  dear! 
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how  very  tired  I  am!"  she  answered,  as  she  left 
the  room,  with  slow,  halting  steps. 

And  Mrs.  Weston  was— to  use  a  slang  expression 
—almost  played  out.  Playing  la  grande  dame  for. 
hours  on  a  stretch,  saying  just  the  right  thing  in 
the  right  place,  making  each  guest  feel  himself  the 
favored  one,  adapting  one^s  self  to  the  humor  of 
this  or  that  individual,  exercising  that  tact  which 
so  few  understand,  that  covers  gracefully  any  sud- 
den discomfiture  in  oneself,  or  diverts  attention  from 
the  gauckeries  of  others— the  effort  to  appear  indif- 
ferent to  flattery  and  the  more  delicate  words  of 
compliment  that  most  men  offer  as  acceptable 
pabulum  to  the  vanity  of  woman,  that  made  her 
eyes  sparkle  with  delight  at  the  thought  of  her  yet 
having  power  to  evoke  such  incense — the  flutter  of 
gratification  she  was  in,  and  but  illy  concealed,  at 
the  unusual  number  of  distinguished  callers,  the 
dread  that  haunted  her  of  being  found  wanting  in 
that  noblesse  oblige  without  which  the  best  efforts 
towards  social  distinction  are  a  fraud — Mrs.  Weston 
had  found  to  be  no  child's  play.  And  to  aggravate 
the  weariness  of  it  all,  she  had  an  attack  of  indi- 
gestion; as  hostess,  she  had  felt  obliged  several 
times,  perhaps  frequently  through  the  day,  to  taste 
champagne, — she  had  nibbled  at  rich  bits  of  cake, 
drank  chocolate,  ate  an  ice,  part  of  a  patie-foie-de- 
gras — and  last  of  all,  salad-a-la-mayonaise,  an  im- 
prudence indulged  in  to  hold  Count  Socolov  in 
conversation  at  the  refreshment  table,  to  which  she 
herself  had  accompanied  when  the  reception  was 
nearly  over. 

Who  will  say,  who  knows  anything  of  the  world, 
that  it  does  not  become  a  hard  taskmaster,  and  de- 
mand service  far  more  galling  of  its  votaries  than 
Almighty  God  does  of  His  children,  who  is  ever 
ready  to  sweeten  the  waters  of  bitterness  to  them — 
and,  when  they  are  stricken,  to  bring  gracious  per- 
fume from  their  wounds,  as  when  the  axe  strikes  the 
sandal-tree,  bringing  forth  fragrance.  But  there  is 
no  power  in  the  world  to  console  when  the  hour 
that  proves  its  nothingness  comes ;  the  axe  falls,  but 
there  is  no  aroma  of  God's  indwelling  grace  to 
anoint  the  wound  with  heavenly  unguents ;  the  poor 
heart  that  clung  to  it  finds  how  delusive  it  all  is, 
that  its  brightness  fades  before  adversity,  and  its 
garden  of  delights  is  turned  to  a  wilderness  of 
thorns. 

Mrs.  Weston's  indigestion  made  her  look  like  a 
haggard  old  woman — her  pallor  more  apparent  in 
contrast  with  the  artificial  spots  of  color  on  her 
cheeks ;  she  knew  that  it  would  pass  off  after  she 
had  taken  her  "drops,"  which  would  bring  ease 
and  composure  to  her  overtaxed  energies.  The 
newly-discovered  drug  always  had  the  happiest  ef- 
fect on  Mrs.  Weston,  but  she  had  been  warned  time 
and  again  by  her  medical  adviser  not  to  use  it  un- 


less an  attack  of  insomnia  came  on,  and  even  then 
with  extreme  caution.  He  advised  her  to  avoid  ex- 
citement, and  exclude  herself  from  the  world  for  a 
space ;  he  knew  that  her  nerve-forces  were  terribly 
overstrained,  but  not  beyond  the  healing  that  rest 
from  what  she  called  her  "  social  duties  "  would  in 
time  effect;  this  advice  was  distasteful  to  Mrs.Wes- 
ton,  and  why  should  she  punish  herself  when  she 
had  so  ready  a  means  of  relief  at  hand  ? 

After  her  stepmother  went  upstairs,  Sybil  sent 
for  Miss  Arnold  and  Edyth,  and  quieted  the  per- 
turbation of  the  governess  by  saying  at  once: 
"Mamma  has  gone  to  lie  down,  and  told  me  to 
send  for  you.  I  am  so  glad  you  came! " 

"Did  she  indeed,  Miss  Weston!  how  very  kind! 
I  was  at  Holland  House  once,  and  this  looks  very 
much  like  the  rooms  there,"  said  Miss  Arnold — 
casting  quick,  nervous  glances  of  admiration 
around  on  the  splendors  of  this  portion  of  the 
house,  to  which  she  was  as  great  a  stranger  as  if 
she  did  not  live  under  the  same  roof.  Sybil 
played  and  sang  for  her  some  English  ballads 
she  had  learned  out  of  the  old  music-books  at 
Holy  Cross,  which  brought  tears  to  the  dry, 
hot  eyes  whose  fountains  were  nearly  exhausted. 
Edyth  hovered  about,  making  bright,  saucy 
speeches,  hanging  around  Sybil  when  tired,  and 
snubbing  Miss  Arnold  whenever  she  reminded 
her  of  the  rules  of  deportment 

"  Miss  Arnold  will  excuse  your  tumbling  around 
so,  Edyth,  this  once,  and  so  will  I — but  if  you 
speak  to  her  so  again,  you  go  to  bed — then  she  will 
come  back  here  to  me,"  said  Sybil,  in  her  grave, 
gentle  tone. 

Sybil's  influence  over  the  wayward  child  was 
surprising,  for  it  was  of  a  more  gentle  sort  than 
she  had  ever  before  experienced;  but  children 
have  keen  perceptions  of  character,  and,  inde- 
pendent of  her  sister's  attractions,  there  was  a 
positive  will  underlying  them  which  Edyth,  more 
quick-eyed  than  others,  had  recognized  and 
yielded  to  voluntarily.  Edyth  had  no  idea  of 
being  sent  to  bed:  she  would  much  rather  behave 
well  to  Miss  Arnold,  and  she  did,  reaping  her 
reward  in  a  happily  spent  evening. 

But  Sybil's  peaceful  days  were  fast  drawing  to 
a  close.  One  more  visit  to  St.  Xavier's  with  her 
aunt,  one  more  Communion,  recollected  and  un- 
distracted  by  confused  memories  of  the  dazzle 
and  glamor  of  the  world;  a  few  more  early 
Masses  at  St.  Mark's;  two  or  three  more  quiet 
evenings  with  her  young  cousins,  and  she  would 
enter  through  what  the  votaries  of  fashion  called 
"the  Gate  Beautiful,"  into  the  enchanted  regions 
beyond.  The  Waite  lads  made  light  of  her  ap- 
proaching debut,  for  they  did  not  know  how  much 
she  dreaded  it,  or  what  pain  even  the  thought  of 
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it  gave  her;  they  chaffed  her,  and  turned  it  into 
an  absurdity  by  their  mimicry  and  fun,  until, 
sometimes,  she  found  herself  laughing  with  them. 
Ah,  if  she  might  only  go  on  laughing,  at  a  safe 
distance!  John  pretended  to  be  a  dowager,  Clara 
the  debutante,  Con  and  Baste  two  admirers — one 
rich,  and  one  poor — who  pretended  to  her  hand, 
and  they  got  up  such  tableaux-vivant,s\ich  travesties 
of  the  ways  of  fashionable  people,  that  Sybil  was 
afraid  the  very  recollection  of  them,  if  re- 
vived by  actual  realities,  would  make  her  laugh 
when  it  would  be  proper  for  her  to  be  perfectly 
impassive,  and  she  imagined  how  dreadful  it 
would  be  if  she  should  happen  to  get  into  a  fit  of 
laughter  for  which  she  could  give  no  explanation 
to  the  strangers  who  might  happen  to  be  around 
her.  Natalie,  without  seeming  to  notice  much, 
had  a  keen  enjoyment  in  these  ridiculous  scenes; 
they  mocked  the  world  she  hated,  and  seemed  to 
tear  some  of  its  fictitious  drapery  to  rags. 

"We  'Knights  of  the  Round  Table'  will  be 
nowhere  then,"  said  John,  tossing  off  a  red  shawl 
he  had  been  masquerading  in. 

"  Yes,  we'll  have  to  borrow  a  telescope  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  you!"  put  in  Baste. 

"  I  don't  care !  I'm  going  off  to  strange  lands 
to  look  for  the  Holy  Grail,"  said  Con. 

"I'd  like  to  go  with  you,  Con,"  answered  Sybil 
— her  grave,  sweet  eyes  following  the  course  of  a 
white  cloud  that  floated  over  the  sunny  blue  of 
the  sky  as  she  looked  through  the  window, 
thoughtful  and  almost  sad. 

"Aunt  Weston  would  soon  be  after,  on  a  green 
dragon  with  scales  and  two  heads,  and  a  tail  like 
a  comet's!  Whew!  wouldn't  she  swoop  down 
upon  you  though ! "  said  John. 

"John!"  It  was  his  mother  who  spoke.  She 
had  just  got  inside  the  door  in  time  to  hear  his 
speech,  but  not  in  time  to  stop  the  laugh  it  made, 
— not  that  there  was  much  in  it  to  make  a  laugh 
of,  but  they  did  not  love  their  aunt  Weston  or  her 
hifalutin  ways,  and  now  that  she  was  going  to 
take  Sybil  away  from  them,  as  they  understood  it, 
each  one  felt  aggrieved,  and  prepared  to  enjoy  a 
fling  at  her.  These  boys  somehow  felt — although 
she  was  more  than  passing  kind  to  them — that 
Mrs.  Weston  was  shallow  and  insincere ;  and  they 
had  an  idea  that  she'd  do  her  best  to  make  Sybil 
just  like  herself.  They  could  not  understand,  and 
did  not  care  to,  why  Sybil  should  not  be  per- 
mitted to  go  on  in  the  same  pleasant  way  they 
had  all  so  much  enjoyed  these  two  months  past, 
and  chose  to  think  that  it  was  owing  to  their 
aunt  Weston's  ridiculous  foolishness.  That  is 
what  they  called  it,  and  exactly  what  it  seemed  to 
be  to  them.  Clara,  however,  thought  it  would  be 
splendid  to  be  a  young  lady,  and  have  beautiful 


things  to  wear,  and  be  admired,  and  dance,  and  do 
whatever  she  pleased — and  steadily  maintained 
her  opinion,  even  when  she  joined  in  her  brothers' 
fun. 

"I  was  in  fun,  mother,"  said  John,  looking  up 
at  his  mother,  the  twinkle  not  yet  out  of  his  eyes. 
"  It  is  possible  to  mix  malice  with  fun,  my  boy," 
she  answered,  quietly,  as  she  drew  a  chair  up  and 
sat  down  by  him,  her  afflicted  child,  whose  mind 
she  wished  to  grow  to  a  fair,  upright  stature,  unem- 
bittered  by  passions  which  would  distort  and  stul- 
tify it  in  a  far  worse  degree  than  disease  had  done 
his  del  icate  body.    She  smoothed  back  the  frowzed, 
tawny  hair  from  his  broad,  white  forehead;  they 
looked  into  each  other's  eyes,  understanding,  one 
the  mute  appeal,  the  other  the  full  forgiveness  that 
was  meant;   it  was  only  an  instant,  this  dumb  in- 
terchange of  spirit,  and  no  one  observed  it,  but  it 
needed  no  further  interpretation  to  these  two,  who 
were  bound  together  by  a  more  than  ordinarily 
strong  and  tender  tie.    After  this  the  hours  sped 
away  merrily ;  Con  and  Baste  had  lots  of  things  to 
tell  about  their  holiday  frolics,  Natalie  described 
to  them  a  horse-race  on  the  frozen  Neva ;  then  John 
sang  a  comic  song,  Sybil  read  a  sketch  from  "  Geor- 
gia Scenes"  which  made  them  laugh  until  they 
cried,  Mrs.  Waite  related  an  adventure  she  once  had 
on  the  Blue  Ridge,  when,  having  strayed  off  from 
her  party,  she  got  lost  and  was  not  found  until  the 
next  day.    The  very  thought  of  their  own  mother 
spending  the  night  alone  on  a  wild  mountain,  and 
hearing  wolves  and  wild-cats  making  their  savage 
noises  around  the  tree  into  which  she  had  climbed 
for  shelter,  until  the  day  dawned,  thrilled  their 
hearts  as  no  other  tale  of  adventure  had  ever  done, 
and  they  pressed  closer  around  her,  clinging  to  her 
and  holding  her  hands,  as  if  at  any  moment  a  wolf 
might  rush  in  and  tear  her  from  them.    No  wolf 
came:  but  a  message  did,  for  Sybil;   it  was  after 
ten  o'clock,  and,  kissing  them  all  round,  she  was 
muffled  up  with  tender  hands  by  Natalie ;  the  boys 
ran  down  to  the  carriage  with  her,  she  promised  to 
come  again  very  soon,  then  she  was  whirled  away, 
the  impressions  of  her  happy  evening  brightening 
her  thoughts  into  forgetfulness  of  the  dark,  cold 
night  outside. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  is  the  source  of  all 
grace. 

ST.  LEOCADIA  once  appeared  to  St.  Ildefonsus, 
Bishop  of  Toledo,  while  he  was  praying  at  her 
tomb,  and  before  a  great  multitude  of  people 
thanked  him  in  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
for  defending  her  honor  against  the  Helvidian 
heretics,  whom  he  had  confuted  and  driven  out  of 
Spain. 
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BY  LADY  GEORGIANA  FULLERTON. 
CHAPTER  XII.— (CONTINUED.) 

Every  year  the  spiritual  exercises  of  St.  Ignatius 
are  given  to  more  than  six  hundred  women,  many 
of  whom  come  a  great  distance.  Most  of  them  are 
virgins  consecrated  to  a  pious  life.  They  arrive 
in  boats,  bringing  with  them  a  parcel  of  provi- 
sions, and  a  sort  of  rug  which  serves  the  purpose 
of  a  bed.  They  sleep  in  the  passages  and  the  out- 
houses, as  well  as  in  the  dormitories.  Every  cor- 
ner of  the  building  is  crowded  with  these  pious 
visitors.  But  nothing  can  exceed  the  silence,  the 
fervor,  the  recollection,  of  this  multitude  of  wo- 
men. The  nuns  are  always  astonished  and  edi- 
fied by  their  conduct.  Many  of  these  Chinese 
women  work  during  whole  nights  in  order  to  earn 
the  means  of  attending  the  Retreat  and  of  bringing 
the  Religious  some  trifling  present,  such  as  chick- 
ens, ducks,  pigeons,  preserves  made  with  salt  as 
well  as  sugar,  which  does  not  quite  suit  European 
taste,  and  cakes  baked  with  oil,  butter  being  un- 
known in  that  country. 

A  Refuge  for  Penitents  has  been  added  to  their 
other  works  by  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls. 
They  also  supply  altar-linen  to  the  missionaries, 
who  go  up  the  country  carrying  with  them  their 
sacristy  in  a  box.  In  several  European  towns  their 
associates  have  undertaken  to  be  the  angels  of  the 
Chinese  Mission,  and  forward  to  the  nuns  all  sorts 
of  articles  for  the  portable  altars  of  the  priests. 

Many  of  the  charitable  works  above  described 
have  been  established  at  Shang-Hai',  also  an  asy- 
lum for  aged  persons,  and  a  boarding-school 
where  girls  of  every  nation  under  the  sun  are  edu- 
cated together.  Many  of  them  are  Protestants, 
who  become  attached  to  the  Catholic  religion, 
and  often  carry  away  with  them  impressions 
which  by  God's  mercy  may  tell  in  after-life. 

If  there  is  occasion  for  patience,  and  need  to 
fight  against  discouragement  in  China  as  regards 
the  bulk  of  the  population,  and  the  difficulty  of 
conversions,  it  must  be  owned  that  the  native 
Christians  give  great  consolation  to  the  mission- 
aries, and  striking  examples  of  zeal  and  devoted- 
ness.  As  to  the  particular  vocation  of  the  Helpers 
of  the  Holy  Souls,  it  is  wonderful  how  it  seems  to 
respond  to  the  feelings  of  the  Chinese,  and  to  stim- 
ulate the  efforts  of  their  associates.  Nothing  seems 
to  them  too  irksome,  and  no  sacrifice  too  great 
when  they  are  reminded  that  the  Holy  Souls  will 
be  benefitted  by  their  works.  They  put  by  their 
hardly  earned  gains  in  order  to  give  alms  and  to 


make  offerings  for  Masses  said  in  their  behalf. 
One  young  girl  employed  in  the  Orphanage,  who 
had  struggled  long  under  much  suffering,  and  met 
with  many  disappointments,  came  one  day  in  tears 
to  the  Reverend  Mother.  "  I  can  bear  it  no  longer," 
she  said.  "  O  my  child,  how  afraid  the  dear  suffer- 
ing souls  must  be  that  your  courage  may  give 
way!"  was  the  answer  she  received.  A  light  shone 
in  the  face  of  that  young  Helper  of  the  Holy 
Souls, — and  she  said:  "That  thought  can  make 
me  bear  everything.  My  heart  is  glad  since 
you  have  said  those  words";  and  she  resumed 
and  persevered  in  a  position  of  no  ordinary  diffi- 
culty. 

"  How  happy  you  look!"  one  of  the  nuns  said 
to  a  Chinese  postulant,  on  the  morning  of  All 
Souls'  Day.  "  What  are  you  thinking  of,  my 
child?"  "Mother,"  was  her  answer,  "during 
Mass  I  offered  up  my  body  and  my  soul  to  our 
Blessed  Lord,  and  begged  Him  to  let  them  suffer 
as  much  as  He  pleased  for  the  dear  souls  in  Pur- 
gatory." Another  told  her  superioress  that  she 
had  made  the  Heroic  Vow  for  the  Holy  Souls,  and 
begged  them  as  they  entered  Heaven  to  obtain  that 
at  the  same  time  a  great  number  of  pagans  should 
enter  the  Church.  A  girl  of  twenty — in  the  noviti- 
ate— who  belonged  to  a  family  of  high  position,  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  a  rich  aunt  who  said  she  would 
make  her  heiress  of  all  her  wealth  provided  she 
came  to  live  with  her.  To  the  question  which  was 
put  to  her  as  to  her  intentions  in  consequence  of 
this  proposal,  she  replied:  "No  indeed;  I  have 
chosen  the  Heart  of  Jesus  for  my  abode,  and  I  will 
not  leave  Him.  I  am  doing  penance  to  obtain  my 
father's  conversion."  Soon  afterwards  she  told  the 
Superioress  that  her  aunt  had  declared  that  hence- 
forward she  would  give  her  neither  clothes,  money 
nor  anything  at  all  ....  "Never  mind,  my  child," 
the  reverend  Mother  said ;  "  we  will  take  care  of 
you."  "  O  Mother,  I  am  not  uneasy !  When  I  read 
my  aunt's  letter  I  thought  of  what  our  Lord  said  to 
the  Apostles  about  not  taking  with  them  money, 
nor  scrip,  nor  bag,  and  that  they  had  not  wanted 
for  anything.  I  said  to  myself:  As  I  have  given 
up  both  my  soul  and  my  body  to  our  Lord,  He 
will  certainly  provide  for  me."  Another  of  these 
pious  children  of  the  Garden  of  Mary  always  se- 
lects the  most  disgusting  case  amongst  the  chil- 
dren as  her  particular  charge,  and  instructs  the 
poorest  women  in  order  the  more  to  benefit  the 
Holy  Souls  by  that  humble  choice. 

We  have  dwelt  at  some  length  on  the  work  of 
Mere  Marie's  children  in  China,  because  it  gives 
the  measure  of  what  zeal  can  effect,  even  by  a 
handful  of  poor  nuns,  when  God  gives  strength  to 
weak  and  courage  to  timid  women.  It  may  also 
suggest  to  souls  burning  with  the  desire  to  aid  the 
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living  and  the  dead  that  a  field  for  work  and  self- 
sacrifice  and  heroic  labor  is  to  be  found  in  an  Or- 
der which,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  adopts  what- 
ever costs  most  to  nature  as  the  fittest  offering  for 
a  supernatural  apostolate  in  behalf  of  the  dead. 

We  doubt,  indeed,  whether  the  Chinese  Mission 
is  more  trying  to  the  delicately  reared  and  sensi- 
tive daughters  of  European  parents  than  their  work 
in  London,  where  our  poor  dwell  in  a  state  of 
wretchedness  which  astonishes  even  those  who  are 
used  to  haunt  the  abodes  of  the  destitute  in  Paris 
and  other  large  towns.  Nights  spent  in  St.  Giles' 
or  in  Westminster  by  a  sick  bed  might  defy  com- 
parison even  with  the  sufferings  of  a  foreign  land. 
The  late  lamented  Superior  of  the  Sisters  of  Char- 
ity, the  venerable  Father  Etienne,  said,  some  years 
ago,  to  one  of  his  daughters  who  had  offered  her- 
self for  the  Chinese  Mission:  "My  child,  your 
China  is  in  London."  He  knew  that  her  cross 
was  as  heavy  in  the  great  city  where  she  was  labor- 
ing as  the  one  which  her  ardor  for  suffering  was 
prompting  her  to  take  up.  But  God  sometimes 
calls  a  chosen  soul  to  add  to  her  sacrifices  the  total 
surrender  of  familiar  associations — the  living 
death  of  an  apostolate  in  regions  as  strange  to  her 
as  those  of  another  world ;  and  when  that  call  is 
given,  it  must  needs  be  obeyed.  O  strange  diver- 
sity of  the  workings  of  grace  f  Wonderful  dissimi- 
larity in  God's  dealings  with  His  children!  Vari- 
ety of  paths  leading  to  the  same  end  I  Beautiful 
harmony  of  lives  however  dissimilar,  which  the 
Church  sanctions  and  blesses !  The  more  we  study 
that  word  Vocation  the  more  we  find  in  it  depths 
of  mercy  and  of  beauty,  wnich  the  world  can  never 
fathom. 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

At  the  close  of  the  last  chapter  we  alluded  to  the 
work  of  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  in  London. 
We  will  now  relate  what  led  to  the  first  thought  of 
their  coming  amongst  us — a  thought  and  a  desire 
which  arose  in  many  a  mind  and  heart,  long  be- 
fore its  actual  realization.  An  English  lady  had 
visited  their  house  in  Paris,  in  1863,  and  a  few 
months  afterwards  wrote  as  follows  to  the  MSre 
Marie  de  la  Providence : 

"People  are  beginning  to  think  and  to  hope  that  you 
will  come  to  England.  Several  persons  have  spoken 
to  me  about  it  with  much  interest.  I  tell  them  that 
we  must  not  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  abont  it,  but 
wait  and  pray.  Pray,  then,  and  join  your  prayers  to 
ours.  Somebody  was  saying  to  me  this  morning  that 
there  is  no  country  in  the  world  which  has  more  need 
than  our  own  of  your  Order.  How  many  foundations 
made  in  behalf  of  departed  souls,  have  been  destroyed 
by  Henry!  How  many  converts  there  are  whose 
parents  and  friends  have  died  outside  the  pale  of  the 
visible  Church!  in  invincible  ignorance,  they  hope, 
but  what  a  pressing  call  for  prayers  for  those  dear 


aouls!  Ask,  I  beseech  you,  that  one  of  my  dearest 
wishes  may  be  fulfilled — that  of  seeing  you  one  day 
established  in  London.  I  am  told  that  the  Bishop  of 
Southwark  feels  the  greatest  interest  in  your  Com- 
muuity.  Last  month  he  spoke  of  it  in  his  charge." 
Inclosed  in  this  letter  were  a  few  words  dictated 
to  the  Rev.  Father  Gordon  by  the  Very  Rev.  Fa- 
ther Faber,  and  addressed  to  the  writer,  who  had 
asked  him  for  his  prayers  in  behalf  of  an  English 
foundation  of  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls.  The  date 
of  this  note  is  July  llth,  1863.  It  was  one  of  the 
last  utterances  of  him  whose  name  is  so  justly 
revered  and  loved,  not  only  by  his  friends  and 
countrymen,  but  by  Catholics  all  over  the  world : 

"As  for  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls,  I  have  prayed 
for  them,  and  now  I  will  do  so  more  than  ever.  I 
always  felt  greatly  interested  about  them,  first  be- 
cause  of  the  Cure  d'Ars,  and  then  for  their  own  sakes, 
seeing  what  immense  glory  their  work  gives  to  God. 
I  will  do  all  I  can  in  the  way  of  prayers,  whilst  1  am 
on  earth.  As  to  Heaven,  that  is  rather  their  business 
than  mine.  They  must  begin  by  getting  me  out  of 
Purgatory." 

In  the  spring  of  1864,  Thomas  Grant,  the  late 
holy  Bishop  of  Southwark,  wrote  thus  to  Mere 
Marie  de  la  Providence : 

"  On  this  great  Festival  of  our  Immaculate  Mother  a 
Catholic  lady  has  begged  the  Bishop  who  now  writes 
to  you  to  ascertain  if  it  is  possible  for  your  Religious 
to  give  us  hopes  that  a  house  of  your  pious  Institute 
could  be  founded  in  a  district  comprised  within  the 
immense  diocese  of  Southwark.  You  know  that  this 
large  capital  is  divided  by  the  river  Thames.  The 
north  side  belongs  to  the  Archdiocese  of  Westminster, 
whilst  the  southern  side  appertains  to  the  Bishopric 
of  Southwark,  founded  by  the  Holy  Father.  In  that 
part  of  London  there  are  various  suburbs ;  one  of  these, 
called  Battersea,  has  to  be  erected  into  a  parish,  or  as 
we  call  it  here,  a  mission.  The  aforesaid  lady  thinks 
that  if  your  nuns  could  take  up  their  abode  near  this 
mission,  or  rather  near  the  chapel  which  will  be  in  the 
centre  of  it,  you  would  by  your  suffrages  greatly  for- 
ward our  heavenly  Father's  Kingdom  and  save  many 
souls.  O  remember  that  thousands  of  churches  have 
been  shut  up  in  this  country — that  our  monasteries 
have  been  demolished — that  the  Holy  Souls  in  Pur- 
gatory have  lost  the  numerous  foundations  for  alms 
and  prayers  made  in  Catholic  times.  The  Holy  Souls 
require  a  perpetual  reparation,  which  will  radiate  from 
over  the  whole  of  England. 

This  lady  wishes  to  help  you  to  make  such  a  founda- 
tion. I  beg  of  you  this  favor;  and  I  am  happy  to  join  in 
the  request.  Perhaps  you  have  no  Sisters  who  speak 
English.  Do  not  let  them  be  afraid.  Charity  can  give 
the  gift  of  tongues.  For  how  soon  would  you  prom- 
ise them?  If  they  have  to  suffer  in  this  country,  and 
amongst  heretics,  the  Holy  Souls  will  be  grateful  and 
happy.  I  bless  in  anticipation  your  meditations  on 
this  letter,  and  remain,  Reverend  Mother, 
Your  obliged  and  obedient  Servant, 

•i«  THOMAS  GRANT. 


Maria. 
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On  the  7th  of  February  the  Mere  Marie  de  la 
Providence  replied  to  this  letter  in  the  following 
terras : 

MY  LORD:  I  did  not  answer  at  once  the  letter 
that  I  have  had  the  consolation  of  receiving  from  your 
Lordship,  because  I  felt  the  need  of  meditating  upon 
it  in  silence  for  a  few  days  before  attempting  to  ex- 
press my  gratitude  for  the  proposal  which  has  been 
transmitted  to  me  by  your  fatherly  kindness.  I  have 
alwaysthought  that  our  Lord  would  one  day  call  us  to 
that  land  consecrated  by  the  blood  of  so  many  martyrs, 
and  I  fondly  hope  that  our  little  Society  will  establish 
itself  in  a  country  which  has  discarded  and  attacked 
the  consoling  belief  in  the  doctrine  of  Purgatory.  But, 
my  Lord,  is  the  moment  for  it  arrived?  I  have  asked 
myself  that  question  on  my  knees  before  the  Taber- 
nacle. You,  of  course,  are  aware  that  an  establish- 
ment of  this  kind  always  entails  considerable  expense, 
and  perhaps  you  do  not  know  how  great  is  our 
blessed  poverty.  Is  your  Lordship  aware  of  the  nature 
of  our  works?  All  the  time  that  is  not  taken  up  by 
our  religious  duties  we  devote  to  the  care  of  the 
sick  poor  in  their  homes.  Thus  we  labor  for  our  only 
end,  the  relief  of  the  souls  in  Purgatory.  Your  Lord- 
ship will  understand  that  as  our  works  are  gratuitous, 
we  must  depend  on  Providence  alone  for  the  neces- 
saries of  life.  Our  first  foundation  last  year  at  Nantes 
had  exhausted  our  means  and  our  subjects,  for  we 
never  shorten  the  two  years'  Novitate  which  precedes 
the  first  vows.  On  these  accounts  we  have  been 
obliged  to  refuse  many  offers  made  to  us  since  the 
foundation  of  our  house  at  Nantes. 

The  part  of  London  where,  according  to  your  pro- 
posal, we  should  establish  ourselves,  seems  to  teem 
with  wants,  which  will  have  to  be  supplied  if  a  parish 
is  formed  there,  and  this  would  add  still  further  to  the 
difficulties  of  our  foundation.  Still,  in  spite  of  all 
these  obstacles,  and  others  besides, — for  instance,  our 
ignorance  of  the  English  language, — we  cherish  the 
hope  that  the  Divine  Heart  of  Jesus  will  grant  us  one 
day  the  favor  of  praying,  suffering  and  working  for  the 
souls  in  purgatory  in  your  Lordship's  diocese. 

We  are  very  grateful,  my  Lord,  to  the  Catholic  lady 
so  generously  inclined  to  help  us,  and  we  trust  that 
the  souls  in  purgatory  will  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude 
we  owe  her.  Craving  your  paternal  blessing  for  our 
little  Society,  and  the  assistance  of  your  pious  prayers, 
I  entreat  your  Lordship  to  accept  the  expression  of 
the  deepest  respect,  with  which  I  remain, 

My  Lord,  your  very  humble  servant  in  our  Lord, 

MARIE  DE  LA.  PROVIDENCE. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


How  powerful  is  the  attraction  of  sanctity !  St. 
Gregory  Nazianzen  relates  that  St.  Basil  was  so 
much  loved  and  admired  that  many  persons  en- 
deavored to  imitate  him  in  the  smallest  things — 
his  slow  way  of  speaking,  his  thoughtful  and  ab- 
stract manner,  the  style  of  his  beard,  and  his  way 
of  walking. 


A  Eucharistic  Thought. 


How  do  we  treat  the  Prisoner  of  our  shrine? 

Ah!  does  He  never  from  His  altar-throne 

Look  round  for  us  and  find  Himself  alone? 

Alone!    Though  angels  round  Hie  prison  shine, 

Yet  does  His  Heart  for  our  poor  love  so  pine 

That  'mid  their  homage  He  feels  sad  and  lone 

And  mourns  the  cold  unkindness  we  have  shown,- 

A  poor  return  for  all  His  love  divine. 

Alas!  in  Judgment's  hour  how  shall  we  brook 

His  tender,  gentle,  and  reproachful  look? 

Nay,  though  we  enter  heaven  at  once  perchance, 

'Twere  surely  purgatory  most  severe 

To  pass  its  gate — whose  opening  cost  so  dear — 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  sweet,  sad  glance. 

S.  M.  S.,  in  the  Irish  Monthly. 


A  correspondent  of  the  Indo-European  Catholic 
Chronicle  gives  the  following  account  of  the  lique- 
faction of  the  blood  of  St.  Januarius  at  .Naples 
this  year: — 

"  Of  the  extraordinary  occurrences  of  Lourdes  it  is 
not  your  correspondent's  intention  to  speak;  but  as  he 
has  been  an  eye-witness  of  the  liquefaction  of  the  blood 
of  St.  Januarius  it  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  the 
readers  of  your  excellent  journal  to  hear  something 
about  it.  On  the  first  Sunday  in  May  is  celebrated  the 
feast  of  the  translation  of  the  body  of  St.  Januarius 
from  Pozzuoli  to  Naples.  On  this  occasion  two  proces- 
sions go  from  the  cathedral,  in  which  is  the  Capella  del 
Tesoro,  where  the  head  and  the  blood  of  the  saint  are 
kept,  to  the  Church  of  St.  Chiara.  The  head,  enclosed 
in  a  silver-gUt  bust,  is  carried  with  pomp  in  the  morn- 
ing, accompanied  by  the  National  Guard,  horse  and 
foot,  and  by  bands  of  music,  preceding  and  following 
the  clergy,  with  the  relic,  which  is  borne  in  state.  The 
same  thing,  only  with  greater  solemnity,  is  done  in  the 
evening,  when  the  blood  is  taken  to  the  same  church 
and  put  on  the  epistle  side  of  the  altar,  the  head  occu- 
pying the  gospel  side.  In  this  evening  procession  are 
also  brought  the  principal  relics  of  the  churches  of 
Naples,  enclosed  in  busts  like  that  of  St.  Januarius,  or 
plain  silver,  to  the  number  of  about  fifty;  these  are  all 
duly  honored  in  the  Church  of  St.  Chiara  by  the  officiat- 
ing priest  who  offers  incense.  The  devotion  of  the  peo. 
pie  is  remarkable  and  impressive.  It  had  been  the  good 
fortune  of  your  correspondent  to  obtain  exceptional 
advantages  for  seeing  minutely  the  liquefaction, 
through  the  kindness  of  a  reverend  friend.  In  com- 
pany with  him,  he  saw  the  relic  case  containing  the 
phials  of  blood  at  the  Capella  del  Tesoro  before  the 
procession,  and  when  it  was  offered  him  to  be  kissed 
the  blood  was  seen  perfectly  hard.  In  the  Church  of 
St.  Chiara  the  high  altar  is  so  constructed  as  to  leave 
an  open  space,  like  a  window,  in  the  middle  of  the 
portion  that  rises  above  the  altar-table,  so  that  a  per- 
son standing  behind  the  altar,  at  its  centre,  is  face  to 
face  with  the  celebrant.  Here  then  your  correspondent 
was  placed  by  the  Reverend  Father,  so  that  he  was  face 
to  face  with  the  officiating  Prelate,  and  not  more  than 
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twelve  feet,  at  the  furthest, from  him.  This  officiating 
Prelate,  on  the  present  occasion,  was  no  less  a  person 
than  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Riario  Sforza,  a  member 
of  one  of  the  oldest  houses  of  Naples  and  of  Italy,  and 
Archbishop  of  Naples.  When  he  reached  the  steps  of 
the  high  altar,  he  ofl'ered  incense  to  the  relics  upon  it, 
and  read  some  prayers.  He  then  ascended  to  the 
highest  step,  or  platform,  upon  which  was  standing  a 
canon,  who  had  taken  the  relic-case  with  the  phials, 
and  was  awaiting  him.  On  coining  to  the  altar-table, 
upon  which  a  candle  had  been  placed,  the  Cardinal 
took  the  relic-case  from  the  canon,  and  held  it  between 
the  light  and  himself,  and  then  turned  it  upside  down. 
He  did  the  same  for  those  standing  behind  the  altar, 
at  the  opening  described  above,  holding  the  relic  case 
between  the  light  and  them  and  turning  it  also  upside 
down.  There  was  not  the  slightest  change  from  its 
condition  an  hour  before,  as  seen  at  the  Capella  del 
Tesoro.  It  was  perfectly  hard,  immovable.  The  light 
could  be  seen  shining  through  the  upper  third  of  the 
larger  phial,  even  when  reversed.  The  prescribed 
prayers  were  then  begun,  and  continued,  being  only 
momentarily  interrupted  by  the  examination  of  the 
phials  from  time  to  time.  These,  always  in  their  case, 
never  for  a  second  left  the  hand  of  his  Eminence,  who 
except  when  turning  them  upside  down  or  sideways, 
to  see  if  there  was  any  change,  held  them  before  him, 
on  the  altar.  The  prayers  went  on,  and  it  was  forty 
minutes  before  the  slightest  movement  was  verified. 
It  must  have  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more  before 
the  whole  mass  became  liquid,  as  was  plain  when  his 
Eminence,  to  enable  those  back  of  the  altar  to  see  for 
themselves,  held  the  case  again  between  them  and 
the  light.  Those  who  were  around  the  Cardinal 
pressed  forward  to  kiss  the  relic,  while  the  Te  Deum 
was  sung,  and  their  emotion  was  visible.  A  canon 
then  took  the  blood  from  his  Eminence  and  brought  it 
to  be  venerated  by  the  nuns  of  the  monastery  attached 
to  the  church,  who  were  at  a  grating  behind  the  altar, 
so  that  those  who  by  permission  had  been  there  from 
the  beginning,  were  able  to  gratify  their  devotion  and 
pious  curiosity,  examining  closely  the  relics,  and  see- 
ing the  blood  flow  freely  from  side  to  side,  in  the  larger 
phial." 


A  Miracle  of  Onr  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

[From  the  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart.] 

The  account  of  this  miracle  is  taken  from  the 
Unitd  Cattolica,  of  June  2d,  and  since  it  seerns  to 
confirm  a  prescription  of  our  Holy  Father  the 
Pope,  contained  in  a  document  lately  issued  by 
the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  Inquisition,  with 
which  many  of  our  readers  are  probably  not  ac- 
quainted, we  shall  give  a  translation  of  it  before 
narrating  the  facts  connected  with  the  miracle. 
This  pronouncement  of  the  Sacred  Congregation 
was  addressed,  in  the  form  of  a  letter,  by  his  Em- 
inence Cardinal  Patrizi,  to  the  Bishop  of  Presmilia 


of  the  Latins,  in  Gallicia,  on  the  28th  of  February, 
1875. 

TO  THE  MOST  REV.  BISHOP  OF  PRESMILIA  OF  THE 

LATIXS,  ix  GALLICIA: 

In  a  petition  which  was  presented  and  for- 
warded by  the  Apostolic  Nuncio  at  Vienna  to 
our  most  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  IX,  your  Lord- 
ship set  forth  that  in  the  diocese  of  Presmilia  of 
the  Latins,  as  indeed  in  all  Poland,  the  devotion 
to  the  most  Blessed  Virgin,  Immaculate  Mother  of 
the  Incarnate  Word,  exists  and  flourishes,  and  that 
there  were  instituted  and  approved  there  many 
pious  sodalities  in  her  honor,  among  which  that 
lately  erected  under  the  title  of  "  Notre  Dame  du 
Sacre  Coeur,"  enriched  with  indulgences  by  the 
Holy  See,  numbers  very  many  associates.  You 
added,  moreover,  that  you  had  received  with  joy 
the  translation  now  made  of  the  French  invocation 
which,  adapted  to  the  spirit  of  the  Polish  language, 
signifies  precisely  "  Mother  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus," 
remarking  that  by  this  translation  the  erroneous 
and  dangerous  version  of  some,  in  the  same 
idiom,  which  corresponds  to  "Queen  of  the  Heart 
of  Jesus,"  was  prevented.  This  premised,  your 
Lordship  prays  that  the  indulgences  already 
granted,  or  hereafter  to  be  granted,  to  the  French 
invocation,  "Notre  Dame  du  Sacre  Coeur,"  may 
be  extended  to  the  genuine  and  devout  version 
or  invocation  in  the  Polish  language,  as  expressed 
above. 

Now,  their  Eminences  the  Cardinals  Inquisitors- 
General,  along  with  me,  to  whom  the  investigation 
of  the  case  was  entrusted  by  our  most  Holy  Father, 
could  not  help  recognizing  and  praising  in  this 
exposition  the  zeal  and  constancy  of  your  Lord- 
ship in  defending,  especially  at  present,  the  purity 
of  the  faith,  which  seems  not  to  be  much  esteemed 
by  men  who,  no  matter  how  pious  they  may  be, 
are  drawn,  perhaps  by  an  excessive  love  of  novelty, 
having  no  regard  to  the  danger  of  the  simple  faith- 
ful being  easily  led  astray  from  the  right  sense  of 
piety  and  devotion,  by  means  of  strange  and  for- 
eign doctrines.  In  order  to  obviate  this  danger, 
this  Supreme  Sacred  Congregation, — the  Supreme 
Pontiff  himself  so  ordering, — thought  it  well,  at 
different  times,  to  warn  and  reprehend  those  who 
were  laboring  to  explain  the  title  of  the  above 
named  Sodality,  and  to  illustrate  the  meaning  of  it, 
not  conforming  themselves  fully  to  the  traditions 
of  the  Church  and  the  right  Catholic  sense,  and 
were  elevating  above  its  proper  bounds  the  predi- 
cate of  the  power  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  pro- 
ceeding from  her  divine  maternity,  and  were  so 
magnifying  the  new  title  as  if  a  new  accumulation 
of  glory  and  greatness  hitherto  unknown  had  come 
to  the  Virgin,  and  as  if  in  the  notion  of  her  sub- 
lime dignity,  hitherto  held  by  the  Church  accord- 
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ing  to  the  doctrine  of  the  Holy  Fathers,  there  was 
always  something  wanting,  not  considering  that 
although  the  same  Virgin  has  much  influence  with 
her  Son,,  nevertheless  it  cannot  be  piously  asserted 
that  she  exercises  authority  over  Him.  In  this 
sense,  certainly,  it  was  that  the  Apostolic  See 
thought  well  not  to  reprove  the  title  of  "  Notre 
Dame  du  Sacre  Coaur,"  inasmuch  as  Christians 
invoke  her  under  this  title  as  their  Lady.  To  this 
the  decree  already  promulgated  must  be  referred, 
by  which,  when  it  was  urged  that  the  invocation 
in  the  Polish  language  which  signifies,  "Queen  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,"  might  be  approved  of,  it  has 
been  prescribed  that  the  French  invocation,  "Notre 
Dame  du  Sacre  Cceur,"  should  be  maintained  in 
every  idiom. 

Lastly,  it  was  ordained  by  the  Sovereign  Pon- 
tiff that  the  statues  or  pictures  to  be  consecrated 
to  the  cultus  should  represent  the  Virgin  bearing 
the  Child  Jesus,  not  before  her  knees,  but  in  her 
arms.  This  observation  is  sufficient  to  make  fully 
understood  the  care  and  watchfulness  of  the  Apos- 
tolic See  not  only  in  condemning  and  proscribing 
the  errors  which  are  openly  opposed  to  Catholic 
truths,  but  also  in  reproving  those  comments  and 
opinions  which  being  manifested  in  this  and  other 
like  matters,  seem  even  lightly  to  tarnish  the 
purity  of  doctrine. 

For  the  rest,  with  regard  to  the  object  of  your 
petition,  you  may  know  that  there  is  nothing  to 
prevent  the  Sodality  erected  there  from  participa- 
ting in  the  same  treasure  of  indulgences  with  which 
the  primary  Sodality  of  Issoudun  was  enriched, 
provided  always  that  the  sense  of  the  title  or  invo- 
cation to  be  translated  into  the  Polish  language 
corresponds  faithfully  to  the  French  title,  "Notre 
Dame  du  Sacre  Coeur,"  which  being  fully  approved 
by  His  Holiness,  I  am  most  happy  to  intimate  to 
your  Lordship.  And,  for  tny  part,  offering  to  you 
the  assurance  of  my  most  respectful  regard,  and 
wishing  you  every  happiness,  etc.,  etc. 

C.  CARD.  PATRIZI. 

We  have  only  to  add,  by  way  of  preface,  with 
the  Unita  Cattolica,,  that  in  publishing  the  follow- 
ing account  of  the  miracle  which  took  place  in 
Florence,  we  submit  entirely  to  the  decree  of  Ur- 
ban VIII  and  to  the  authority  of  the  Church. 

On  the  24th  of  May,  Florence  witnessed  a  great 
prodigy  wrought  by  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  A 
young  lady,  restored  in  an  instant  from  death  to 
life  and  blooming  health,  has  given  us  the  parti- 
culars of  the  wonderful  fact  with  great  candor  and 
simplicity.  We  are  happy  to  publish  the  details 
furnished  by  her,  together  with  the  statement  of 
the  physician  in  attendance,  and  we  would  urge  all 
Catholic  journals  to  republish  the  same  to  the  glory 


of  God,  to  the  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and 
for  the  good  of  many  souls. 

They  who  are  disposed  to  deny  all  miracles 
must  explain  as  best  they  may  the  astounding 
fact  we  are  about  to  relate.  One  particularly  strik- 
ing feature  of  this  event  is  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
appeard  as  she  is  represented  in  the  pictures  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  according  to  the  require- 
ments laid  clown  by  our  Holy  Father  for  such 
pictures,  and,  moreover,  took  care  to  impress  upon 
the  dying  girl  that  she  was  appearing  in  that  par- 
ticular way.  It  would  seem  that  Mary  desired  to 
give  a  sacred  sanction  to  the  prescription  of  the 
Vicar  of  her  Divine  Son  in  a  matter  so  delicate. 

Besides  the  words  of  our  Lady  which  this  young 
lady  has  recorded  in  her  account  of  the  apparition, 
the  Blessed  Virgin  said  to  her  other  things  con- 
cerning her  conscience,  which,  of  course,  she  does 
not  relate.  The  mother  of  the  sick  girl  was  pres- 
ent at  the  time,  and  attests  that  her  daughter  rose 
and  knelt  upon  her  bed,  and  went  through  all  the 
movements  and  expressions  of  countenance  of  one 
who  was  in  earnest  conversation  with  an  invisible 
person ;  she  declares  that  she  felt  deeply  impressed 
by  the  scene,  and  was  persuaded  that  something 
extraordinary  was  taking  place  in  regard  to  her 
daughter. 

The  event  is  thus  related  by  the  daughter  :  "  On 
the  22d  of  last  November  I  was  attacked  by  a  severe 
pulmonary  complaint,  accompanied  by  frequent 
hemorrhages,  which  in  a  short  time  reduced  me  to 
a  state  of  very  great  weakness  and  brought  on 
violent  palpitations  of  the  heart.  The  physician 
daily  applied  new  remedies,  but  to  no  purpose ;  the 
disease  grew  worse.  On  the  Feast  of  the  Epiph- 
any my  condition  was  so  critical  that  the  Holy 
Viaticum  was  brought  to  me,  and  on  the  llth  I 
received  Extreme  Unction.  My  relatives  were  all 
in  the  deepest  grief;  but  God  took  pity  on  them 
and  me,  and  in  a  few  days  an  improvement  was 
visible  in  my  condition.  Towards  the  end  of  the 
month  of  March  I  was  able  to  sit  up,  but  I  felt 
that  I  was  not  restored  to  health,  and  that  a  relapse 
was  imminent.  And,  indeed,  on  the  26th  of  April 
I  was  again  helplessly  stretched  on  ihy  bed.  The 
hemorrhages  were  daily  and  violent,  and  for  fifteen 
days  resisted  all  the  attempts  of  the  physician  to 
check  them.  The  hemorrhages  then  became  less 
violent,  but  my  body  and  limbs  began  to  swell  to 
an  alarming  extent;  I  was  seized  with  frequent 
convulsions,  violent  palpitations  of  the  heart, 
and  such  a  weakness  of  the  stomach,  that  I  could 
retain  neither  food  nor  drink.  The  Viaticum  would 
have  been  administered  again,  but  the  parish 
priest  judged  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
receive  it  in  the  actual  state  of  my  stomach. 

"In  this  painful  condition  I   remained  until 
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the  24th  of  May.  On  the  evening  of  that  day  I 
grew  worse,  and  the  physician  declared  that  I 
had  but  a  few  hours  to  live.  I  fully  recognized 
the  critical  nature  of  my  case,  and  seeing  that  all 
human  appliances  were  vain,  that  all  hope  was 
gone,  I  asked  an  aunt  of  mine,  who  had  been 
watching  by  me,  to  burn  a  taper  for  me  before 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  My  mother  gave 
me  a  picture  of  our  Lady,  which  I  pressed  to  my 
bosom,  praying  fervently  to  her  to  help  me,  and 
our  Blessed  Lady  heard  the  prayer  of  her  un- 
worthy child. 

"During  that  night,  at  three  o'clock,  I  fell  into 
a  swoon.  Then  I  saw  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  before  my  bed,  with  the  Divine  Infant  in 
her  arms.  She  wore  a  dress  richly  adorned  with 
gold  and  covered  with  a  beautiful  white  cloak. 
The  Holy  Child  was  like  His  Mother.  Our 
Lady  seemed  to  be  very  young,  her  face  shone  like 
the  sun,  and  her  beauty  was  beyond  anything  I  had 
ever  seen  or  imagined.  She  held  a  lamp  in  her 
right  hand,  as  did  also  her  Child.  She  drew  near 
to  my  bed  and  said  to  me:  'Look  at  the  picture 
which  you  hold  on  your  bosom  and  see  if  it  re- 
sembles me.'  Then  holding  towards  me  the  lamp 
which  she  held  in  her  hand,  and  which  I  saw  was 
nearly  empty,  she  continued:  'See  this  lamp;  it 
is  like  your  life  now.  It  is  just  going  out.  But  I 
wish  that  it  should  not  be  so  with  your  life:  it 
must  be  like  that,'  and  she  pointed  to  the  lamp  in 
the  hand  of  the  Divine  Child,  which  was  burning 
brightly.  'I  am  dreaming,'  I  .thought  within  my- 
self. '  No,  you  are  not  dreaming ',  said  our  Lady. 
And  she  touched  my  swollen  body  and  lirnbs> 
when  at  once  all  sign  of  inflammation  disappeared. 
'  Now  rise, '  said  she, '  for  you  are  healed ;  take 
advantage  of  the  life  you  have  now  received  from 
me,  to  spend  some  time  in  seclusion.'  And  then 
she  disappeared. 

"  My  mother,  who  was  close  beside  me,  had  heard 
all  my  answers,  but  thought  that  I  was  raving. 
At  four  o'clock  I  awoke  and  called  for  some  water. 
I  had  no  more  difficulty  in  swallowing  or  retain- 
ing food  or  drink;  the  swelling  and  the  pain  of 
my  disease  had  all  indeed  disappeared.  I  rose  at  6, 
and  at  11  o'clock  went  to  the  Church  of  Santa 
Maria  Maggiore  to  thank  our  Lady  for  this  won- 
derful cure — undeserved  indeed,  but  wonderful  in 
the  eyes  of  all  those  who  had  seen  me,  a  few  hours 
before,  on  my  bed  of  agony.  The  physician,  Dr. 
Censotti,  can  bear  witness  to  the  truth  of  this 
statement. 

"  Yes,  glory  to  Mary !  In  these  sad  and  calami- 
tous times  we  have  need  of  her  help,  and  happy 
are  they  who  are  devout  to  her.  All  honor,  devo- 
tion and  glory  to  her  who  is  invoked  under  the 
title  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart!  I  am  very 


happy  now,  very  glad  and  thankful,  not  only  be- 
cause a  new  life  has  been  given  to  me,  but  more 
because  of  the  favor  received  through  that  great 
Mother.  The  remembrance  of  it  shall  remain  for- 
ever in  my  mind  and  in  my  heart!  Night  of  the 
twenty-fourth  of  May,  I  shall  never  forget  thee ! 

"  I  have  drawn  out  and  signed  this  statement 
with  my  own  hand.  • 

"  ELVIRA  NELLI,  Child  of  Mary.    Aged  19." 

The  following  is  the  attestation  of  the  physician : 

FLORENCE,  May  28th,  1875. 

I,  the  undersigned,  attest  that  the  young  lady,  El- 
vira Nelli,  of  Florence,  was  attacked  in  November, 
1874,  by  a  series  of  violent  hemorrhages,  accompanied 
by  symptoms  of  epilepsy,  which  illness  lasted  about 
five  months,  after  which  she  recovered  and  remained 
for  a  month  in  a  comparatively  satisfactory  condition. 
The  illness  then  returned  with  even  more  violent  epi- 
leptic fits  than  before,  and  her  life  was  certainly  in 
danger,  as  not  even  the  strongest  remedies  could  pro- 
duce any  effect  upon  her.  When  all  the  resources  of 
medicine  had  been  exhausted,  to  no  purpose,  and  she 
was  unable  to  take  even  pure  water  \vithoutvomiting 
it  became  necessary  to  sustain  life  by  artificial  means. 
In  this  state  she  remained  for  twenty-four  days,  during 
which  time  the  limbs  and  the  whole  body  of  the  pa- 
tient became  swollen  to  an  alarming  extent,  causing 
violent  palpitations  of  the  heart  and  a  great  suffoca- 
tion that  threatened  her  life;  then  suddenly  all 
these  symptoms  disappeared,  and  the  sick  girl  was  re- 
stored in  an  instant 'to  perfect  health,  so  that  she 
could  not  only  rise  from  her  bed,  but  even  go  abroad 
through  the  city,  as  if  her  health  had  been  restored 
by  the  gradual  process  usual  in  recuperation. 

In  witness  whereof  I  have  drawn  up  and  signed  the 
above  attestation. 

(Signed,)  DOCTOR  ALEXANDER  CEXSOTTI. 


Catholic  Notes 

The  discoverer  of  the  Salt  Springs  at  Onondaga, 

N.  Y.,  was  Father  Simon  le  Moyne,  in  1654. 

Prince  Bismarck  has  prohibited  the  proposed 

pilgrimage  of  German  Catholics  to  Lourdes. 

Macmillan  &  Co.  have  in  the  press  a  complete 

ecclesiastical  history  of  Ireland,  by  Rev.  W.  D.  Killen. 

Spanish  Catholics  are  about  to  erect  a  magnifi- 
cent church  on  Broadway,  near  Mason  street,  San 
Francisco. 

The  lately  deceased  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Be- 

sancon  makes  the  104th  Cardinal  dying  during  the 
reign  of  Pius  IX. 

Monsignor  Dupanloup,  the  Bishop  of  Orleans, 

will,  it  has  been  confidently  stated,  be  made  a  Cardi- 
nal in  September. 

It  is  stated  in  some  of  the  European  papers  that 

Mgr.  Roncetti  will  be  sent  as  Papal  Nuncio  to  the 
Catholic  Republic  of  Ecuador. 

——There  is  a  larger  number  of  students  than  ever 
before  in  the  Ecclesiastical  Seminary  at  Seton  Hall 
College,  Diocese  of  Newark,  N.  J. 
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The  Bishop  of  Gncsen,  who  has  been  acting  to 

some  extent  for  Archbishop  Ledochowski,  has  been 
expelled  from  his  diocese  by  the  Governor. 

The  corner-stone  of  the  new  Catholic  Church  of 

Our  Lady  Star  of  the  Sea,  at  Long  Branch,  was  laid, 
Aug.  15,  by  Bishop  Corrigan,in  the  presence  of  a  large 
assemblage. 

The  Franciscan  Fathers  are  locating  in  Indian- 
apolis. They  are  Germans,  and  have  purchased  a  site 
for  a  church,  school  and  monastery,  together  with  a 
site  for  a  Sisters'  convent. 

The  new  Cathedral  of  Boston  will  be  dedicated 

on  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  Decem- 
ber 8,  and  the  occasion  will  be  most  interesting  in  the 
history  of  Catholicity  in  New  England. 

A  correspondent  of  the  London  Times  at  Rome 

reports  that  an  interesting  discovery  of  Irish  manu- 
scripts of  the  time  of  St.  Columba  has  been  made  at 
Milan,  including  part  of  a  glossary  of  the  Irish  lan- 
guage. 

On  the  anniversary  of  St.  Alphonsus,  at  the 

Church  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers,  Annapolis,  Md., 
50  nuns,  novices  and  lay-brothers,  made  their  final 
vows.  A  large  number  of  clergy  from  different  dio- 
ceses attended. 

On  the  4th  of  August,  the  Festival  of  St.  Dominic, 

Rev.  J.  A.  Durkin,  of  London,  Ontario,  member  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Dominic,"was  elevated  to  the  sublime  dig- 
nity of  the  Christian  Priesthood  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent, 
near  Somerset,  Ohio. 

The  Univers  announces  with  deep  regret  the 

death  of  M.  Deschamps,  Minister  of  State  of  Belgium, 
who  was  one  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Catholic  party.  The 
deceased  was  assisted  in  his  last  moments  by  his 
brother,  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Malines. 

The  O'Connell  Centenary  was  joyously  cele- 
brated in  every  part  of  the  world  by  the  sons  of  Ire- 
land. O'Connell's  memory  is  still  fresh  in  the  hearts 
of  his  countrymen,  and  his  name  is  honored  in  every 
land.  The  celebration  was  of  a  religious  as  well  as 
national  character. 

Archbishop  MacHale,  of  Tuam,  Ireland,  recently 

remarked  to  a  party  of  gentlemen,  including  four  Am- 
ericans, who  called  to  see  him,  that  he  has  for  years 
harbored  the  wish  to  be  able  to  visit  the  United 
States,  which  he  styled  "  a  noble  country,  where  our 
people  find  a  prosperous  home  which  is  denied  them 
here." 

The  Henderson  (Ky.)  Reporter  relates  that  a  man 

named  Louis  Burke,  who  lived  at  Burksville,  in  that 
country,  a  few  years  ago  indulged  in  very  blasphe- 
mous language  because  his  crops  had  been  destroyed 
by  the  high  water.  He  cursed  God  for  having  his 
crops  destroyed  last  year  by  heat  and  drouth,  and  for 
destroying  them  this  year  by  flood.  His  tongue  clove 
to  the  roof  of  his  mouth  and  he  died  the  next  night, 
never  uttering  another  word. 

The  magnificent  Church  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception, attached  to  the  College  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers 
in  Boston,  was  solemnly  consecrated  on  the  15t,h  inst., 
with  the  usual  ceremonies,  by  Archbishop  Williams. 
The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  of  Vermont  preached  at  Vespers 
the  sermon  of  the  day.  This  beautiful  temple  was 


built  by  the  venenerable  Father  McElroy,  8.  J.,  and  is 
known  as  "Father  McElroy's  church."  Rev.  Robert 
Fulton,  S.  J.,  the  President  of  Boston  College,  has  been 
untiring  in  his  efforts  to  clear  this  church  of  debt,  now 
happily  accomplished. 

The  Cecilia  Society  of  the  United  States  con- 
vened at  Dayton,  Ohio,  on  the  17th  inst.  Some  of  the 
best  choirs  from  all  parts  of  the  Union  were  present. 
At  the  rehearsal  in  Emmanuel  Church,  some  exquisite 
church  music  was  rendered  by  over  200  trained  voices, 
under  the  directorship  of  Prof.  Singenberger,  of  Mil- 
waukee. Bishop  Toebbe,  of  Covington,  Ky.,  delivered 
a  sermon  in  Emmanuel  Church  on  the  following  day, 
and  144  splendid  voices  rendered  Palestrina's  grand 
Mass,  which  was  listened  to  with  delight  by  a  large 
assembly.  The  Society  will  meet  next  year  at  Balti- 
more. 

Mgr.  Gauthier,  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Southern 

Tong  King,  gives  in  the  Missions  Catholiques  a  terrible 
account  of  the  recent  massacres  and  persecutions  of 
Christians  in  that  country.  Out  of  33,962  Christians 
who  formerly  formed  part  of  his  vicariate,  23,190  have 
had  their  houses  burned  and  their  crops  ruined,  and 
are  consequently  in  the  greatest  misery;  2,058  have 
suffered  martyrdom,  having  been  either  burned  alive 
or  drowned;  1,343  have  been  starved  to  death,  and  the 
material  losses  of  the  Christians  in  this  district 
amounts  to  over  1,035,375  francs.  The  missionaries 
have  been  obliged  to  lodge  a  great  number  of  the  vic- 
tims; but,  it  is  needless  to  add,  they  are  themselves 
very  poor.  If  the  French  troops  had  not  appeared  at 
Tong  King  when  they  did,  it  is  probable  that  every 
Christian  in  the  place  would  have  perished.  Mgr.  Gau- 
thier has  great  faith  in  the  recent  treaty  which  has 
been  signed  between  the  French  Government  and  the 
Emperor  Tu  Due. 

The  struggle  in  Spain  is  still  attracting  the  at- 
tention of  thoughtful  politicians,  for  it  is  now  recog- 
nized on  all  hands  that  the  cause  for  which  Don  Car- 
los is  in  arms  cannot  be  put  down  by  bribery,  or  by 
the  baser  arts  of  treachery.  In  vain  has  Cabrera  made 
his  name  a  byword;  the  men  who  fought  for  religion 
and  country  and  king,  are  not  of  the  stuff  of  which  trait- 
ors are  made.  Where  corruption  fails,  it  is  but  natural 
that  the  prime  movers  of  the  Revolutionary  party  in 
Spain,  in  whose  hands  King  Alfonso  is  a  mere  puppeti 
should  try  what  wholesale  and  cold-blooded  cruelty 
can  effect.  By  the  orders  of  the  Madrid  Government 
whole  districts  are  laid  waste.  Old  men  and  women 
and  children  are  driven  from  the  villages,  and  black- 
ened ruins  and  crops  destroyed  attest  how  well  the 
hirelings  of  the  Madrid  Government  obey  orders,  re- 
warded by  wholesale  pillage  and  license.  The  pro- 
scription against  the  partizans  of  Don  Carlos  has 
brought  to  light  the  fact  of  the  widespread  ad- 
hesion given  to  his  cause  throughout  Spain.  The 
nobles,  the  gentry,  the  peasantry  in  districts  where 
Carlist  arms  and  Carlist  leaders  have  not  yet  pene- 
trated, are  alike  inspired  by  fidelity  to  their  religion, 
and  to  their  king.  They  form  Juntas,  keep  up 
communication,  and  forward  supplies  to  their  more 
fortunate  brethren  in  arms.  In  many  a  town,  and 
many  a  district,  the  Madrid  proclamations  and  pro- 
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scriptions  remain  a  dead  letter,  for  the  local  au- 
thorities, either  out  of  fear  or  sympathy,  refrain 
from  putting  the  orders  of  proscription  into  force. 
There  are  many  sympathizers  with  Don  Carlos,  even 
in  places  where  the  Revolutionary  party,  or  the  Al- 
fonsists,  may  be  too  strong  for  open  manifestations  of 
their  fidelity.  It  is  but  natural,  for  as  yet  Revolution- 
ary principles  have  not  taken  root  in  the  soil  of  Spain, 
where  loyalty  and  religion  are  native  plants.  The 
cause  of  Don  Carlos  can  only  be  put  down  by  a  war  of 
extermination,  and,  however  willing  the  Revolution- 
ary party  and  the  Alfonsist  Government  may  be,  they 
have  not  the  military  force  at  command  for  such  a 
work.  To  accomplish  it  they  must  afford  Prince  Bis- 
marck a  pretext  for  bringing  armed  assistance  to  their 
succor.  Short  of  foreign  aid,  we  repeat,  what  we  have 
all  along  urged,  from  a  knowledge  of  the  real  state  of 
things  in  Spain,  there  is  no  chance  of  the  Madrid  Gov- 
ernment, in  the  hands  of  Republic,  or  Revolutionary, 
or  Foreign  King,  being  able  to  conquer  or  put  down 
the  cause  which  Don  Carlos  represents. 

In  the  course  of  a  long  war  the  Carlists  may  suffer 
reverses,  or  be  driven,  or  retire,  as  they  did  just  now, 
before  a  concentrated  force  of  the  enemy;  but  they 
form  again,  or,  like  Dorregaray,  elude  pursuit,  and  by 
forced  marches,  for  which  the  Carlists  are  so  famous, 
threaten  the  bewildered  enemy  in  the  rear. 

Whatever  the  immediate  upshot  of  the  present  mili- 
tary marches  and  countermarches,  of  sieges,  and 
reliefs,  and  bombardments,  the  one  sure  result  will 
be  what  it  has  always  hitherto  been  in  this  war,  the 
exhaustion  of  the  perplexed  and  disheartened  enemy, 
and  the  renewal  of  the  triumphant  tactics  of  the 
Carlists.  The  end  of  all  this  must  be,  unless  foreign 
intervention  baffles  the  desire  of  the  country,  the 
utter  exhaustion  of  the  usurping  and  revolutionary 
Government,  followed  by  a  military  pronunciamento, 
the  flight  of  the  puppet  King,  mob  outrages  in  Madrid, 
and  then  a  universal  appeal  from  the  upholders  of 
social  order  to  Don  Carlos  to  restore  society,  and  to 
preserve  religion,  even  if  to  do  so  it  be  necessary  to 
punish  with  fire  and  sword  the  Communists  of  the 
South,  and  the  Revolutionists  of  Madrid. — Westminster 
Gazette. 


New  Publications. 

The  Catholic  World  for  September  is  as  usual 

full  of  good  reading,  and,  as  will  be  seen  from  the 
following  table  of  contents,  has  a  pleasing  variety : 
I,  The  Rights  of  the  Church  over  Education ;  II, 
Are  You  My  Wife?  Ill,  A  Visit  to  Ireland  in 
1874;  IV,  The  Legend  of  Friar's  Rock;  V,  Dun- 
luce  Castle  (Poetry);  VI,  Space;  VII,  An  Epi- 
sode; VIII,  The  Cross  in  the  Desert;  IX,  Ori- 
gin and  Progress  of  the  Mission  ofKentucky.  X, 
Blessed  Nicholas  von  der  Flue;  XI, The  Assump- 
tion (Poetry);  XII,  The  Scientific  Goblin;  XIII, 
The  Happy  Islands  (Poetry);  XIV,  New  Publi- 
cations. 

The  August  number  of  the  Catholic  Record,  of 

which  we  give  below  the  contents,  is  one  of  the 
best  numbers  of  this  periodical  we  remember  to 
have  perused:  I, Tennyson's  "  Queen  Mary";  II, 


In  Eternal  Peace;  III,  "A  Sorrow's  Crown  of 
Sorrow";  IV,  My  Own  Cross;  V,  The  Temporal 
Power  of  the  Popes.  Art.  6.  Government;  VI, 
About  a  Diamond;  VII,  Marie  Antoinette  in  the 
Temple;  VIII,  Babeau,  the  Queen  of  the  Halle; 
IX,  Nameless  Graves;  X,  Japanese  Social  Life; 
XI,  Legend  of  the  Moss  Rose ;  XII,  A  Meeting  on 
the  Alps;  XIII,  A  Pilgrimage  to  Lourdes;  XIV, 
Editorial  Notes;  XV,  New  Publications. 

The  Periodische  Blfitter,  a  publication  of 

which  we  have  frequently  spoken  in  commenda- 
tion, presents  its  readers  with  articles  on  the  fol- 
lowing subjects,  in  the  current  number:  I,  The 
State  without  God ;  Foundation  of  the  Christian- 
German  Kingdom  and  Christian-German  Culture 
in  the  Tenth  and  the  Beginning  of  the  Eleventh 
Century  (Continuation);  II,  The  Cloister;  III,  A 
Russian  Sentence  on  National  Liberalism;  IV, 
Liberal  Protestantism ;  V,  Old  Catholic  Epistles ; 
VI,  Miscellanies. 

"  PLAIN  DIRECTIONS  FOK  ACCIDENTS,  EMER- 
GENCIES, AND  POISONS,"  and  "  PLAIN  DIRECTIONS 
FOR  THE  CARE  OF  THE  SICK,  WITH  RECIPES,"  are 
the  titles  of  two  valuable  and  handsome  pamphlets 
issued  for  gratuitous  distribution  by  the  Mutual 
Life  Insurance  Company  of  New  York. 


Obituary. 

The  Franciscan  Brothers  in  Brooklyn  have  met 

•with  a  loss  in  the  death  of  Brother  James,  of  their 
community.  He  died  at  their  house  on  Butler  St., 
on  Tuesday,  Aug.  10th.  The  deceased  was  in  the  50th 
year  of  his  age,  thirteen  of  which  he  had  spent  as  a 
pious  disciple  of  St.  Francis.  He  was  a  model  of  pov- 
erty, humility  and  prayer,  ever  recollected,  and  filled 
with  the  spirit  ot'his  vocation.  He  spent  the  greatest 
part  of  his  time  in  religion  at  the  Brothers'  House  in 
Flushing,  where  lie  gained  the  esteem  and  veneration 
of  all  who  knew  him.  He  died  in  the  arms  of  his  re- 
ligious brothers,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the 
Church.  A  solemn  Mass  of  Requiem  was  offered  for 
the  repose  of  his  soul  on  Thursday,  the  12th  inst.,  at 
the  Chapel  of  the  Brothers'  House,  by  Rev.  Eugene 
Cassidy,  pastor  of  the  Church  of  St.  Mary  "  Star  of  the 
Sea."  Requiescat  in  pace. 


Religious  News. 

On  Sunday,  Aug.  15th— Feast  of  the  Assump- 
tion— in  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  the  following  novices  of  the  Congre- 
gation of  the  Holy  Cross  made  profession  of  the  three 
religious  vows  :  Messrs.  Aristides  Daumet,  Thomas 
Collins,  Alexander  Kirsch,  and  Peter  Johannes;  also, 
Brothers  Hubert,  Cyril,  Jerome,  Alexander, Crispinian, 
Patrick,  Damian,  Marcian  and  Andrew.  Mr.  James 
Rodgers  received  the  habit  of  the  same  Congrega- 
tion, as  did  also  Mr.  Owen  Burke  (Brother  Paul  the 
Hermit),  and  J.  Halloran  (Bro.  Sylverius).  On  the  fol- 
lowing day  Mr.  Daumet  was  ordained  Subdeacon  by 
Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Dwenger,  of  Fort  Wayne. 

On  the  Feastof  the  Assumption  the  following  la- 
dies received  the  habit  and  veil  of  the  Sisters  of  Holy 
Cross,  at  St.  Mary's,  Indiana,  Very  Rev. E.  Sorin,C.  8.  0., 
officiating.  The"  ceremony  took  place  in  the  Convent 
Chapel,  at  7  o'clock,  a.  ra.  Misses  Margaret  Donnelly 
(Sister  M.  of  St.  Saula),  Johanna  Haney  (Sr.  M.  Ber- 
narda),  Hanora  O'Sullivan  (Sr.  M.  Marciana),  Catherine 
Thornton  (Sr.  M.  of  St.  Basillu),  Annie  M.  Shields  (Sr. 
M.  Fortunata),  Catharine  Ward  (Sr.  M.  Febronia),  Fran- 
ces McLaughlin  (Sr.  M.  Gabriela),  Hanora  Connihan  (Sr. 
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M.  Claudia),  Margaret  Brennan  (Sr.  M.  Pudentiana), 
Mary  Slattery  (Sr.  M.  Osmana),  Julia  Ryan  (Sr.  M.  Cor- 
ina),  Elizabeth  Kelly  (Sr.  M.  Liberata),  Ellen  Spillard  ( Sr. 
M.  Adolphine),  Sarah  Chambers  (Sr.  M.  Liliosa),  Pliilo- 
menaLang(Sr.  M.  Hedwige),  Julia  Joyce  (Sr.M.  Vener- 
anda),  Mary  E.  Halloran  (Sr.  M.  of  St.  Secunda),  Mary  L. 
Maher  (Sr.  M.  Redempta),  Annie  Crowlcy  (Sr.  M. 
Candida),  Margaret  Mooney  (Sr.  M.  of  St.  John  of  the 
Cross),  Margaret  Cannon  (Sr.  M.  Therese),  Catherine 
Dunne  (Sr.  M.  Imelda),  Mary  E.  Brown  (Sr.  M. 
Eusebia).  The  following  Novices  made  their  Religious 
Profession:  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Anna  (Mary  Crowley), 
Sr.  M.  of  the  Holy  Innocents  (Mary  Angela  McLorren), 
Sr.  M.  of  St.  Pius  (Mary  A.  Arnold),  Sr.  M.  of  St.  Fran- 
cis  de  Paul  (Rosana  Delaney),  Sr.  M.  Bernadette  (Cath- 
erine T.  Mooney),  Sr.  M.  of  the  Presentation  (Anasta- 
sia  Lawrence),  Sr.  M.  Loreto  (Mathilda  Toohey),  Sr. 
M.  of  St.  Petronilla  (Bridget  Piffgot),  Sr.  M.  of  St.  Lucy 
(Elizabeth  Russell),  Sr.  M.  Wilfred  (Pauline  Moss),  Sr. 
M.  Beniti  (Annie  M.  Bryson),  Sr.  M.  Benignus  (Ellen 
Hickey),  Sr.  M.  Columhanus  (Annie  Hickey),  Sr.  M. 
Josepha  (Margaret  McHale),  Sr.  M.  Loretina  (Mary  J. 
Kirwin),  Sr.  MT  of  St.  Zita  (Johanna  Murphy.) 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM   THE  7TH  TO  THE   14TH   DAT  OF  AUGUST. 

One  hundred  and  forty-three  letters  have  been 
entered  on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  fifty-one 
new  members  have  been  enrolled;  seventy-three  sick 
persons  and  two  families  have  been  recommended  for 
recovery  of  health;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
twenty-six  individuals  and  two  families;  special  favors 
have  been  asked  for  twenty-eight  individuals,  two  fam- 
ilies, three  communities,  two  schools,  one  asylum  and 
one  hospital.  Several  young  persons  desiring  to  enter 
the  religious  state,  a  young  gentleman  intending  to 
study  for  the  Holy  Ministry,  and  a  deacon  about  to  he 
ordained  priest,  are  particularly  recommended. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Mrs.  C.  asks  for  a  little  more  of  the  water  of 
Lourdes.  She  says  it  has  saved  the  life  of  her  child." 
....  "The  girl  whom  I  wrote  to  you  about,  some  two 
months  since,  afflicted  with  falling  sickness,  has  not 
had  an  attack  since.  I  hope  God  in  His  infinite  mercy 

may  restore  her  to  health." "Again  the  water  of 

Lourdes  is  performing  miracles.  The  young  man 
whom  I  told  you  about,  who  was  covered  with  scrof- 
ulous sores  which  no  "doctor  could  cure,  was  able  to 
•walk  and  to  go  anywhere."  ...."My  brother  has 
stopped  drinking,  and  is  more  agreeable  to  his  family 

than  ever  he  was  before." "The  lawsuit  which  I 

asked  you  to  pray  for  in  union  with  the  Associates, 
has  been  entirely  gained."  ....  "To  you  I  offer  my 
thanks  and  gratitude  for  the  kindness  displayed  to  me, 
an  entire  stranger,  during  the  most  trying  period  of 
my  life.  Had  it  not  been  for  your  prayers  I  know  not 
what  would  have  become  of  me."  A  good  Religious 
writes  as  follows:  "I  have  experienced  the  efficacy  of 
the  united  prayers  in  behalf  of  pur  poor  dear  Sister, 
who  was  dangerously  ill  at  the  time  I  wrote.  Almost 
all  hopes  of  her  recovery  were  given  up,  but  on  the 
last  day  of  our  general  Novena,  Masses  and  Holy  Com- 
munions, the  change  for  the  better  was  evident." 

"Mrs.  S.  was  enrolled  fcr  a  fractured  wrist  and  for 
health  generally.  The  miraculous  cure  has  been 
effected,  thanks  to  God."  ....  "My  little  girl,  who  was 
so  sick,  is  still  improving." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  persons: 
MKS.  MARY  DORAN,  who  died  near  Fairfield,  Nebraska, 
on  the  2nd  day  of  April,  1872.  MR.  RICHARD  DESMOND, 
a  resident  of  Standing  Stone,  Pa.,  who  died  on  the  18th 
of  July,  after  a  lingering  illness  which  he  bore  with 
Christian  fortitude  and  resignation.  He  was  respected 


by  all  who  know  him  as  a  devout  Catholic.  MR. 
MICHAEL  GRADY,  Shieldsville,  Minn.,  who  died  August 
the  5th.  The  use  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  gave  her 
much  relief  during  her  last  illness.  MR.  NICHOLAS 
CUSACK,  of  Loogootee,  Ind.,  who  died  on  the  21st  of 
July,  aged  75  years.  MESSRS.  MICHAEL,  THOMAS,  and 
OWEN  LYNCH,  of  Providence,  R.  I  MR.  PATRICK 
CLAKK,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who  departed  this  life 
August  10th.  MR.  FRANCIS  CLARK,  who  died  some- 
time ago.  MR.  JAMES  A.  MCCAFFREY,  of  Pittsburgh, 
Pa.  And  one  other  person  whose  name  is  not  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


The  Pet  Rabbit. 

BY   E.  K   P. 

It  was  a  beautiful  summer  day ;  the  forest  birds 
sang  sweetly;  the  little  stream  that  ran  through 
the  meadow  murmured  softly.  The  trees  were 
green  with  .their  wealth  of  foliage,  and  the  soft 
grass  overspread  the  earth  like  a  verdant  carpet. 

In  the  lowly  doorway  of  a  rude  little  cabin  there 
sat  a  little  girl,  in  whose  arms  nestled  a  beautiful 
little  white  rabbit.  The  little  creature  was  very 
gentle,  and  seemed  to  love  its  little  mistress  very 
much.  The  little  girl  had  rescued  it,  nearly  dead, 
from  the  dogs  in  the  neighboring  village,  the 
winter  before — and,  not  finding  an  owner  for  the 
little  cripple,  she  had  taken  it  home  and  nursed  it 
until  it  was  well  again,  and  she  thought  a  great 
deal  of  it.  She  was  the  daughter  of  a  poor  widow, 
and  had  but  few  things  to  amuse  her. 

While  little  Agnes  sat  playing  with  her  pet,  a 
handsome  carriage  stopped  at  the  cabin  gate,  and 
a  gentleman  called  out  for  some  water,  which  the 
the  girl  soon  carried  to  him.  He  took  the  clean 
gourd  from  her,  and  handed  it  to  a  little  girl  who 
lay  back  on  the  soft,  silk  cushions.  Agnes,  who 
was  only  a  poor  little  country  child,  thought  she 
had  never  seen  anything  so  fair  as  the  girl,  with 
her  soft  white  skin,  large  blue  eyes,  and  long  yel- 
low curls. 

In  handing  back  the  gourd,  the  child  caught 
sight  of  Agnes'  rabbit.  "  Oh,  what  a  pretty  little 
creature!  Papa,  do  buy  it  for  me!"  exclaimed 
little  Fannie  Raymond,  who  thought  her  father's 
gold  could  get  her  everything. 

The  gentleman  smiled,  and  said  to  Agnes 
O'Neill:  "Little  girl,  what  will  you  take  for  your 
rabbit?  See,  here  is  a  bright  gold  dollar  I  will 
give  you  for  it." 

Shrinking  back,  Agnes  replied:  "Oh,  sir,  I 
could  not  part  with  Rabbie;  me  and  the  children 
love  him  so." 
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"I  am  sorry,  my  little  girl,  as  my  daughter,  who 
is  lame,  and  very  lonely,  wants  it  for  a  plaything ; 
but  take  the  dollar,  anyway." 

"  Xo,  sir :  I  cannot.  I  have  not  earned  it." 
There  was  proud,  honest  Irish  blood  in  the  poor 
girl's  veins,  and  she  did  not  want  the  rich  gentle- 
man's gold.  The  carriage  rolled  on,  and  Agnes 
went  back  to  the  cabin,  and  told  her  mother  what 
the  gentleman  wanted. 

"  I  am  sorry,  Agues,  you  did  not  give  the  little 
girl  your  rabbit.  She  is  the  young  mistress  of  the 
beautiful  house  up  on  the  hill,  and  has  just  come 
there  to  live  with  her  papa;  her  mother  is  dead, 
and  she  has  no  little  brothers  or  sisters  to  play 
with,  like  you  have;  and,  besides,  she  is  lame." 

"  Oh,  mamma,  I  am  so  sorry  for  her !  Mayn't 
I  take  her  Rabbie  to-morrow  ?  You  know  I  have 
Biddy  and  Pat  and  the  baby  to  play  with  me ;  then 
I  can  walk,  and  run  every  place.  Can't  I  give  her 
the  rabbit?"  asked  the  good-hearted  little  girl,  in 
excited  tones. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  said  good  Mrs.  O'Neill,  who  was 
pleased  to  see  the  kindness  of  her  little  daughter. 

Next  morning,  Agnes  put  on  her  best  dress — a 
poor,  faded,  but  clean  cotton  one,  and  taking 
little  Biddy  by  the  hand  and  the  Habit  in  a  lit- 
tle basket,  they  started  for  Mr.  Raymond's  house. 
Soon  they  reached  it,  and  were  met  by  the  gentle- 
man himself,  who  took  them  into  the  handsome 
breakfast  parlor,  where  little  Fannie  rested  on  a 
beautiful  silken  couch.  The  carpets  were  of  soft 
velvet,  the  furniture  all  covered  with  damask,  and 
beautiful  pictures  hung  on  the  walls.  The  poor 
little  Irish  children  had  never  seen  anything  like 
it,  and  it  seemed  like  a  fairy  scene  in  the  tales  they 
had  read. 

Fannie  held  out  her  little  white  hand  to  them, 
and  made  them  sit  near  her.  Then  Agnes  told  her 
what  she  had  come  for — to  bring  the  little  rabbit, 
for  her  to  have  as  her  own. 

The  lame  child  was  deeply  affected,  and  did  not 
want  to  take  the  children's  pet  when  she  found 
how  much  they  loved  it.  But  Agnes  told  her  she 
must  keep  it,  or  she  would  make  her  feel  sorry. 
Then  Fannie  consented,  on  condition  that  Agnes 
would  come  every  day,  or  as  often  as  her  mamma 
could  spare  her,  to  see  her  little  favorite. 

Fannie  then  called  her  maid  to  prepare  a  soft 
bed  for  the  little  snow-white  creature,  and  to  bring 
him  some  sweetmeats  to  eat;  but  when  the  candies 
were  placed  before  the  little  wild  thing  he  would 
not  eat  them.  This  Fannie  thought  very  strange, 
but  Agnes  told  her  that  he  had  never  seen  any 
before,  and  would  only  eat  lettuce,  cabbage,  and 
green  herbs.  So  the  maid  was  sent  to  the  gardener 
for  the  articles  named.  Then  Agnes  took  him 
in  her  arms,  and  gave  him  some  cabbage-leaves, 


which  he  at  once  nibbled  off.  This  greatly  amused 
Fannie,  who  then  fed  him  herself.  Thus  the  day 
passed.  Mr.  Raymond  would  have  the  widow's 
children  stay  to  dinner  with  his  little  girl,  and 
they  were  seated  at  the  fine  table,  with  its  damask, 
silver  and  cut  glass,  and  waited  on  by  the  servants. 
This  was  all  very  strange  and  new  to  the  country, 
poverty-bred  children;  but  they  enjoyed  it,  and  in 
the  evening  returned  home,  loaded  with  sweet- 
meats and  toys. 

Every  day  after  this,  Agnes  would  visit  Fannie. 
If  she  did  not  go,  Mr.  Raymond  himself  or  one 
of  the  servants  was  sure  to  come  for  her.  Then 
sometimes  Fannie  would  beg  to  have  Agnes  stay 
several  days  with  her,  and  it  was  in  this  way  that 
the  rich  man's  daughter  first  saw  Agnes  at  her 
prayers,  for  the  girl  was  too  well  instructed  to  go 
to  bed  without  saying  her  night  prayers. 

Fannie  questioned  her  about  it,  and  Agnes  told 
her  all  she  knew  about  the  dear  little  Infant  Jesus, 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  the  Saints.  The  Protes- 
tant child  thought  it  all  very  beautiful.  It  seemed 
so  nice  to  the  lonely  creature,  with  so  few  friends 
on  earth,  to  have  so  many  in  heaven,  and  she  soon 
learned  to  say  her  prayers  with  Agnes. 

For  a  long  time  these  little  friends  were  very 
happy  together,  but  after  awhile  Fannie's  health 
got  much  better,  and  she  was  growing  to  be  such 
a  big  girl  that  her  papa  concluded  to  send  her  to 
school.  At  first  she  cried,  and  begged  like  a 
spoiled  child  to  be  let  stay  at  home;  but  when 
her  father  told  her  he  was  going  to  send  her  to 
the  Ursuline  Convent  at  C — : — ,  she  felt  better 
pleased ;  and  when  he  granted  her  a  still  greater 
favor — that  of  sending  Agnes  O'Neill  with  her, 
Fannie  was  quite  happy,  and  willing  to  go.  The 
poor  widow  was  rejoiced  to  have  Agnes  sent  to 
the  convent,  and  the  girls  were  soon  placed  with 
the  good  nuns. 

In  a  short  time  Fannie  Raymond  gained  her 
father's  consent  to  be  a  Catholic,  and  was  baptized 
in  the  Convent  Chapel;  and  when  she  kissed 
Agnes  and  told  her  it  was  all  her  work,  the  girl 
laughingly  replied  that  it  was  all  due  to  Rabbie; 
if  he  had  never  gone  to  Fannie's  house  neither 
would  she. 

The  two  girls  graduated  at  the  Convent  school 
together,  and  were  ever  fast  friends — -Agnes  living 
altogether  with  the  Raymonds.  The  pet  rabbit 
lived  to  be  quite  old  for  a  rabbit,  and  was  always 
a  great  favorite  with  Fannie.  After  it  died,  one 
snowy  winter,  Agnes  painted  a  beautiful  picture 
of  a  white  rabbit  and  hung  it  in  Fannie's  drawing- 
room,  where  it  was  much  admired,  and  where  the 
pretty  tale  of  Agnes'  generosity  when  a  poor  little 
girl  was  often  told  by  Fannie  and  her  father  (who 
was  now  also  a  Catholic)  to  their  guests. 
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Our  Lady's  Nativity, 

The  birthday  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  we 
are  to|celebrate  in  a  few  days,  is  one  of  the  brightest 
in  the  history  of  the  world.  In  her,  another  Mother 
was  given  to  the  human  race.  The  First  Eve 
brought  a  curse  upon  mankind;  Mary,  the  Second 
Eve,  a  blessing ;  the  first  brought  death ;  the  second 
life.  Heaven's  gate  had  been  closed  to  guilty  man, 
but  it  was  opened  wide  when  the  Redeemer  of  the 
world  took  flesh  of  Mary.  The  empire  of  Satan 
seemed  firmly  established  among  men,  but  a 
prophecy  remained  unfulfilled — that  a  woman 
should  crush  the  serpent's  head.  It  was  presaged 
at  Mary's  birth.  Like  the  beautiful  morning  star, 
which  rises  clear  and  bright  before  the  glorious 
sun  which  enlightens  the  earth,  so  was  her  com- 
ing into  the  world.  The  Sun  of  Justice  had  not 
yet  risen;  but  Hell  trembled,  and  the  angels  re- 
joiced,— it  was  Redemption's  dawn.  Happy  day, 
which  the  Church  bids  us  celebrate  with  joy — 
cum  jucunditate.  ""Thy  birth,  O  Virgin  Mother  of 
God,  hath  proclaimed  joy  to  the  whole  world:  for 
from  thee  has  risen  the  Sun  of  Justice,  Christ,  our 
Lord;  who,  freeing  us  from  the  curse,  brought 
blessing  upon  us,  and  conquering  death  hath 
given  us  everlasting  life." 

If  one  had  a  favor  to  solicit  of  some  earthly  po- 
tentate, what  more  auspicious  day  could  he  choose 
than  the  birthday  of  his  mother  for  making  his  re- 
quest ?  On  this  day  then — the  birthday  of  the  Mo- 
ther of  God— may  we  not  hope  that  our  petitions  will 
be  favorably  received  at  the  throne  of  grace  ? — and 
should  not  our  confidence  be  entire  when  we  re- 
flect that  it  is  the  Queen  of  Heaven  herself  that 
presents  them  ? 

No  matter  what  festival  of  our  Lady  we  celebrate, 
we  always  think  of  her  as  our  Mother.  We  can- 
not forget  or  overlook  what  God  would  have  us  re- 
member and  value.  On  the  Cross  He  named  her 
our  Mother,  as  the  last  pledge  of  His  love;  what 


would  it  be  but  the  basest  ingratitude  not  to  love 
and  honor  her  ?  The  Church  never  loses  sight  of 
the  connection  between  Jesus  and  Mary,  a  connec- 
tion for  which  she  Was  predestined.  She  was  faith- 
ful, too,  to  all  it  implied;  she  delights  then  in  her 
office  of  Mother.  Let  us  go  to  her  with  confidence 
and  ask  for  much — much  for  ourselves  and  others, 
not  forgetting  the  wants  of  the  Church,  her  perse- 
cuted Head,  her  Bishops  and  clergy,  begging  her 
also  to  hasten  the  coming  of  peace  and  the  day  of 
triumph. 


Reflections  on  the  Present  and  Future  of  our 
Children. 


BY   F.  L. 

After  having  remained  so  long  in  retirement 
from  the  columns  of  the  AVE  MARIA,  we  pro- 
pose to  renew  the  acquaintance  of  its  readers  and 
make  a  few  remarks  on  what  forms  the  heading 
of  this  article.  Our  view  of  the  question  shall  be 
a  religious  one.  We  have  no  apology  to  make  to 
the  reader  for  dealing  always  in  practical  matters. 
We  have  neither  the  ability,  to  a  great  extent,  nor 
the  will,  in  the  least  measure,  to  theorize.  A  prac- 
tical lesson  is  to  be  preferred  to  a  little  pleasure, 
though  it  be  lawful. 

A  teacher -may  relinquish  his  calling  if  unable 
to  discharge  its  duties  to  his  own  satisfaction  or 
that  of  others,  and  betake  himself  to  one  more 
suitable  to  his  abilities.  With  parents  it  is  not  so. 
They  must  perform  their  duties  faithfully  or 
abide  by  the  consequences.  God  has  entrusted  a 
family  to  them,  with  their  consent,  and  will  demand 
an  account  from  them  when  it  is  too  late  to  correct 
an  error  or  give  an  excuse.  Yet  there  is  no  respon- 
sibility, that  which  attaches  to  the  holy  ministry 
alone  excepted,  that  can  at  all  be  compared  to  the 
responsibility  of  parents.  The  physician  has  to  do 
with  life,  the  judge  with  liberty,  but  to  parents  are 
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confided  immortal  souls.  No  duties  are  so  diffi- 
cult as  those  which  regard  the  proper  training  of 
children,  particularly  in  our  age  and  country.  If 
any  duty  could  be  imposed  which  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  perform  in  a  proper  manner — which 
there  cannot,  we  should  say,  without  a  moment's 
hesitation — it  is  that  of  bringing  up  children  in  the 
fear  and  love  of  God,  under  the  circumstances  in 
which  a  very  large  number  of  our  Catholic  parents 
are  placed  at  the  present  day.  To  the  casual  ob- 
server it  seems  appalling ;  to  the  pastor  of  souls, 
whose  view  is  naturally  deeper,  and  whose  judg- 
ment is  more  just,  the  task  appears  to  be  one  which 
requires  not  a  grace  of  God  only,  but  a  continual 
stream  of  more  than  ordinary  graces. 

While  we  would  speak  thus  plainly  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  article,  it  is  not  with  a  view  of  discour- 
aging the  reader,  nor  of  anticipating  matters  that 
will  have  a  fuller  treatment  further  on.  The  proper 
care  of  onr  children  is  second  to  no  other  duty.  If 
the  ancient  Spartans  thought  that  in  order  to  train 
up  their  children  in  such  manner  as  would  fit  them 
to  maintain  the  prestige  of  their  state  as  a  military 
power,  it  was  necessary  that  the  state  should  take 
the  matter  in  hand  and  entirely  control  it,  so  far 
even  as  to  destroy  such  children  as  had  the  misfor- 
tune of  entering  life  with  any  bodily  deformity,  it 
cannot  certainly  be  of  minor  importance  that  our 
children  should  be  trained  in  a  manner  that  will 
make  them  good  members  of  the  Church,  fit  to  en- 
gage in  battle  with  an  invisible  enemy  for  a  victory 
upon  which  an  eternity  depends. 

The  present  condition  of  our  children,  which  we 
shall  endeavor  to  trace  at  some  length,  is  not  so  en- 
couraging as  regards  either  religion  or  morality  as 
could  be  desired;  and  the  hopes  for  the  future, 
which  naturally  depend  to  a  great  extent  on  their 
present  condition,  are,  it  is  to  be  feared,  even  less 
encouraging.  The  characteristic  of  the  American 
child  and  youth  is  such  a  feeling  of  personal  inde- 
pendence as  tends  directly  to  undermine  and  de- 
stroy all  sense  of  responsibility  to  God,  to  parents, 
to  society  and  self,  and  place  in  its  stead  the  indi- 
vidual will,  or  rather  caprice.  This  feeling,  we  have 
said,  tends  to  produce  the  results  enumerated,  be- 
cause in  numerous  instances  a  generous  disposition 
seconded  by  the  vigilance  of  parents,  the  absence 
of  temptations  that  prevail  in  other  places,  and  the 
religious  atmosphere  of  the  locality,  prevents  this 
tendency  from  manifesting  itself  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  become  uncontrollable.  That  it  exists  in  all 
places  we  think  no  one  will  venture  to  deny  who 
has  made  the  condition  and  inclinations  of  our  chil- 
dren a  subject  of  serious  reflection.  It  is  inherent 
in  our  nature,  and  only  awaits  a  favorable  opportu- 
nity to  develop  and  produce  its  natural  fruits.  We 
would  not,  however,  be  understood  to  insinuate  that 


our  American  youth  are  worse  than  those  of  other 
countries  or  those  of  foreign  parentage  in  this  coun- 
try; on  the  contrary,  we  are  convinced  that  for  nat- 
ural good  qualities  they  are  unsurpassed  by  any. 
It  is  the  circumstances  in  which  they  are  placed 
that  favor  the  development  of  what  is  bad  rather 
than  of  what  is  good  in  them.  We  are  proud  of 
our  children;  and  if  their  faults  are  pointed  out  and 
dwelt  upon,  it  is  because  on  the  one  hand  it  is  a 
pity  to  witness  soil  so  fertile  produce  only  briars 
and  thorns :  because,  on  the  other,  we  attribute  the 
fault  not  wholly  to  them,  at  least  in  its  origin,  but  to 
those  through  whose  inexperience,  ignorance,  or 
negligence  their  hearts  have  been  permitted  to  be- 
come a  waste.  When  we  come  to  consider  the 
causes  which  have  produced  these  lamentable  ef- 
fects, the  reader  will,  we  are  convinced,  agree  with 
us  that  a  different  condition  could  hardly  be  ex- 
pected. 

Independence  is  the  characteristic  of  our  youth ; 
not  of  the  boys  only,  who  are  naturally  exposed  to 
public  observation  and  remark;  but  also  of  the 
girls,  who  are,  or  should  be,  seen  for  the  most  part 
at  home,  in  the  discharge  of  their  household  duties. 
It  is  seen  in  their  countenance,  their  bearing,  their 
gait,  their  tone  of  voice,  their  whole  being. 
Neither  fine  clothes  nor  rags  are  able  to  conceal  it. 
That  its  tendency  is  to  destroy  all  sense  of  respon- 
sibility to  God  is  not  to  be  doubted.  And  here  it 
is  well  to  remark,  in  passing,  that  this  tendency  is 
more  fully  developed  in  the  cities  and  towns  than 
it  is  in  the  country.  The  reason  is  evident.  Temp- 
tations are  more  numerous  and  violent ;  opportuni- 
ties are  met  at  every  turn ;  less  vigilance  and  good 
will,  and  perhaps  less  time  and  ability  on  the  part 
of  parents  to  restrain  the  waywardness  of  children, 
and  generally  less  religious  supervision  and  influ- 
ence, owing  to  the  size  of  the  congregations  and  the 
migratory  life  of  many  of  the  people.  These,  how- 
ever, will  be  examined  more  at  length  in  another 
place.  But  to  return.  Has  the  reader  ever  atten- 
tively considered  these  children  in  church,  and  ob- 
served how  little  of  that  reverence  which  is  based 
upon  a  lively  sense  of  the  presence  of  Jesus  Christ 
in  the  Holy  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist,  is  seen  in 
the  deportment  of  many  of  them  ?  Has  he  seen 
them  approach  the  Sacraments,  and  noticed  the 
little  impression  made  upon  them?  Has  he 
watched  them  at  prayer,  and  could  he  have  read 
in  their  countenances  the  testimony  of  a  conviction 
that  they  were  then  holding  communion  with  the 
Lord  of  the  universe?  Has  he  seen  how  insignifi- 
cant a  thing  it  is  for  them  to  be  absent  from  Mass, 
or  to  profane  the  Sunday  ?  If  these  fail  to  convince 
him,  let  him  go  out  on  the  street,  notice  how  they 
court  such  company  as  exposes  them  to  sin,  how 
they  blaspheme  the  Holy  Name ;  and,  returning, 
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let  him  inquire  of  their  pastors  how  many  there  are 
past  the  proper  age  who  have  not  yet  been  admitted 
to  the  Holy  Table,  and  how  many  who  were  but 
lately  admitted  have  already  begun  to  loathe  the 
Bread  of  Heaven. 

But  this  tendency  is  nowhere  seen  so  clearly, 
and  nowhere  so  deeply  to  be  lamented,  as  in  those 
who  are  being  prepared  for  First  Communion. 
There  is  so  tender  a  feeling  of  reverence  in  the 
true  Catholic  heart  towards  this  inestimable  Treas- 
ure, that  any  manifestation  of  coldness,  much  less 
of  irreverence,  is  painful  to  witness.  Although 
charity  would  prevent  us  tb  say  with  our  Saviour, 
"  they  know  not  what  they  do,"  still  we  cannot 
stifle  the  feeling  that  instinctively  rises  from  the 
depth  of  the  heart.  Should  this  indifference  be 
found  in  those  who  are  preparing  to  receive  the 
Bread  of  Angels  for  the  first  time,  when  many  cir- 
cumstances unite  to  inspire  them  with  reverence, 
it  brings  strange  forebodings  to  the  minds  of  those 
who  are  able  to  form  an  idea  of  the  effects  that  the 
example  of  others  and  the  maturing  of  the  feelings 
which  now  are  but  in  the  bud,  are  likely  hereafter 
to  produce.  Yet  indifference  in  this  all-important 
work  is  not  uncommon.  Who  that  has  attempted 
to  prepare  a  large  number  for  First  Communion 
has  not  been  pained  to  see  how  his  most  strenuous 
efforts  to  arrest  their  attention  and  inspire  them 
with  reverence  are  but  partially  successful.  Such 
a  one  will  hardly  venture  to  deny  that  some- 
thing, call  it  what  he  may,  and  perhaps  he  is  un- 
able to  give  a  name  to  it,  is  fast  undermining 
the  faith  of  our  children.  Again,  we  would 
remind  the  reader  that  we  have  done  no  more 
than  call  this  a  tendency,  limited  in  its  full  devel- 
opment to  a  part  only  of  our  children.  For  our 
own  part,  we  have  taught  Catechism  every  Sunday 
for  twelve  years  and  prepared  hundreds  of  children 
in  country,  town  and  city  congregations,  children 
of  American,  Irish  and  German  parentage,  for  their 
First  Communion — and,  in  fact,  the  writing  of  this 
article  is  interrupted  by  the  same  work — and 
never,  with  perhaps  one  exception,  has  a  whole 
class  been  found  animated  with  that  reverence 
which  a  proper  appreciation  of  the  sovereignty 
of  God  would  be  calculated  to  inspire. 

Bad  as  this  tendency  is  in  children,  and  lamen- 
table as  the  consequences  are  as  seen  at  that  tender 
age,  they  are  not  the  worst.  Inquire  into  the  con- 
dition of  those  who  are  navigating  the  stormy  sea 
that  lies  between  the  years  of  childhood  and  man- 
hood,— that  sea  on  which  so  many  suffer  shipwreck, 
— and  learn  how  large  a  number  are  lost  to  society 
and  religion:  how  many  are  preparing  to  become 
the  heads  of  what,  for  want  of  a  more  appropri- 
ate name,  we  are  forced  to  call  infidel  families; 
how  many  are  hastening  forward  to  recruit  the 


ranks  of  mixed  marriages ;  how  many,  in  a  word, 
are  ready  to  join  the  ranks  of  the  enemies  of  our 
holy  faith.  Religion  has  but  the  slenderest  hold 
upon  them,  and  it  is  with  difficulty  that  pastors 
and  parents,  aided  by  the  kind  offices  of  zealous 
friends,  can  persuade  them  to  discharge  those 
duties  which  continue  them  in  the  right  to  use  the 
bare  name  of  Catholic.  The  indifference  of  former 
years  is  now  settled  down  into  a  rule  of  life  to 
which  we  can  do  little  more  than  pray  God  to  ap- 
ply a  remedy.  Doubtless  many  of  these  will  in 
after-years  return  to  the  practice  of  their  religion, 
aroused  by  one  of  those  extraordinary  graces 
which  are  sometimes  vouchsafed  to  sinners ;  and 
the  latter  portion  of  life  may  be  spent  in  regret- 
ting the  manner  in  which  the  former  was  spent, 
but  this  happy  turn  may  not  take  place  at  all,  or 
not  until  they  have  married  beyond  the  pale  of 
the  Church,  or  perhaps  found  themselves  at  the 
heads  of  families  already  beginning  to  tread  the 
same  path  which  they  themselves  in  former  years 
had  trodden. 

But  it  is  unnecessary  to  argue  this  point  further. 
Ask  the  priest,  ask  the  conscientious  parent,  ask 
the  returned  prodigal,  what  is  most  of  all  to  be 
desired  for  our  children,  and  their  answer  will  be, 
a  means  of  counteracting  the  tendency  to  irrev- 
erence that  manifests  itself  to  so  great  an  extent. 
This  sense  of  responsibility  and  accountability  so 
much  to  be  desired  depends  directly  on  the  en- 
kindling in  the  heart  of  our  children  from  their 
tenderest  years  a  lively  faith  in  the  truths  of  our 
holy  religion,  which  must  in  turn  have  for  its 
foundation  a  knowledge  of  these  truths — a  remark 
which  we  beg  the  reader  to  impress  upon  his 
mind,  as  it  is  the  hinge  upon  which  all  that  re- 
mains to  be  said  is  made  to  turn. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MBS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  X.— (CONTINUED.) 
The  evening  so  long  dreaded  by  Sybil  came  at 
last.  Madame  the  modiste,  as  a  great  favor  to  Mrs. 
Weston,  had  consented  to  superintend  the  toilette 
of  the  young  debutante  in  person,  and  arrived  at  the 
time  appointed.  A  Frenchwoman,  and  really  ar- 
tistic in  her  line  of  business,  she  knew  that  an  ap- 
pearance of  simplicity  would  be  the  most  becom- 
ing thing  in  the  world  to  mademoiselle's  youth 
and  style,  and  Sybil  was  not  overdressed,  although 
her  attire  was  of  almost  fabulous  cost.  It  was  of 
•white pointe,  and  floated  around  her  in  filmy  beauty, 
the  fine  pattern  showing  like  frostwork  over  a 
creamy  silk  underskirt;  a  broad  sash  of  pale  blue 
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something,  soft  and  lustrous,  the  pearls — her  fa- 
ther's gift — and  a  bouquet  of  lilies-of-the-valley, 
completed  her  toilette.  Mrs.  Weston  sent  her  a 
magnificent  mother-of-pearl  fan — a  present  from 
herself— to  be  attached  by  a  light  filigree  chate- 
laine of  frosted  silver  to  her  side,  with  a  bunch  of 
costly  bagatelles  also  depending  therefrom — an  an- 
tique fashion,  lately  revived  in  Paris.  Sybil  showed 
not  a  vestige  of  color  in  her  cheeks,  and  madame 
suggested  a  soupcon  of  rouge,  which  was  very  pos- 
itively forbidden ;  her  neck  and  arms,  like  her  face, 
were  as  fair  as  Parian  marble,  her  eyes  showed  large 
and  blue  under  the  long,  dark  eyelashes;  her 
golden  hair  caught  every  gleam  of  light  like  a 
luminous  aureole  around  her  forehead.  She  was 
very  quiet  and  passive ;  madame,  with  deft  touches, 
did  all  that  was  required;  she  turned  her  about  as 
she  would,  to  adjust  sprays  of  lilies-of-the-valley 
here  and  there  in  the  loopings  of  her  dress,  to  ar- 
range her  sash,  her  train,  and  the  long,  loose  curls 
that  floated  from  the  Grecian  knot  at  the  back  of  her 
head;  and  at  last  she  was  pronounced  perfect :  ma- 
dame's  task  was  done — no,  not  quite — a  drop  or  so 
of  fashionable  perfume  was  necessary  for  the  lace 
hankerchief,  but  Sybil  took  it  gently  from  her 
hand,  saying  that  she  had  a  dislike  for  all  odors  ex- 
cept those  of  flowers.  Madame  did  not  insist, — she 
only  thought  that  this  rich  young  American  lady 
had  a  very  positive  will  of  her  own,  and  was  some- 
what odd — but  what  then  ?  all  the  fragrance  of  the 
Vale  of  Cachmere  could  add  nothing  to  such  grace 
and  loveliness;  besides,  was  not  mademoiselle 
beautiful  and  rich  enough  to  afford  just  a  mite 
of  eccentricity? 

Mrs.  Weston  sent  in  haste  for  madame  to  corne  to 
her  the  moment  she  could  leave  Miss  Weston ; 
something  had  gone  wrong  in  the  set  of  her  dress — 
her  maid  could  not  tell  what.  "1  only  know," 
she  whispered  in  French,  "  that  she's  as  mad  as  a 
hornet,  and  you  had  better  drop  everything  and 
come."  Fortunately  there  was  nothing  to  be 
dropped,  and  they  left  the  room  together.  Then 
Miss  Arnold  and  Edyth  ran  in  for  a  moment  to 
look  at  her  in  her  costume  du  bal;  and  Maum  Bar- 
bara, whose  ecstasy  was  irrepressible,  peeped  in 
admiringly,  wondering  much  why  she  looked  so 
indifferent  to  that  which  appeared  to  their  igno- 
rant minds  the  summit  of  human  felicity ;  in  truth 
Maum  Barbara  was  quite  mortified  by  the  fact  of 
her  young  lady  not  being  more  up  to  the  situation 
than  she  was,  and  felt  called  upon  to  apologize  to 
her  fellow-servants  for  it  by  informing  them  that 
"  the  po'  young  thing  was  shy  of  goin'  'mongst  so 
many  strangers ;  but  she'd  soon  git  used  to  it,  cos 
it  was  borned  in  her  blood  to  hold  up  her  head 
with  the  best."  Last  of  all,  Mrs.  Weston's  maid 
returned  with  a  request  from  that  lady  for  her  to 


wait  there  until  she  was  ready  to  go  down  with  her. 
"Tell  mamma  yes,"  she  answered;  then  she 
was  left  to  herself.  She  closed  her  door  gently 
and  turned  the  key,  then  crossed  the  room  to  her 
oratory,  where  she  stood  for  a  moment  as  lovely  as 
Vashti  when  she  went  before  King  Ahasuerus, 
with  a  pleading,  half-frightened  expression  on  her 
countenance,  and,  as  if  involuntarily,  the  trouble  of 
her  heart  escaped  her  lips  in  low-uttered  words: 
"  He  hath  filled  the  hungry  with  good  things,  the 
rich  He  hath  sent  away  empty He  hath  scat- 
tered the  proud  in  the  conceit  of  their  heart,  He 
hath  put  down  the  mighty  from  his  seat,  and  hath 
exalted  the  humble !"  Were  not  these  the  words 
that  MARY  sang  when  she  magnified  the  Lord  and 
His  dealings  with  her,  and  was  not  her  humility 
above  that  of  all  creatures,  and  the  root  of  her  high 
exaltation  ?  but  she,  how  would  it  be  with  .her  when 
assailed  by  temptations  on  every  hand  ?  She 
seemed  to  hear  the  far-off  voices  in  the  choir  at 
"Holy  Cross"  reiterating  the  words — and, kneel- 
ing, she  renewed  the  offering  of  herself  to  the 
service  of  Jesus  and  Mary.  What  were  all  these 
gauds  and  vanities,  compared  with  benediction 
and  love  like  theirs?  And  suddenly  the  thought 
again  came  to  her  that  her  cross  would  be  a 
strange  one,  unlike  most  other  crosses,  but  a  cross 
none  the  less,  and  such  an  one  as  He  who  died 
upon  the  Cross  had  willed  that  she  should  bear. 
A  cross  which  required  nothing  heroic,  perhaps, 
and  would  win  for  her  no  palms,  as  she  trod  the 
path  of  duty  and  daily  sacrifice  and  patiently  bore 
the  goad  of  its  splinters,  known  to  no  soul  beside 
her  own.  She  could  not  foresee  this,  however. 
Trust  and  submission  were  her  only  safeguards. 

There  was  a  sharp  tap  on  her  door.  It  was  Mrs. 
Weston,  who  almost  started  with  astonishment  at 
the  spirituelle  loveliness  of  her  stepdaughter,  who 
stood  before  her  under  the  full  radiance  of  the 
chandelier ;  but  she  quickly  recovered  herself. 

"  You  will  do  nicely,  Sybil ;  I  never  saw  any  one 
more  perfectly  dressed.  We  must  go  down  now. 
I  will  introduce  you  to  persons  as  they  come  in, 
until  the  dancing  begins ;  then  of  course  you  will 
be  expected  to  dance.  How  do  you  like  your  fan?" 
"  It  is  beautiful,  mamma ;  excuse  me  for  not 
thanking  you  at  once." 

"  Certainly,  my  dear;  but  it  is  not  at  all  strange 
that  you  are  off  your  head  a  little ;  but  you'll  get 
accustomed  to  everything  very  soon,  I  assure  you. 
You  must  remember,  Sybil,  to  be  affable  to  every 
one,  and  neither  accept  nor  show  particular  atten- 
tion to  any;  and  above  all, don't  get  mixed  up  or 
embarrassed,"  said  Mrs.  Weston,  on  their  way 
down  the  broad  staircase. 

"  I  will  do  my  best  to  follow  your  directions, 
mamma,"  she  answered,  gently. 
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Mr.  Weston  was  waiting  for  them  in  the  recep- 
tion room ;  he  did  not  often  appear  at  his  wife's 
entertainments,  but  on  this  occasion  he  thought 
very  rightly  that  it  was  his  duty  to  do  so.  He 
longed  to  clasp  his  daughter  to  his  breast,  for  never 
had  she  appeared  so  much  like  a  vision  of  her 
mother  as  he  imagined  she  must  look  in  her  heav- 
enly abode.  Sybil  noticed  the  longing,  sad  ex- 
pression that  her  father  could  not  keep  down,  and, 
involuntarily,  reached  out  her  hand ;  he  took  it, 
held  it  an  instant,  and,  leaning  over,  kissed  her 
forehead.  It  was  a  sweet  omen  to  Sybil — one  that 
lifted  her  above  her  perplexing  doubts  and  fears ; 
and  by  the  time  she  was  called,  by  an  arrival  of 
guests,  to  take  her  stand  beside  her  stepmother,  a 
strange  and  happy  smile  lit  up  her  face.  The  gay 
world  poured  in  and  payed  willing  homage  to  the 
superb  hostess,  the  lovely  debutante,  and  the  grave 
dignified  host,  whom  so  few  of  them  had  ever  be- 
fore seen  mingling  in  scenes  like  this.  It  was  a 
most  brilliant  company,  an  exclusive  and  select 
assemblage  of  distinguished  men,  and  beautiful, 
richly-dressed  women — celebrities, — in  fact  all  that 
was  most  cultured  and  famous  of  the  social  ele- 
ments of  Washington  life  Mrs.  Weston  had 
brought  together  on  this  occasion.  Whispers  of 
admiration  passed  from  one  to  another  as  Sybil, 
with  gentle,  girlish  grace,  received  the  guests,  pre- 
sented by  her  stepmother;  she  was  far  more  beau- 
tiful than  any  one  had  imagined,  and  her  sweet- 
voiced  way  of  replying  to  their  salutations,  and 
pleasant  little  speeches,  quite  won  upon  every  one. 
"  How  self-possessed !"  was  the  whisper  that  passed 
around  as  the  various  groups  moved  on  to  give 
place  to  fresh  comers.  Had  Sybil's  thoughts  been 
centred  upon  herself,  she  might  have  shrunk  with 
embarrassment  from  all  this  crowd  of  strange  faces 
and  the  flattering  words  she  heard ;  but  they  were 
"  otherwhere  " ;  and  so  it  was  passing  before  her 
like  a  phantasmagoria,  until  the  dance-music 
began,  its  inspiriting  strains  floating  in  from  the 
ball-room;  but  she  was  not  yet  at  liberty,  for  sev- 
eral of  the  Corps  diplomatique,  with  their  wives, 
were  just  entering,  to  whom  she  must  be  intro- 
duced; then  a  group  of  fashionables  from  New 
York  appeared,  followed  by  the  President  and  his 
niece,  two  or  three  leading  Senators,  and  the  Lieut- 
General  of  the  Army. 

Mrs.  Weston,  while  saying  and  doing  all  that 
was  necessary,  in  the  most  perfect  manner,  in  the 
reception  of  her  guests,  was  evidently  expecting 
some  one  who  had  not  yet  appeared ;  she  did  not 
attend  at  all  to  the  pretty  things  that  were  being 
said  to  her  stepdaughter  by  the  courtly  old  Presi- 
dent, or  how  she  was  acquitting  herself  towards 
the  stately  white-haired  General,  who  bowed  over 
her,  paying  her  the  high-flown  compliments  of  a 


past  era;  her  eyes  roved  inquisitively  towards  the 
hall  at  every  fresh  arrival,  and  she  could  scarcely 
veil  her  disappointment  at  not  seeing  the  one  ex- 
pected. But  at  length — the  very  last  arrival — the 
tall,  commanding  figure  of  Count  Andrei  Sucolov 
entered.  There  was  nothing  to  attract  attention 
to  him  so  much  as  himself,  if  we  may  be  allowed 
the  expression;  he  wore  an  evening  suit  of  black, 
undistinguished  from  any  other  except  by  a  small 
decoration  set  with  diamonds  that  was  worn  so 
modestly  as  to  be  partly  concealed  by  the  lapel  of 
his  coat.  He  attracted  immediate  attention  and 
inquiry.  Even  Mr.  Weston  was  impressed  by  his 
commanding  presence;  and  Sybil — who  recog- 
nized him,  the  moment  he  entered,  as  Edyth's 
"  pirate,"  while  struck  by  his  imposing  appear- 
ance and  deferential  manner,  felt  a  cold  thrill  as  if 
a  sudden  icy  current  of  water  had  trickled  through 
her  heart.  He  offered  Mrs.  Weston  his  arm ;  and 
Sybil,  with  her  father,  followed  into  the  ball-room, 
where  the  valsing  had  sometime  ago  begun.  "  Is 
this  dancing?"  thought  Sybil,  as  couple  after 
couple  floated  whirling  past  her  in  the  usual  close 
embrace — the  head  of  the  lady,  from  very  dizziness 
or  from  choice,  upon  the  breast  of  her  partner. 

To  Mrs.  Weston's  intense  mortification,  Sybil 
declined  all  invitations  to  valse;  nor  could  all  her 
asides  in  persuasion  or  rebuke  induce  her  to  do  so, 
although  the  most  distinguished  of  the  society- 
men  present  had  hastened  to  ask  the  honor  of 
dancing  with  her. 

"She's  a  perfect  prude!  a  simpleton!"  mur- 
mured Mrs.  Weston,  under  her  breath.  "  I  shall 
speak  to  her  father;  she  will  certainly  rnindfoW 

"You  were  looking  for  me  a  while  ago,  Anne — 
so  Jarvis  tells  me  ?"  said  Mr.  Weston,  as  he  was 
coming  away  from  the  supper-room,  just  as  she 
started  to  go  towards  it. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad  to  have  found  you!  I  want  you 
to  speak  to  Sybil ;  she  refuses  to  dance,  and  every 
one  looks  surprised  and  offended.  It's  perfectly 
absurd  for  her  to  behave  so." 

"  Look  there,  Anne !"  said  Mr.  Weston,  pointing 
to  some  couples  that  were  whirling  by,  "  is  that 
what  you  mean  by  dancing  ?" 

"  Of  course  it  is.  No  one  refuses.  It  is  ec- 
centric and  ill-bred  to  do  so!"  she  answered,  hotly. 

"I  am  willing,  then,  for  my  daughter  to  be  so 
considered,  if  such  is  her  own  choice.  I  should 
be  sorry  to  see  her  engaged  in  a  dance  like  that ; 
and  I  will  not  have  her  urged  to  do  so." 

"You  are  entirely  behind  the  times,  Mr.  Weston !" 
was  the  angry  response. 

"I  am  satisfied  to  remain  so  on  this  point.  I 
thought  that  your  Church  forbade  this  sort  of 
dancing  to  Catholics  ?" 

"The  Church  has  done  nothing  of  the  sort. 
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Some  pastors  have  forbidden  it,  for  the  reason 
that  there  are  people  who  take  the  round  dances 
into  the  confessional  because  they  make  them 
dizzy,  or  they  can't  get  partners,  or  something." 

"  However  it  may  be,  the  choice  must  be  left  to 
my  daughter's  own  wishes.  I  shall  order  those 
fellows  in  the  music  gallery  to  play  some  other 
dance-music." 

"  Pray  don't,  Mr.  Weston ;  it  would  throw  all  my 
arrangements  for  the  evening  into  confusion." 

"It  will  depend  upon  circumstances  whether  I 
do  so  or  not.  My  daughter  shall  not  be  annoyed." 
Mr.  Weston  spoke  peremptorily,  than  went  to  join 
a  group  of  gentlemen  around  the  President. 

"My  daughter!"  repeated  Mrs.  Weston,  with 
bitter  emphasis.  She  was  baffled,  and  irritated  by 
this  unlooked-for  interference  from  a  quarter 
whence  she  least  expected  it;  but  she  had  too 
much  tact  to  allow  the  least  trace  of  it  to  be  seen, 
and,  smoothing  her  ruffled  plumage,  she  again 
mingled  with  her  guests  and  listened  with  ap- 
parent gratification  to  their  congratulations  on 
the  perfect  success  of  her  daughter's  debut,  and 
their  complimentary  phrases  about  her  beauty, 
which  so  far  exceeded  all  that  they  had  antici- 
pated. This  gave  her  the  opportunity  to  speak  of 
Sybil's  hitherto  secluded  life, — of  its  having  been 
a  whim  of  Mr.  Weston's  to  have  her  brought  up 
by  her  aunt,  the  Superioress  of  a  Convent,  and 
that  she  had  come  home  with  many  of  the  prej- 
udices of  habit  and  education  yet  clinging  to  her, 
which  "will  wear  off,  you  know,  as  she  gets  ac- 
customed to  the  ways  of  the  world." 

"You  must  make  me  acquainted  with  your 
daughter,  madam;  it  has  been  so  long  since  I 
have  seen  an  unsophisticated  young  lady  that  I 
almost  forget  how  they  look,"  said  Senator  Mor- 
land.  "Do  you  think  she  would  dance  with  an 
old  graybeard  like  me  ?  " 

"  Not  unless  you  can  prevail,  by  your  eloquence, 
to  induce  her  to  make  an  exception  in  your  favor 
— for  she  positively  declines  dancing." 

"  And  why,  pray — if  I  may  ask  ?  Possibly  there 
is  such  rivalry  for  the  honor  of  her  hand  that  it  is 
a  little  ruse  to  keep  the  peace,"  he  observed. 

"  Oh,  no !  It  is  only  one  of  her  Convent  prej- 
udices against  the  round-dances!"  replied  Mrs. 
Weston,  with  a  swift  flash  of  anger  in  her  eyes 
which  no  one  except  Senator  Morland  observed. 

"She  will  so  much  longer  preserve,  madame, 
the  fair  bloom  of  her  innocence,"  said  a  low  and 
very  musical  voice  at  her  side.  She  turned 
quickly,  and  met  the  great  black  eyes  of  Count 
Sucolov. 

Ah !  if  Tie  approved — this  man  who  had  been  the 
liabitue  of  courts,  she  would  also  make  a  virtue  of 
Sybil's  perversity.  "That  is  very  true,  Count; 


and  it  is  the  comfort  I  shall  fall  back  upon  for  her 
singular  determination,"  she  answered,  graciously. 

"  I  have  conversed  with  Mademoiselle  Weston ; 
one  need  not  to  dance  with  her  to  be  charmed; 
her  conversation  is  so  very  entertaining,  so  intel- 
ligent; and  then,  she  is  very  beautiful." 

"You  are  very  kind,"  said  Mrs.  Weston;  "but 
I  must  introduce  yoa  to  a  partner  for  the  german." 

"  Thanks,  no ;  I  do  not  dance  too." 

"Have  you  religious  scruples?"  asked  Mrs. 
Weston,  in  her  first  amazement. 

"Oh,  no!  no,  Madame,"  he  answered^  in  his 
low,  sweet  voice,  with  a  little  laugh.  "  Eire  blase 
sur  Us  plaisirs;  for  the  world  is  a  very  long  wayf 
and  I  am  not  in  my  first  youth." 

A  complimentary  rejoinder,  then  the  wising 
ceased,  and  Mrs.  Weston,  on  the  arm  of  her  dis- 
tinguished guest,  led  the  way  to  the  supper-room, 
where  the  table  showed  a  mass  of  wa^lights  and 
flowers,  glittering  crystal  and  service  of  gold, 
loaded  with  viands  of  the  costliest,  and  frtait&  of 
the  rarest  description.  Wines  scarcely  known  to 
Americans,  and  valued  almost  by  the  drop,  were 
among  the  luxuries  offered  by  Mr.  Weston  to  his 
guests  this  evening;  and  as  the  coming  and  going 
was  not  in  the  order  of  precedence,  and  entirely 
sans  ceremonie,  there  was  no  stiff  feeling  of  re- 
straint— no  jealousies,  no  feeling  of  being  slighted, 
either  generally  or  individually,  and  every  one 
enjoyed  himself  or  herself  according  to  their  own 
taste.  It  is  a  fine  art  to  know  how  to  entertain, 
and  Mrs.  Weston  was  mistress  of  it;  for  after 
bringing  the  most  select  and  harmonious  elements 
of  society  together,  she  allowed  them  to  assimilate 
without  interference,  or  the  interposition  of  stiff 
formula  or  strained  compliments,  the  exercise  of 
which  generally  indicates  a  not  over-certainty  of 
one's  own  knowledge  of  the  exact  line  where 
good  breeding  ends  and  vulgarity  begins.  Yes, 
Mrs.  Weston  was  no  sciolist  in  the  ways  of  the 
world ;  she  was  perfectly  au  fait  in  every  social 
duty;  and  her  knowledge  had  not  been  attained 
without  difficulty,  trials,  and  mortifications  that 
had  almost  made  her  despair,  but  she  gained  at 
last  that  for  which  she  had  sacrificed  natural, 
holy,  and  all  the  tenderest  instincts  of  woman- 
hood— for  which  she  had  trampled  conscience, 
religion  and  the  sustaining  safeguards  of  her  faith 
underfoot!  Was  it,  is  it  ever  worth  the  sacrifice? 
Does  it  pay  even  in  its  own  earthly  realms  ?  No ! 
the  vulnerable  spot  is  in  every  heel,  the  skeleton 
in  every  closet,  however  the  glitter  of  the  world 
may  seem  to  guard  and  veil  them,  and  cover 
them  in  from  every  ill.  Does  rny  moralizing  thus, 
in  the  midst  of  festivity,  remind  you  of  the  skeleton 
of  the  Egyptian  feasts  ?  If  so  let  us  cover  it  up — 
that  is  the  best  we  can  do,  for  like  Banquo's  ghost 
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it  Is  always  present,  and  we  cannot  absolutely 
exorcise  it — and  let  us  follow  Sybil  through  the 
night  of  her  first  ball. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


THE 
OF 

MERE  MARIE  DE  LA  PROVIDENCE. 

BY  LADY  GEO&GtANA  ttTLLEKTON. 

CHAPTER  XIII.— (CONTINUED.) 
The  Bishop  of  Southwark  did  not  rest  contented 
with  the  reasons  alleged  against  the  immediate 
foundation  of  a  house  in  England,  and  on  the  10th 
of  February  wrote  again  to  urge  the 'point; 

"Pray,  suffer  and  work  for  the  Holy  Souls  in  Purga- 
tory," Reverend  Mother.  It  was  a  pious  solicitude  for 
the  soul  of  her  husband,  a  religious,  charitable  man, 
entirely  devoted  to  the  Church,  which  led  the  pious 
lady  I  spoke  of  in  my  first  letter  to  think  of  your  In- 
stitute. 

She  begs  me  to  thank  you  for  your  kind  intentions; 
and  in  uniting  toy  own  grateful  acknowledgments  to 
hers,  I  must  tell  you  that  after  praying  as  you  have  al- 
ready done,  you  must  think  of  acting;  as  to  suffering, 
it  is  sure  not  to  be  wanting.  We  shall  have  difficulties, 
but  it  is  the  business  of  the  Holy  Souls  t»  overcome 
them.  I  bless  the  three  Communities,  Paris,  Nantes 
(and  Battersea). 

Your  obedient  and  obliged  servant, 

•f«  T.  GRANT. 

Circumstances,  however,  would  not  admit  of 
Mere  Marie  complying  at  that  time  with  the  earn- 
est request  of  the  holy  Bishop.  She  renewed,  in  a 
subsequent  letter,  her  expressions  of  gratitude  and 
regret  at  being  obliged  to  decline  his  offer.  Hav- 
ing prayed  and  suffered,  she  was  obliged  to  wait 
till  Providence  gave  her  the  means  of  acting. 
But  she  never  lost  sight  of  this  favorite  hope  of 
her  heart,  nor  ceased  to  speak  to  her  spiritual 
daughters  of  the  English  foundation  as  an  event 
which  sooner  or  later  would  come  to  pass.  Some 
of  them  prepared  themselves  for  that  Mission  by 
studying  the  English  language,  and  London  was 
ever  before  their  minds  as  the  scene  of  future 
labors.  But  it  was  not  till  two  years  after  her 
death  that  these  mutual  desires  were  realized. 
During  the  intervening  period,  some  English 
ladies  interested  themselves  in  the  enrolling  of 
honorary  members,  and  remitted  to  Paris  the  alms 
of  the  Associates.  A  tie  was  thus  formed  between 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  and  devout  persons 
in  England,  so  that  when  in  the  early  part  of  the 
year  1873  a  proposal  was  made  to  raise  funds  for 
the  establishment  of  a  house  in  London,  it  met 
with  a  prompt  response. 


His  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  Westminster  gave 
his  cordial  assent  to  the  scheme.  Two  or  three 
zealous  persons  undertook  the  labor  of  collecting  a 
sufficient  sum  to  start  the  new  Convent,  and  the 
generosity  of  a  devoted  benefactress  secured  a 
home  for  several  years  to  the  London  Helpers  of 
the  Holy  Souls. 

This  house  is  now  well  known  to  most  of  the 
Catholic  residents  in  London.  No.  23  Queen 
Anne  street,  Cavendish  Square,  with  its  pretty 
chapel  and  its  works  of  charity,  is  familiar  to  the 
Associates  and  to  the  friends  of  the  community. 

When  the  Carmelite  church  was  opened  at  Ken- 
sington, the  Rev.  Father  Gallwey,  S.  J.,  preaching 
on  that  occasion,  said  that  the  new  Sanctuary 
would  be  to  the  inhabitants  of  London  as  it  were 
the  Lady  Chapel  of  their  vast  city.  The  Chapel  of 
the  Helpers  of  the  Holy  Souls  may  also  be  looked 
upon  as  a  mortuary  chapel,  where  those  whose 
hearts  and  thoughtsare  with  the  departed  can  pour 
forth  with  a  sense  of  peculiar  affinity  their  prayers 
for  the  loved  ones  ever  present  to  their  minds. 

It  is  in  a  very  expressive  and  real  manner  the 
Sanctuary  of  the  Dead,  and  those  who  enroll 
themselves  not  merely  as  honorary  members,  but 
as  active  associates,  under  the  banner  of  the  Serv- 
ants of  Purgatory — who  accompany  them  to  the 
bedsides  of  the  sick  and  dying  poor,  or  who  work 
with  their  hands  in  religious  silence  under  their 
roof  to  clothe  the  naked  and  comfort  the  destitute, 
can  feel  that  they  too  belong  to  the  army  of  Help- 
ers which  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence  raised  up 
for  the  departed. 

In  speaking  of  the  good  works  of  this  commu- 
nity, we  omitted  to  mention  Industrial  Schools — 
tli  at  most  important  branch  of  Christian  charity 
in  these  our  days,  when  poor  girls  are  exposed  to 
innumerable  temptations  in  work-rooms  where  no 
holy  influences  surround  and  guard  them  from 
the  dangers  of  the  world.  A  flourishing  school  of 
this  sort  exists  in  Paris,  under  the  superintend- 
ence of  the  Auxiliatrices  and  the  immediate  direc- 
tion of  a  lady  who  had  dedicated  no  ordinary  tal- 
ents to  the  furtherance  of  a  pure  and  attractive 
style  of  literature,  so  little  known  and  so  greatly 
needed  in  France.  The  improvement  and  sancti- 
flcation  of  young  persons  has  been  the  aim,  the 
pursuit,  the  business  of  her  life.  She  has  written, 
and  striven,  and  worked  at  it,  with  indefatigable 
zeal,  and  by  means  of  this  school  has  drawn  and 
kept  an  incredible  number  of  young  girls  from 
evil  paths,  and  led  them  on  in  the  heavenly  road. 

In  the  Convent  of  Queen  Anne  Street,  small  as 
a  grain  of  mustard-seed  indeed,  but  in  its  measure 
full  of  promise  of  good,  has  a  similar 
started.  It  needs  only  space,  and 
means  to  grow  into  a  great  tree,  whefre  ^he  poor 
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Catholic  children  of  London,  many  of  them  as  un- 
cared  for  as  the  fowls  of  the  air,  may  come  and 
lodge  and  be  at  peace. 

In  relating  the  little  history  of  the  London 
foundation,  we  have  anticipated  the  course  of 
time,  and  must  revert  to  the  incidents  which 
marked  the  close  of  the  life  we  have  been  depict- 
ing. One  of  the  last  consolations  afforded  to  the 
foundress  was  the  establishment  of  a  house  in 
Brussels,  where  her  nuns  were  welcomed  with 
the  most  hospitable  kindness.  Catholic  Belgium 
had  already  given  several  zealous  members  to  the 
infant  Community,  and  it  promised  to  take  speedy 
root  in  that  congenial  soil. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years  a  great  work  had 
been  achieved.  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence 
could  not  but  feel  in  the  midst  of  the  most  pro- 
found sense  of  her  own  nothingness  that  God  had 
done  great  things  for  her  and  through  her.  And 
at  the  same  time  a  conviction  rose  in  her  mind 
that  her  end  was  not  distant.  Her  bodily  suffer- 
ings for  years  had  been  frequent  and  severe, — so 
it  was  not  that  alone,  though  they  did  increase  in 
intensity  and  left  her  no  longer  any  intervals  of 
of  ease,  which  made  her  foresee  her  approaching 
death.  There  was  something  beyond  the  sense  of 
failing  health  that  convinced  her  that  the  hour  was 
at  hand  when  she  might  utter  the  words  "  Consum- 
matum  est."  Even  two  years  before  her  death  in 
1869,  she  said  to  the  nun  who  was  helping  her  to 
write  the  history  of  the  foundation  of  her  order : 
"  We  must  make  haste.  I  feel  as  if  the  time  I 
have  yet  to  live  was  simply  granted  as  a  reprieve, — 
just  a  log  put  on  the  fire  to  keep  it  going  a  little 
while,"  ^ie  added,  with  one  of  her  bright  smiles, 
and  then  told  her  that  she  often  seemed  to  hear  a 
voice  in  her  soul  warning  her  to  prepare  for  death. 
She  was  convinced  that  God  was  only  keeping  her 
on  earth  to  complete  the  work  assigned  to  her,  and 
that  work  could  not  be  said  to  be  completed  until 
it  had  received  the  full  sanction  of  the  Church. 

The  Sovereign  Pontiff  had  often  expressed  his 
kindly  and  fatherly  interest  in  the  Community; 
but  the  "  Lauda,"  the  first  step  in  the  solemn  re- 
cognition of  a  Religious  Order,  had  not  yet  been 
solicited.  It  seemed  too  recently  established  to 
hope  that  it  could  yet  be.  granted.  But  pressed  by 
that  inward  voice  which  was  impressing  upon  her 
that  her  life  would  not  be  much  prolonged,  the 
Foundress  made  up  her  mind  earnestly  to  sue  for 
the  approbation  which  was  to  constitute  her  Com- 
munity into  a  Society  approved  by  the  Church  and 
devoted  to  the  Holy  Souls.  Forty  Bishops  wrote 
to  her  letters  on  this  occasion,  from  which  we  ex- 
tract the  following  passages. 

Plre  de  Ponlevoy  says,  in  the  name  of  Monsei- 
gneur  Languillat : 


"I  attest,  in  the  name  of  Monseigneur  Languillat, 
Bishop  of  Sergiopolis  and  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Nankin, 
that  we  are  all  acquainted  with  that  Congregation,  and 
have  watched  its  progress  from  the  time  it  began.  I 
know  its  history,  its  spirit,  and  its  rules,  which  are 
nearly  the  same  as  our  own,  and  all  its  works  of  zeal 
and  charit}'  in  France  and  in  China.  I  now  wish  and 
hope  that  the  Church  will  set  its  seal  on  this  work  of 
God." 

The  Bishop  of  Nantes  says : 

"  These  Religious  founded  a  house  five  years  ago  in 
my  episcopal  city.  I  have  carefully  studied  their 
spirit,  and  examined  their  manner  of  life,  in  order  to 
judge  •whether  the  new  Congregation  was  likely  to 
bear  fruits  of  edification.  In  1867, 1  already  mentioned 
them  in  the  account  of  the  state  of  my  diocese,  which 
I  sent  to  Rome,  and  spoke  strongly  in  their  favor. 
The  Sisters  are  guided  by  the  truest  religious  spirit, 
most  faithful  in  the  observance  of  their  rule,  and  dili- 
gent in  practising  all  the  works  of  mercy  and  charity 
belonging  to  their  Institute;  and  as  regards  the 
principal  end  of  their  Society,  the  relief  of  the  souls 
in  Purgatory,  they  pursue  it  indefatigably,  and  by  their 
example  and  prayers  stimulate  Christian  persons  to  a 
constant  devotion  in  behalf  of  the  faithful  departed. 
When  I  consider  the  actual  state  of  society,  and  the 
decrease  of  faith  amongst  people,  who  give  themselves 
up  entirely  to  the  pursuit  of  worldly  riches  and  busi- 
ness, and  seem  entirely  to  forget  the  life  to  come,  I 
cannot  help  earnestly  thanking  God  that  He  has  raised 
up  this  new  religious  family.  I  have  already  had  oc- 
casion to  know  that  these  pious  women,  by  the  force 
of  their  example — a  far  more  powerful  argument  than 
any  words"  can  bring  forward — have  induced  many 
souls  to  think  of  Eternity.  Men  admire  a  charity  which 
is  inspired  by  a  true  faith,  and  are  thus  led  to  invoke  as 
a  Father  that  God  who  is  to  be,  one  day,  their  Judge  . . . 
I  am  inclined  to  think  that  our  Lord,  who  governs  His 
Church  with  so  much  goodness,  and  disposes  and 
makes  all  things  work  together  for  the  salvation  of 
men,  has  raised  up  in  our  day  the  Helpers  of  the  Holy 
Souls  in  order  to  remind  those  who  forget  to  think  of 
their  salvation  of  the  mercy  and  the  justice  of  God  to- 
wards departed  souls." 

"We  may  also  quote  what  Monseigneur  Guibert, 
then  Archbishop  of  Tours,  and  now  Archbishop 
of  Paris,  said  on  this  occasion,  of  the  Society 
founded  by  Mere  Marie  de  la  Providence : 

"It  will  be  very  useful  to  the  Church  and  to  relig- 
ion, and  is  already  remarkable  for  its  exact  observance 
of  Rule,  and  the  practice  of  all  religious  virtues." 

The  Rules  and  the  Constitutions  of  the  Helpers 
of  the  Holy  Souls  were  accordingly  examined  at 
Rome,  and  on  the  24th  of  August,  1869,  thirteen 
years  after  the  first  foundation  of  her  Society,  the 
Foundress  recieved  the  Lauda  or  first  Brief  of  ap- 
probation. 

"With  renewed  ardor,  she  applied  herself  to  the 
task  of  drawing  up  the  annals  of  that  work,  the 
object  of  all  her  hopes  and  anxieties.  "This  once 
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finished,"  she  used  to  say,  "  I  can  then  die."  Every 
moment  of  reprieve  from  her  ever-increasing  suf- 
erings  was  thus  employed.  We  find  her  writing 
in  her  scribbling  book: 

"  The  only  thing  I  can  do  is  to  work  a  little  at  the 
Annals  of  the  Society.  Oh!  what  a  change  I  see  in 
myself!  If  it  was  not  for  the  sake  of  obedience,  I 
should  leave  out  all  those  little  details  that  have  ref- 
erence to  that  wretched  self  which  I  should  like  to 
get  rid  of  altogether.  But  I  have  no  option  in  the 
matter.  I  beg  of  our  Lord  to  give  me  grace  to  accept 
from  moment  to  moment  what  I  have  to  bear." 

Her  life  had  become  a  perfect  martyrdom.  We 
may  judge  of  what  her  sufferings  were  during  the 
last  year  of  her  life,  by  the  answer  she  made  to 
one  of  her  nuns  who  asked  her  if  she  was  at  any 
time  free  from  pain.  "It  would  be  a  great  re- 
pose," she  answered,  "  if  the  pain  were  sometimes 
only  a  little  mitigated.  Looking  at  the  crucifix  is 
the  only  thing  that  enables  me  to  endure  it."  Day 
after  day  she  used  to  sit  before  a  little  table,  gazing 
at  the  image  of  her  crucified  Lord. 

That  last  year  of  her  life  was  no  ordinary  epoch 
in  the  history  of  her  country.  God  had  reserved 
for  the  dying  child  of  His  Providence,  during  the 
prolonged  agony  of  these  last  twelve  months,  a 
strange  and  terrible  chalice.  We  shall  follow  her, 
in  the  next  chapters,  through  every  step  of  that 
way  of  sorrow,  and  learn  how  those  do  and  can 
suffer  who  offer  themselves  up,  as  she  had  done, 
to  be  a  victim  as  well  as  a  Helper  for  the  Holy 
Souls. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


Letter  from  Switzerland. 


GENEVA,  August  11, 1875. 

Geneva  has  adopted  two  children  within  the  past 
couple  of  centuries,  both  the  offspring  of  pride,  diso- 
bedience, dishonesty,  defiance  of  lawful  discipline, 
violence  and  injustice.  The  religious  errors  of  Calvin 
were  acknowledged  by  the  Government  more  than 
two  centuries  ago,  and  solemnly  promulgated  as  the 
national  religion.  So  jealous  was  she  of  the  castaway 
she  had  adopted,  that  she  never  allowed  a  Catholic 
Bishop  within  her  walls,  lest  the  light  of  virtue  would 
lead  back  the  errant  to  the  embrace  of  their  lawful 
mother,  whose  outstretched  arms  never  tire  in  inviting 
her  lost  lambkins  to  return. 

ST.   FRANCIS  OF  SALES, 

as  is  well  known,  though  Bishop  of  the  place,  never 
lived  here,  but  traversed  the  neighboring  mountains, 
whither  his  angelic  sweetness  decoyed  many  a  proud 
heretic  from  Geneva.  It  was  enough  for  him  to  talk  to 
a  heretic.  He  either  brought  conviction  to  his  soul 
or  confounded  him  with  the  unanswerable  logic  of 
truth.  He  was  within  the  city  walls  on  two  or  three 
occasions.  On  one  of  these,  he  had  the  permission  of 


the  authorities,  for  Beza,  the  disciple  of  Calvin,  had 
challenged  the  Saint  to  a  public  dispute  in  the  city  of 
Geneva.  The  great  battle  was  fought  in  one  of  the 
principal  squares  of  the  city.  A  loving  tradition 
among  the  faithful  Catholics  of  Switzerland  tells  how 
the  beautiful  countenance  of  St.  Francis,  which  was 
usually  pale  and  tranquil,  became  suffused  with  a 
blush  that  made  him  look  angelic,  during  the  contest; 
and  even  the  heretics,  who  looked  sulkily  askance  at 
him  when  he  took  his  place  opposite  Beza,  remarked 
afterwards : 

"HE  WAS  SWEETNESS  ITSELF." 

Beza  was  vanquished,  but  not  convinced.  The  malice 
in  his  heart  gave  a  form  to  his  error,  and  he  impugned 
the  known  Truth,  and  was  guilty  of  that  sin  which, 
said  the  Lord,  cannot  be  forgiven  in  this  world  nor  in 
the  next.  The  next  time  that  St.  Francis  passed 
through  Geneva,  it  was  unknown  to  the  heretics.  He 
wanted  to  go  from  Savoy  to  the  Jura,  and  as  passing 
through  Geneva  would  save  him  a  long  journey 
around  the  Lake,  he  determined  to  risk  it.  He  came 
to  the  city  gate  at  nightfall,  when  he  was  stopped  by 
the  guard,  who  demanded  his  name  and  condition. 
"Je  suis  VEveque  du  lieu," — 

"l  AM  THE  BISHOP  OF  THE   PLACE," 

said  the  Saint.  The  guard  taking  the  word  "Lieu" 
for  the  name  of  a  town  in  France,  allowed  him  to 
pass.  But  he  was  never  permitted  to  remain  in  the 
city,  and  so  the  spirit  of  John  Calvin  thrived,  and  in- 
sulted God  in  the  sanctuary  of  the  old  Cathedral,  where 
it  lives  to  this  day.  About  two  years  ago,  Pere  Hyacinth 
came  here.  He  was  a  stranger  in  the  land.  But  he 
brought  with  him  error  in  an  eloquent  garb,  and  a  wife. 
Geneva  adopted  him,  and  fed  him,  and  soon  after  rec- 
ognized his  doctrines  as  a  fixture,  a  National  Church. 
He  soon  gathered  around  him  several  renegades, 
strangers  too,  and  what  with  the  protection  of  the 
authorities  and  their  own  audacity,  the 

NEW  CHURCH    OF  OLD-CATHOLICS 

looked  as  if  it  would  increase  and  multiply.  It  did 
not,  however,  for  it  lacked  the  principle  of  life.  The 
rapacity  and  unscrupulous  licentiousness  of  his  asso- 
ciates became  unbearable  even  to  their  own  father, 
and  the  Pere  declared  them  a  Church  of  canaille,  broke 
off  all  communication  with  them,  and  in  a  small 
theatre  of  the  city  erected  an  altar  for  himself,  from 
which  he  preached  another  worship,  which  he  calls 
Catholic-  Christian. 

THE  DOUBLT -EXCOMMUNICATED  RENEGADES 

were  now  fairly  established  in  their  benefices,  and 
most  of  them  had  already  gone  to  "housekeeping" 
in  company  with  adventurous  females.  To  feed  them- 
selves, and  provide  for  a  family  in  perspective,  they 
continued  to  pay  their  addresses  to  the  Government, 
and  the  latter  is  so  profuse  in  its  protection,  that  the 
spirit  of  Calvin,  established  in  the  old  Cathedral,  is 
growling  with  jealousy.  One  more  item  to  the  dis- 
credit of  the  "  Old-Catholics."  The  principal  lay  mem 
her  of  the 

"NATIONAL  CHURCH  OF  GENEVA" 
is  a  Frenchman,  as  are  all  the  renegade  priests.    He 
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was  banished  from  the  town  of  Bouneville,  on  the 
French  frontier,  for  his  Communistic  propensities,  and 
came  to  Geneva.  When  he  got  his  permit  de  sejour,]ie 
subscribed  himself  on  the  list  of  citizens  as 

"  PROFESSING  NO  RELIGION." 

He  has  discovered,  since  the  adoption  by  the  Govern- 
ment of  the  Liberal  Catholics,  that  it  would  further  his 
interests  materially  to  be  a  Liberal  Catholic,  the  which 
he  has  become  accordingly,  and  he  is  so  extremely 
liberal  that  he  pronounces  it  a  "  humbug"  to  have  his 
children  baptized.  He  is  the  prop  of  the  National 
Church  of  Geneva.  So  much  in  brief  for  its  origin. 
We  have  discovered  since  our  last  letter  that  our  "  re- 
tired butcher"  is  not  only  a  priest  but  is  also  the  Vicar 
of  Geneva.  He  invited  us  the  other  day  to  his  apart- 
ment, to  drink  a  bottle  of  Xeres,  and  dispose  of  some 
biscuits,  a  present  just  received  from  an  Englishwoman 
in  town.  We  were  not  thirsty,  but  professed  our  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  invitation.  He  was  in  very  bad 
humor  on  Sunday  evening.  One  of  the  ladies  at  table 
showed  him  two  pictures — one  of  His  Holiness,  the 
other  of  Garibaldi.  M.  Cadioux,  or  M.  1'Abbe  Cadioux, 
as  his  cards  advertise  him,  grew  excited  immediately, 
and  hissed  through  his  teeth,  "  Despot."  Now  the 
Abbe  has  an  idea  that  we  are  a  heathen.  We  never  go 
to  church,  you  know,  i.  e.,  we  are  never  seen  going. 
His  surprise  was  all-absorbing  when  we  turned  around, 
and  asked  him  "Why?  We  had  seen  the  Pope  at 
Rome,  and  we  thought  he  looked  very  benevolent." 
"  And  I,"  said  the  lady  who  had  the  pictures,  "  believe 
him  to  be  gentleness  and  sincerity  itself."  ( She  is  an 
Episcopalian.)  He  seemed  not  to  hear  her,  but  turned 
around  upon  us  and  said,  "Do  you  believe  that  he  is 
infallible?"  We  were  not  disposed  at  the  moment  to 
make  a  profession  of  faith,  and  we  merely  replied  :  "  If 
the  religion  which  the  Pope  professes  and  teaches  be 
the  true  religion,  then  he  is  and  must  be  infallible." 
We  did  not  subjoin  the  minor  proposition.  But  he 
arose  from  the  table  and  walked  out,  apostrophizing 
some  one  as  "  bete".  He  seemed  more  the  butcher  than 
ever.  His  clique  is  very  active  in  the  country. 

THE    CUKE    OF    GRAND-8ACCONEX    HAS  BEEN  FORCIBLY 
DRIVEN  FROM  HIS  PARISH, 

and  an  intruder  subrogated  in  his  place.  The  young 
men  of  the  parish  carried  away  the  Stations  of  the 
Cross  to  Fernex.  They  were  arrested,  condemned  to 
prison  for  eight  days,  and  deprived  of  the  rights  of  citi- 
zens for  one  year.  Mgr.  Mermillod,  from  his  retreat 
at  Fernex,  has  excommunicated  the  apostate  intruder, 
and  charged  the  faithful  not  to  communicate  with  him. 
In  addition  to  this,  he  has  written  a  letter  to  the  ban- 
ished Cure",  the  Abbe"  Babal,  congratulating  him  on  the 
courage  and  constancy  with  which  he  protested  against 
the  unlawful  act.  Since  then,  the  aged  priest  has  been 
arrested,  and  has  to  answer  before  the  Council  of  State 
for  presuming  to  read,  in  an  extemporized  chapel,  the 
Pastoral  Letter  of  Mgr.  Mermillod. 

Now  that  we  have  spoken  of  extemporized  chapels, 
it  may  not  be  amiss,  nor  insalutary,  to  describe  how 
the  poor  people  of  the  Jura,  who  have  been 

DRIVEN    FROM    THE   ALTAR8   OF    THEIR    FOREFATHERS, 


and  deprived  of  their  pastors,  worship  God.  It  was 
indeed  a  touching  sight  we  witnessed  in  the  little  vil- 
lage of  Varsorie,  and  we  shall  never  forget  it. 

THE  EARLY  CHRISTIANS  WORSHIPPED  GOD  IN  THE  CATA- 
COMBS, THE     CHRISTIAN     MOUNTAINEERS     OF     THE 
JURA,   IN  THE  BARNS ! 

Let  us  describe  what  we  saw,  and  in  our  description 
you  have  a  notion  of  how  the  Church  exists  to-day,  in 
the  very  noonday  of  liberty.  Three  or  four  hundred 
mountaineers  are  assembled  in  a  barn.  The  floor  has 
been  swept,  and  the  hay  and  straw  neatly  bundled  up 
in  sheafs.  An  altar  stands  in  the  middle,  modestly  or- 
namented with  clean  linen  and  a  few  field  flowers. 
Everything  was  there  for  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  The  mis- 
sal is  open,  the  chalice,  covered  with  a  corporal,  stands 
on  the  altar.  The  candles  are  lit;  'twould  seem  as  if 
Mass  were  just  about  to  commence.  But  where  is  the 
priest  ?  Beyond  the  frontier,  whither  he  has  been  ban- 
ished for  presuming  to  question  the  legitimacy  of  the 
apostate  who,  at  this  very  moment,  is  executing  Mass 
d  la  Franyaise  in  the  sweet  little  chapel  on  the  hill. 
There  is  a  look  of  sadness  in  every  sunburnt  face 
there,  but  One  of  expectation  too.  At  last  an  aged  lady 
appears,  carrying  a  prayer-book  under  her  arm.  She 
is  the  schoolmistress  of  the  village.  Standing  in  the 
midst  of  them,  she  reads  the  feasts  and  fasts  of  the 
week,  and  then  kneeling  down  begins  to  read  the  pray- 
ers at  Mass.  At  the  "  Kyrie"  and  "  Gloria,"  several  men 
sing,  without  any  accompaniment.  But  their  voices 
are  not  inharmonious, — perhaps  the  spirit  of  St.  Cecilia 
is  moving  them.  When  the  Gospel  is  read,  a  venerable 
old  Captain  rises  up,  and  produces  from  his  pocket  the 
weekly  sermon,  which  the  exiled  pastor  has  sent  from 
his  place  of  exile,  to  be  read  to  his  flock.  The  old  Cap- 
tain has  the  greatest  difficulty  in  getting  on  his  spec- 
tacles, and,  having  them  on,  he  must  take  them  off  and 
wipe  them  again,  for  his  eyes  are  moist.  At  last  he 
begins  to  read:  "Thrice-beloved  children," — whereat 
the  old  Captain  looks  over  his  spectacles  and  says: 
"Not  I,  you  know,  but  Monsieur  le  Cure"," — and  then 
he  reads  on.  It  is  a  charity  sermon  in  behalf  of  the 
victims  of  the  late  terrible  inundations  in  France. 
The  banished  pastor  pleads  the  cause  of  the  poor  un- 
fortunates with  touching  eloquence,  and  more  than 
once  the  old  Captain,  a  worthy  clerk,  must  lay  the  ser- 
mon down,  only  to  blow  his  nose,  and  he  very  adroitly 
takes  the  occasion  to  wipe  his  spectacles  and  perform 
a  hasty  abstergation  of  his  eyes,  for  they  will  grow 
moist,  despite  his  efforts  to  be  callous.  But  then,  you 
see,  he  sneezed  three  successive  times,  and  whose  eyes 
would  not  water  after  such  aperformance?  The  read- 
ing goes  on  very  well  until  the  absent  pastor  begins  to 
allude  to  the  present  persecutions  of  the  poor  people 
of  the  Jura.  An  audible  sob  is  heard  from  somebody 
near  the  door.  It  is  fatal  to  the  self-possession  of  the 
doughty  old  soldier.  He  looks  in  the  direction  indi- 
cated by  the  sob,  and  now  it  is  not  the  moisture  that 
blinds  him,  but  a  flood  of  tears.  God  witnessed  that 
scene,  and  if  ever  any  of  the  Eight  Beatitudes  called 
upon  Him  for  fulfilment,  these  two  did, 
"BLESSED  ARE  THEY  THAT  SUFFER  PERSECUTION  FOR 
JUSTICE  SAKE, — BLESSED  ARE  THEY  THAT  MOURN," 
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for  they  shall  be  comforted.  The  clerk  of  the  occasion 
seems  to  feel  this,  for  he  takes  up  the  sermon  and 
reads  it  quietly  but  firmly  to  the  end.  Then  the  rural 
choir  sings  the  "  Credo,"  and  the  prayers  of  the  Mass 
are  read,  to  the  last  "  Deo  gr alias." 

The  poor  peasants  call  this  service  la  Messe  blanche, 
we  know  not  precisely  why.  But  the  name  is  appro- 
priate, it  matters  not  what  construction  you  choose  to 
put  upon  it.  Jesus  was  certainly  there,  not  upon  the 
altar,  in  virtue  of  the  words  of  consecration,  but  in  the 
midst  of  them,  in  virtue  of  a  solemn  promise: 

"WHERE  THERE  ARE  TWO  OR  THREE  GATHERED 
TOGETHER  IN  MY  NAME,  THERE  AM  I  IN 

THE  MIDST  OF  THEM." 

We  wonder  if  He  will  be  in  the  midst  of  the  council  of 
the  different  Christian  Sects  which  is  to  assemble  to- 
morrow at  Bonn  ?  We  think  it  would  be  an  arduous 
task  for  anyone  to  prove  that  they  will  assemble, 
really  and  truly,  in  His  name.  At  all  events,  Dollinger, 
who  does  the  thinking  for  the  Old-Catholics,  has  pub- 
lished a  circular  letter,  inviting  all  to  attend.  The 
council  proposes,  In  the  first  place,  to  establish  a  sort 
of  intercommunion  among  all  the  Christian  Sects  that 
believe  in  the  primary  and  fundamental  dogmas  of 
Christianity;  in  the  second  place,  to  form  a  union  of 
all  these  sects,  not  a  nominal  union,  based  upon  pro- 
positions, which  every  member  of  each  Sect  may  in- 
terpret according  to  his  own  fancy,  but  a  union 
founded  upon  a  common  belief,  irrespective  of  na- 
tional traditions  and  peculiarities  of  worship  and  dis- 
cipline. The  Pope  of  Rome  is  invited  to  attend,  inas- 
much as  he  believes  in  Christ  the  Lord  and  in  a  few 
other  points  which  entitle  him  to  consideration  in  the 
circular  of  invitation. 

Geneva  is  in  a  serious  predicament  about  this  coun- 
cil. Who  is  to  represent  the  Old-Catholics?  Pere 
Hyacinth,  or  our  slaughtering  acquaintance?  The  Pdre 
ignores  the  existence  of  his  former  associates  in  the 
matter,  and  they  insist  that  he  cannot  consistently  go 
to  Bonn,  because  he  has  no  church.  Here  is  a  diffi- 
culty at  the  very  outset.  But  it  is  an  indication  of 
what  will  take  place  at  the  conciliabulum  of  Bonn. 
The  essential  is  wanting  to  that  council,  assembly,  or 
whatever  you  may  style  it.  We  speak  of  the  principle 
of  authority,  not  self-constituted,  but  given  of  God, 
only  once,  when  He  said, 

"THOU  ART  PETER  ....  FEED  MT  LAMBS, 
FEED  MT  SHEEP." 

A  little  behind  the  old  Cathedral  of  Geneva,  stands 
the  Russian  mosque.  Its  half-a-dozen  gilded  little 
domes  can  be  seen  from  anypart  of  the  city.  Going 
up  close  to  it,  you  perceive  that  each  dome  is  sur- 
mounted by  a  cross,  and  the  familiar  feeling  comes 
over  you, — not  a  bad  sign.  Beside  this  little  temple 
is  the  residence  of  the  minister.  It  is  as  neat  and  tidy 
as  the  church.  We  always  noticed  a  few  little  chil- 
dren playing  in  the  garden  fronting  the  house,  and  in 
our  ignorance  we  supposed  them  to  be  neighbors  of 
the  Russian  priest,  whom  he  had  kindly  permitted  to 
enter  his  garden.  But  we  might  have  known  they 
had  Russian  blood  in  their  veins,  for  who  but  a  Rus- 
sian child  could  have  such  alabaster  skin,  such  blue 


eyes,  such  fair  hair?  We  once  saw  their  mother  there 
too;  she  was  fair  and  pensive.  We  have  been  enlight- 
ened lately.  Their  father  was  the  priest  of  the  Russian 
Schismatics.  Oh!  but  wasn't  he  the  smooth,  oily,  de- 
vout, well-behaved,  well-fed  man!  He  was  one  of  those 
softly-spoken  men  for  whom  erratic  ladies  would  em- 
broider fancy  slippers,  and  who  awhilcs  would  be 
made  the  recipient,  of  divers  little  packages  containing 
eau  de  cologne  and  the  et-cceteras,  accompanied  with 
short  notes  enclosed  in  very  large  envelopes,  smack- 
ing of  divers  indefinable  odors.  He  was  one  of  those 
modest,  demure,  semi-divines,  who  would  never  look 
at  the  house-maid,  and  always  addressed  her,  when 
necessary,  in  a  very  well-delivered  speech  of  which 
the  following  might  be  the  introductory:  "Bertha, 
will  you  be  so  kind  as,"  etc.  To  say  that  such  a 
representative  of  sanctity  would  elope  with  his  own 
cook,  sounds  rudely,  but  we  cannot  express  the  fact 
more  clearly.  He  is  gone;  and,  what  is  worse,  has 
not  told  where  his  letters  should  be  sent.  This  is  a 
gross  inconsideration  in  his  reverence,  think  his  pa- 
rishioners; for  the  plate  and  jewels  of  the  Russian 
Church  formed  no  inconsiderable  item  of  the  establish- 
ment. We  pity  his  wife  and  children,  and  some  of 
these  are  old  enough  to  feel  the  shame  of  the  scandal 
in  all  its  burning  intensity.  So  much  for  heretical 
Geneva. 

ROME  IS  TRANQUIL, 

because  immovable.  Rocks  are  not  supposed  to  move 
until  doomsday,  but  even  then  the  Rock  of  Ages  won't 
move;  it  will  only  change  in  character.  From  being 
militant  it  will  become  triumphant.  Pius,  our  Pope 
and  Father,  is  well.  He  gives  audiences  daily  to  the 
different  parishes  and  congregations  of  Romans  who 
stay  in  the  city  throughout  the  summer.  The  Irish 
students  had  'a  delightful  audience  on 

THE    CENTENARY    OF  DANIEL   O'CONNELL. 

Apropos  of  O'Connell,  the  Propaganda  sent  one  of 
its  most  eminent  Professors  to  represent  that  institu- 
tion on  the  great  occasion. 

MGR.  DUPANLOUP 

has  just  been  made  the  happy  recipient  of  another  let- 
ter of  congratulation  from  His  Holiness,  for  his  noble 
defense  of  the  liberty  of  education  in  France.  Only  last 
winter  he  received  another  testimony  of  esteem  from 
the  Pope,  when  he  Wrote  that  famous  letter  to  Ming- 
hetti,  in  which  he  exposed  the  fraudulent  con  duct  of 
the  Italian  Government  towards  the  Church,  before  and 
since  the  occupation  of  Rome.  And  yet,  our  Protest- 
ant brethren  had  already  disposed  of  him,  and  what 
living  they  would  give  him  when  he  would  leave  the 
Church  because  he  would  not  believe  in  Papal  Infal- 
libility! They  have  yet  to  learn  what  is  a  Catholic 
Bishop;  and  to  acquire  this  knowledge,  they  will  have 
to  meditate  seriously  on  the  attributes  and  mission  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  A.  E.  J. 


MAN'S  part  is  to  help  himself,  and  God  will 
save  him. 

WHATEVER  devout  exercise  you  may  perform, 
do  it  as  if  it  were  for  the  last  time. — St.  Liguori. 
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Catholic  Notes 

The  Rev.  George  K.  Burrows,  an  Episcopalian 

clergyman  of  Liverpool  is  a  recent  convert  in  England. 

Lady  Anne  Sherson,  daughter  of  the  late  Mar- 
quis of  Townshend,  recently  became  a  convert  in 
England. 

Rev.  John  Callan,  S.  J.,  of  Dublin,  has  received 

£250  restitution  money,  with  the  names  of  the  parties 
to  whom  the  money  is  due. 

The  latest  of  the  silly  stories  about  the  Holy 

Father  is  that  his  list  of  Cardinals  in  petto  are  all 
pledged  to  vote  for  Cardinal  Manning  as  successor 
to  Pius  IX. 

The  reported  apostasy  of  Monsignor  Feoreira,  the 

Bishop  of  Oporto  say  the  Hibernian  is  utterly  untrue. 
The  document,  purporting  to  be  a  pastoral  letter  from 
him  to  his  flock  is  an  impudent  forgery. 

A  copy  of  an  engraving  of  Daniel  O'Connell, 

which  is  said  to  be  a  truthful  one,  has  been  sent  us  by 
the  publishers,  Messrs  Blumenthal  &  Bradish,  of  De- 
troit. We  are  left  in  ignorance  of  the  price. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  are  in  want  of  statues 

and  other  religious  articles,  we  refer  to  an  advertise- 
ment of  Messrs.  Miihlbauer  &  Berhle,  of  Chicago, 
which  may  be  found  in  our  advertising  columns. 

It  is  said  that  Rev.  John  Waldron,  of  Chicago, 

during  his  missionary  life  of  eighteen  years,  has  col- 
lected $200,000,  which,  by  a  generous  act,  he  is  about 
to  expend  on  the  endowment  of  a  hospital  for  the 
poor. 

Miss  Hodges,  a  member  of  a  Protestant  sister- 
hood which  went  out  to  India  on  missionary  work  in- 
tent, was  received  into  the  Church  at  Bandora,  on  the 
twentieth  of  last  June.  She  has  entered  the  convent 
of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross. 

A  special  to  The  Daily  News  from  Rome  says 

the  Pope  has  invited  Archbishop  Ledochowski  to 
Rome  upon  the  expiration  of  his  imprisonment  in 
February,  to  attend  a  special  Consistory  for  the  re- 
ception of  the  Cardinal's  insignia. 

The  Catholic  Volksfreund,  of  Munich,  confirms 

the  statement  made  by  several  newspapers  that  the 
Bavarian  Government  had  refused  permission  for  the 
Franciscans,  formerly  established  at  Fulda  (Prussia) 
to  settle  in  monasteries  of  the  same  order  in  Bavaria. 

Father  Chirouse,  of  Tulalip,  Washington  Terri- 
tory, has  been  busy  for  some  time  collecting  Indian 
curiosities  from  the  several  tribes  that  roam  along  the 
shores  of  Puget  Sound,  which  he  has  had  carefully 
labelled,  and  sent  forward  for  exhibition  at  the  Cen- 
tennial Exposition. 

Rev.  Father  Damen,  S.  J.,  has  commenced  the 

erection  of  a  Home  for  Friendless  Girls  in  Chicago, 
111.  The  building  will  front  on  May  street,  near  the 
church  of  the  Holy  Family.  It  will  be  built  of  red 
brick,  with  stone  trimmings,  and  capable  of  accom- 
modating 200  girls. 

The  city  of  Termonde,  in  Belgium,  the  birth- 
place of  the  Rev.  Father  De  Smet,  S.  J.,  has  decreed  a 
monument  in  honor  of  the  illustrious  missionary. 
The  committee  which  has  charge  of  this  undertaking 


is  composed  of  the  Mayor  of  Termonde,  and  other 
officials  and  leading  citizens. 

L.  H.  Ferreira  de  Aquiar,  Consul-General  of 

Brazil,  aged  63  years,  died  on  the  15th  of  last  month. 
The  foreign  consuls  and  United  States  officials  were  in 
attendance  at  his  funeral  obsequies,  which  took  place 
at  St.  Jerome's  Church,  Fathers  Dougherty,  McNamara, 
O'Byrne,  and  Hughes  being  in  attendance. 

The  sad  intelligence  of  the  assassination  of  Pres- 
ident Moreno,  of  the  Republic  of  Ecuador,  has  lately 
been  received.  A  faithful  and  devoted  son  of  the 
Church,  and  a  truly  Christian  ruler,  his  loss  will  be 
mourned  by  Catholics  in  every  part  of  the  world. 
To  the  Holy  Father  especially  his  death  will  be  a  severe 
blow. 

The  Society  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  in  St.  Louis 

numbers  twenty-two  Conferences,  one  of  which  is  com- 
posed entirely  of  negroes.  At  the  last  meeting  fifteen 
of  the  Conferences  reported,  showing  that  during  the 
previous  quarter  their  receipts  amounted  to  $5,3000 
whilst  their  donations  to  the  poor  were  only  $200  less 
than  that  amonnt. 

A  convent  and  chapel  were  dedicated  at  O'Fal- 

lon,  Mo.,  on  the  25th  of  August,  for  the  use  of  the 
Sisters  of  the  Precious  Blood,  who  were  exiled  from 
Germany  in  1873.  The  Sisters  have  a  beautiful  site  of 
60  acres,  and  the  buildings  dedicated  were  erected  at 
a  cost  of  $20,000.  They  constitute  the  mother-house  of 
the  Order  in  this  country. 

The  Russian  government  has  interdicted  the 

celebration  of  the  Jubilee  in  the  Russian  empire.  In 
consequence  of  this  tyrannical  act  the  Holy  Father 
has  made  some  alterations  in  the  prescribed  regula- 
tions so  as  to  enable  the  Catholicaof  that  empire,  es- 
pecially the  Poles,  to  gain  the  same  indulgences  and 
privileges  as  the  rest  of  their  brethren  throughout  the 
world. 

A  calculation  has  been  made  of  the  number  of 

persons  the  great  cathedrals  of  the  European  conti- 
nent will  hold.  St.  Peter's,  at  Rome,  holds  54,000  peo- 
ple; the  Milan  cathedral  holds  37,000;  St.  Paul's,  at 
Rome,  holds  25,000;  St.  Sophia,  at  Constantinople, 
holds  23,000  ;  Notre  Dame,  at  Paris,  holds  21,000;  the 
cathedral  at  Pisa  holds  13,000;  and  San  Marco,  at 
Venice,  holds  7,000. 

Simultaneously  with  the  banishment  of  the 

Catholic  Sisters  of  Charity  from  Germany,  the  Prot- 
estant Sisterhoods  are  diminishing,  and  consequently 
the  poor  and  sick  are  suffering  for  their  ministration 
and  nursing  in  hospitals.  According  to  the  last  re- 
port of  the  Mother  House  of  the  Deaconesses  at 
Kaiserswerth,  "money  is  plentiful,  the  houses  are 
ready,  the  need  is  great,  but  alas!  the  deaconesses  are 
wanting." — N.  T.Sun. 

On  the  Festival  of  the  Assumption  an  immense 

audience  assembled  in  St.  Peter's  Church,  Jersey  City, 
N.  J.,  to  listen  to  the  magnificent  lecture  on  the 
Mother  of  God,  delivered  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Henry  A. 
Brann,  the  distinguished  author  and  lecturer.  The 
discourse  was  the  most  eloquent  ever  delivered  in 
Jersey  City.  Additional  interest  was  given  to  the  oc- 
casion on  account  of  its  being  the  birthday  of  Rev. 
Dr.  Brann,  and  from  the  fact  that  he  was  baptised  and 
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was  for  many  years  an  altar-boy  in  St.  Peter's  parish. 
—.V.  F.  Tablet. 

The  Vicariate  Apostolic  of  Idaho  was  established 

in  1868,  and  has  since  that  time  been  under  the  admin- 
istration of  Rt.  Rev.  Louis  Lootens,  D.  D.,  who  on  the 
9th  of  August,  1868,  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Casta- 
bala,  in  partibus,  and  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Idaho.  His 
residence  is  at  Granite  Greek,  Boise  County,  and  his 
Vicariate  comprises  the  entire  territory  of  Idaho  and 
the  portion  of  Montana  Territory  lying  west  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains.  The  Bishop  is  assisted  by  13  priests, 
three  of  whom  are  secular  and  the  other  Jesuits. 
The  Catholic  population  .of  the  Vicariate  embraces 
some  800  whites  and  a  number  of  Cceur  d'Alenes, 
Nez  Perces,  Pena  d'Orielle  and  Flat  Head  Indians. 

The  Catholics  of  Nova  Scotia  are  estimated  at 

115,000;  being  thus  divided— 30,000  French,  45,000 
Scotch,  and  40,000  Irish.  In  Halifax  the  Catholics  form 
one  half  of  the  population  of  the  city,  and  are  almost 
wholly  Irish.  In  1816  there  were  but  1,500  Catholics 
in  Halifax, — now  there  are  some  17,000;  in  1816  there 
were  but  5  priests  in  the  city,  and  14  or  15  in  the  en- 
tire diocese — now  it  has  over  70  priests  and  a  Catholic 
population  of  115,000.  The  first  Bishop  of  Halifax, 
consecrated  in  Rome  in  1816,  had  but  a  little  wooden 
church  for  a  Cathedral — the  only  Catholic  church  in 
the  city — now  the  Cathedral  is  a  grand  stone  structure 
some  180  feet  in  length,  with  accommodation  for  3,000 
worshippers;  there,  are  besides,  three  other  Catholic 
places  of  worship  in  the  city,  but  they  are  incapable 
of  accommodating  the  increased  number  of  Catholics. 
Since  1830,  when  first  the  Catholic  element  of  Nova 
Scotia  may  be  said  to  have  acquired  anything  like  an 
appearance  of  strength,  more  than  $750,000  have  been 
expended  in  buildings  for  religious  and  educational 
purposes. 

Bishop  Vaughan,  of  Salford,  in  a  letter  to  the 

Catholics  of  his  diocese,.on  the  O'Connell  Centenary, 
says:  "  During  this  busy  period  of  his  life  every  morn- 
ing, when  possible,  O'Connell  used  to  be  present  at  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass;  for  many  years  he  was  a 
weekly  Communicant;  and  such  was  his  zeal  and 
love  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  that  he  wrote  a  tract 
or  treatise  in  its  defense. 

"His  love  of  our  Blessed  Mother  was  one  of  the 
most  tender  and  childlike  kind.  He  had  placed  the 
great  work  of  Catholic  Emancipation  under  her  special 
protection;  and  every  public  undertaking  in  which 
he  engaged  he  consecrated,  together  with  himself 
and  all  his  efforts,  to  the  same  Immaculate  Virgin, 
whom  he  delighted  to  call '  the  Destroyer  of  all  here- 
sies,' and  '  the  Mother  of  the  people.'  He  was  partic- 
ularly attached  to  the  Angelus,  the  Memorare,  the 
Litany  of  Loreto  and  the  Rosary. 

"He  was  in  the  constant  habit  of  meditation, and  in 
his  latter  years  no  book  was  dearer  to  him  than  St. 
Alphonso's  '  Preparation  for  Death.'  His  own  copy  of 
it  was  found  thumbed  and  marked  on  nearly  every 
page.  Perhaps  there  are  no  meditation  books  better 
adapted  to  the  wants,  to  the  mind  and  heart  of  the 
English  and  Irish  people  than  those  various,  simple, 
practical  and  tender  meditations  which  were  com- 


posed for  the  people  by  that  great  modern  Doctor  of 
the  Church,  St.  Alphonso  de  Liguori. 

"  But  no  man  is  a  practical  Catholic  who  is  not  a 
faithful  and  obedient  child  of  the  Holy  See.  Hence 
we  may  expect  to  find  this  characteristic  also  in  O'Con- 
nell'slife;  and  it  is  not  hard  to  find.  When  on  one 
occasion  some  of  those  who  spent  their  lives  in  trying 
to  blacken  his  name  and  impugn  the  purity  of  his  mo- 
tives, questioned  his  loyalty  to  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  he 
wrote  at  once  these  memorable  words: 

" '  I  venerate  in  every  respect  the  authority  of  the 
Holy  See.  I  trust  indeed  (for  I  know  myself)  that 
there  is  not  in  the  Church  a  single  individual  who  pays 
to  the  Apostolic  Chair,  more  sincerely  and  cordially 
than  I  do,  that  submission  in  the  largest  acceptation 
of  the  word  which  the  Catholic  Church  requires  from 
her  children.  I  have  never  uttered,  and  hope  I  never 
will  utter,  one  word  inconsistent  with  the  most  implicit 
obedience  to  it.  My  heart  is  attached  to  the  Centre  of 
Unity,  with  the  most  ardent  desire  of  never  departing 
from  it  in  thought,  word  or  action.  And  should  it 
happen  that  I  err  in  the  opinions  I  may  express,  I  hope 
that  they  may  be  interpreted  according  to  my  avowed 
sentiments,  for  my  submission  to  the  authority  of  the 
Church  is  complete,  entire,  and  universal.'  In  perfect 
conformity  with  this  profession  were  the  pathetic 
words  of  his  last  will  and  testament — '  My  body  to  Ire- 
land, my  heart  to  Rome,  and  my  soul  to  Heaven.' " 


Obituary. 

As  a  thief  in  tTieniyht.    At  a  quarter  before  13, 

p.  m.,  on  the  24th  inst.,  BKOTHER  JAMES,  a  religious  of 
the  Congregation  of  the  Holy  Cross,  was  called  from 
this  world,  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind.  He  had  been  slightly 
ill,  but  was  expecting  to  be  able  to  start  in  a  few  days 
for  a  distant  mission  to  which  he  had  recently  been 
appointed. 

On  Thursday,  August  14th,  Eve  of  the  Assump- 
tion, MRS.  MART  ANN  RYAN,  a  subscriber  to  the  "  AVB 
MARIA,"  departed  this  life.  A  devoted  wife  and  mother, 
she  was  no  less  devoted  to  the  service  of  her  Divine 
Master;  and  when  the  hasty  summons  came  for  her 
removal  from  this  world  she  never  murmured,  but  re- 
signed herself  to  the  will  of  her  heavenly  Father,  beg- 
ging those  around  not  to  pray  for  her  recovery,  as  per- 
chance a  second  call  might  find  her  less  prepared. 
Her  disease  was  lockjaw;  several  unsuccessful  at- 
tempts to  administer  the  Holy  Viaticum  were  made, 
but  nevertheless  the  devoted  priest  wished  not  to  leave 
her  before  strengthening  her  for  the  journey  from  time 
to  eternity;  in  this  extremity  she  turned  to  those 
around  her  and  besought  them  to  ask  our  Blessed 
Lady's  assistance  for  her,  and  the  priest  then  succeeded 
in  administering  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  A  crucilix 
indulgenced  for  a  happy  death  was  then  presented  her, 
and  that  instant  her  soul  took  its  flight. 

JRequiescant  in  pace. 

The  first  cargo  of  wheat  sent  down  the  Mis- 
sissippi from  Illinois  was  raised  at  a  Jesuit  mission. 


Ave  Maria. 


583 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  14TH  TO  21sT  DAT  OF  AUGUST,  1875. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  letters  have  been  entered 
on  our  register;  one  hundred  and  seventy-one  new 
members  have  been  admitted;  prayers  for  recovery  of 
health  have  been  asked  by  seventy-seven  persons;  con- 
version has  been  asked  for  forty-four  persons  and  three 
families;  special  favors  have  been  solicited  for  thirty- 
eight  individuals,  seven  families,  five  communities, 
two  congregations,  one  school. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "  My  father  died  this  morning;  our  prayers 
were  heard  in  his  behalf,  for  the  priest  visited  him 
three  or  four  times,  and  he  received  Extreme  Unction. 
The  priest  told  us  we  had  every  reason  to  hope  for  his 
salvation  and  be  thankful  to  God.  Please  return  thanks 
to  our  Blessed  Mother,  and  thank  also  the  Asso- 
ciates for  their  prayers."  ..."  I  hope  that  the  Blessed 
Queen  of  Heaven  will  cure  another  of  her  poor  un- 
worthy children.  The  water  you  sent  my  sister  a  year 
ago  has  cured  her  entirely  of  the  erysipelas.  She  lay 
at  the  point  of  death." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  behalf 
of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  P.  J.  FRICON, 
New  Orleans,  La.,  who  died  an  edifying  death,  fortified 
by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church,  on  the  15th  of  Au- 
gust. The  members  of  the  Archconfraternity  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  are  also  requested  to  pray  for  the  re- 
pose of  his  soul.  MR.  WILLIAM  SHEPHARD,  of  Jersey- 
ville,  111.,  who  died  in  the  earlyjpart  of  this  month,  for- 
tified by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  MRS.  JO- 
HANNA SLATER,  of  Windham,  Iowa,  who  died  on  the 
15th  of  last  March.  Miss  JULIA  COMPTON,  of  Washing- 
ton, D.  C.  MR.  DENIS  MARTIN,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  who 
died  an  edifying  death  three  days  after  being  enrolled; 
MR.  JOHN  KINNEY,  of  Mount  Carbon;  'MRS.  MILDRED 
JOHNSON,  New  Haven,  Ky.,  who  died  on  the  29th  day 
of  July,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments  of  the  Church. 
BROTHER  JAMES,  C.  S.  C.,  who  died  at  Notre  Dame,  last 
week. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.S.C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


Alice  Foster. 

"  It  is  easy  enough  to  see  that  cousin  Louis'  pre- 
dominant passion  was  avarice:  but  this  does  not 
help  me  to  find  out  my  own.  I  have  no  money  to 
spend  or  to  save." 

"Very  true,  my  dear;  but  it  will  help  you,  when 
you  are  a  woman,  and  have  money,  and  know  that 
you  must  spend  it  savingly,  to  distinguish  be- 
tween economy  and  avarice. 


There  is,  however,  a  predominant  passion,  which 
may  not,  I  fear,  be  at  all  beyond  your  reach 
even  as  a  girl;  and  that  you  may  keep  a  close 
watch  for  it  in  yourself,  I  will  tell  you  the  story 
of  my  friend,  Alice  Foster.  Alice  was  the  eldest 
of  five  beautiful  girls,  the  daughters  of  Judge 
Foster.  Their  father  was  honored  for  his  learn- 
ing, strict  sense  of  justice,  and  high  position, 
rather  than  for  his  wealth.  His  daughters,  there- 
fore, found  themselves  in  the  midst  of  gay  society, 
without  the  means  to  rival  their  companions 
in  the  expensiveness  of  their  dress.  The  only 
way  to  make  good  the  lack  of  money  was  to 
have  industry  and  taste.  Alice  had  both ;  and  to 
her  quick  eye,  nimble  fingers  and  ready  inven- 
tions, her  younger  sisters  were  indebted  for  their 
charming  toilettes.  Her  own  style  of  dress  was 
exquisite;  and  never  were  the  requirements  of 
blondes  and  brunettes  more  perfectly  met  than  in 
the  five  beautiful  daughters  of  Judge  Foster.  The 
dresses  of  the  young  ladies  were  always  suited  to 
the  occasion ;  and,  though  inexpensive,  the  adorn- 
ments were  always  fresh.  There  was  something 
really  admirable  in  all  this.  It  was,  in  fact,  a 
wonder  to  everybody ;  to  no  one,  perhaps,  more  so 
than  to  the  Judge  himself.  Sometimes  he  would 
touch  with  the  very  tip  of  his  forefinger  the  edge 
of  some  dainty  fall  of  lace  or  gauze  trimming,  as 
if  he  expected  it  to  melt,  like  frost,  under  his  hand ; 
then,  with  a  comical  look  through  his  spectacles, 
would  ask:  "Where  does  all  this  finery  come 
from?"  And  just  as  often  as  he  did  this,  his  wife 
would  reply  by  tapping  playfully  the  head  of 
skilful  Alice. 

"  Season  after  season  flew  by.  There  were  sum- 
mer vacations  and  winter  festivities.  There  were 
picnics  by  land  and  excursions  by  sea.  There 
was  the  shore  and  the  beach  one  time,  and  the 
brilliant  assembly  another.  But  never  did  the 
genius  of  Alice  fail  to  produce  the  desired  effect. 
She  was  an  artist  with  her  scissors  and  her  needle. 
A  rustic  hat,  with  its  wreath  of  wild  vines,  or 
bunch  of  drooping  grass,  came  as  naturally  from 
her  hands  as  the  elaborate  frills  for  an  evening 
party. 

"How  innocent  all  this  seemed!  and  yet  the 
watchful  eye  of  the  mother  had  noticed  a  change 
in  the  mind  of  her  daughter.  Mrs.  Foster  was 
a  woman  of  elegant  taste,  both  in  literature  and 
in  art.  From  her,  Alice  inherited  the  nice  per- 
ceptions that  rendered  her  so  skilful  in  matters 
of  the  toilette;  but  to  how  different  an  end  had 
they  been  devoted !  To  Mrs.  Foster's  keen  disap- 
pointment, she  found  that  Alice  was  fast  losing  all 
her  love  for  reading,  all  her  interest  in  the 
drawing  and  painting  which  she  had  practised 
with  so  much  success  as  a  school-girl.  But  this 
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was  not  the  only  change  that  Mrs.  Foster  saw  in 
her  daughter,  nor  was  it  the  one  which  she  saw 
with  the  greatest  pain ;  for  Alice  was  growing 
more  and  more  careless  about  her  religious  duties. 
She  would,  any  Saturday,  put  off  her  confession, 
in  order  to  put  the  finishing  touches  to  a  hat  or 
dress.  The  Sunday  toilette,  although  always  beau- 
tifully decorous,  had  engrossed  Alice's  thoughts 
more  than  the  preparations  for  attending  with 
suitable  dispositions  at  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass,  or  even  for  receiving  Holy  Communion. 

"  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Gentle  expostulations 
were  at  first  used  by  Mrs.  Foster;  and  those  were 
followed  by  earnest  and  very  affectionate  remon- 
strances. 

'"Indeed,  Alice,'  said  her  mother — after  a  long 
talk  over  a  suit,  finished  late  one  Saturday  even- 
ing— '  indeed,  my  dear  child,  you  must  guard 
yourself  against  an  undue  regard  for  dress.' 

'"Why,  mamma!  My  dress  is  certainly  very 
simple ;  neither  showy  nor  expensive.' 

" '  I  know,  I  know,  my  daughter ;  but  your  heart 
is  set  upon  it.  I  would  rather  (and  this  is  saying 
a  great  deal,  Alice,  for  you  know  how  much  I  ad- 
mire taste  in  dress),  I  would  actually  rather  see 
your  ribbons  less  perfectly  matched  and  know 
that  your  soul  was  well  prepared  to  receive  our 
Blessed  Lord  on  Easter  Sunday  morning.  Here  it 
is  the  last  of  Lent,  and  your  head  is  full  of  ideas 
about  five  lovely  hats  to  be  ready  by  Easter  Sun- 
day.  Are  you  quite  certain  that  Holy  Week  will 
be  spent  in  the  spirit  of  the  holy  season  ?' 

'"What  a  dear  little  pious  fidget  is  my  beauti- 
ful mamma!'  exclaimed  Alice,  with  one  of  her 
wittiest  smiles.  '  Do  you  really  want  me  to  be  a 
devotee,  and  wear —  Yes,  yes !  this  puts  a  new  idea 
into  my  head!  I  will  wear  a  Spanish  mantilla 
during  Holy  Week.  Nothing  could  be  more  ap- 
propriate ! ' 

" '  My  dear  Alice,"  said  her  mother,  entreatingly, 
'think  what  you  are  saying! ' 

"'Indeed  I  am  thinking;  and  the  more  I  think 
the  more  I  am  charmed  with  the  idea  of  a  Span- 
ish costume ! '  and  off  she  flitted,  humming  a  little 
Spanish  air. 

"Mrs.  Foster  sighed  heavily.  It  was  useless  to 
speak  to  the  Judge — who  saw  in  all  this  only  a 
harmless  proof  of  a  lady's  natural  love  of  dress. 
'Alice  is  always  amiable,'  he  said;  '  is  really  too 
charming  to  be  scolded!'  and,  with  this 'praise  of 
his  favorite  daughter,  turned  to  his  briefs  and  his 
cases. 

"  During  the  last  week  of  Lent  the  winds  were 
raw  and  chilly.  Alice's  Spanish  costume  cost  lit- 
erally nothing;  and  was  admired,  as  being  won- 
derfully suited  to  the  last  week  of  Lent.  But  Mrs. 
Foster  was  depressed  the  whole  week  over  it;  for 


she  saw  in  her  child  an  utter  lack  of  religious 
feeling. 

"When  Easter  morning  came,  Alice  was  the 
only  one  of  the  ^family  who  was  not  prepared  to 
make  her  Easter  Communion ;  the  only  one  who 
was  not  prepared  to  rise  with  her  Lord.  The  five 
Easter  hats  were  absolutely  faultless,  but  the 
mother's  heart  was  indifferent  to  everything  but 
her  daughter's  soul.  That  evening  she  saw  a 
brighter  flush  than  was  natural  on  Alice's  cheek. 
Not  a  word  of  repi  oach,  nor  even  of  expostulation, 
had  been  spoken  to  her;  but  it  was  plain  that  her 
conscience  troubled  her.  She  complained  too  of 
a  slight  shivering,  and  her  mother  gave  her  the 
usual  remedy.  As  she  was  going  to  her  room  for 
the  night,  the  mother  kissed  her  cheek  even  more 
tenderly  than  usual,  saying:  'Hold  fast  to  your 
Scapular,  my  child ;  remember  it  is  the  dress  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin ! ' 

"Before  morning  Mrs.  Foster  was  at  Alice's 
bedside — trying,  in  vain,  to  soothe  the  delirium  of 
her  fever.  Her  one  effort  seemed  to  be  to  tear  the 
Scapular  from  her  neck.  '  Don't  bury  me  in  that 
ugly  brown  habit!'  she  would  cry  out.  'Katie, 
bring  me  that  soft  white  tulle  for  a  veil ;  enough  to 
reach  to  my  very  feet.  Bring  me,  too,  some  sprigs  of 
the  clematis  that  climbs  over  the  garden  gate.  I 
will  tell  you  how  to  dress  me  for  my  burial.  But 
no:  there  are  white  rosebuds  and  delicate  vines 
of  smilax  which  I  like  better';  and  thus  the 
wild  fancies  chased  each  other  through  her 
brain. 

"In  vain  was  the  ice  laid  on  her  throbbing  tem- 
ples. In  vain  was  every  remedy  used  to  quell  the 
raging  fever  that  was  consuming  her  life.  In  vain 
did  her  almost  distracted  mother  try  to  calm  her 
enough  to  make  an  aspiration  of  sincere  contri- 
tion. For,  while  the  priest  stood  with  her  father 
and  mother  and  weeping  sister,  at  her  side,  to  give 
her  the  last  beautiful  Sacraments  for  the  dying, 
she  tore  from  her  neck  the  brown  Scapular  of  Our 
Lady  of  Mount  Carmel,  given  to  her  as  a  '  Child  of 
Mary,'  and,  with  one  shrill  cry,  fell  back  on  her 
pillow— a  corpse ! " 

"  Oh !  how  very  dreadful !"  said  Annie.  "  Who 
could  believe  that  anything  so  awful  could  come 
of  love  of  dress ! " 

"But  this,  my  child,  is  the  danger  of  allowing 
any  taste  or  inclination,  however  innocent,  to  be- 
come a  predominant  passion." 


THE  names  of  the  three  Wise  Men  from  the  East 
who,  guided  by  a  star,  visited  the  Infant  Jesus  in 
the  stable  at  Bethlehem,  were  Caspar,  Melchior, 
and  Balthassar.  They  are  said  to  have  been  bur- 
ied at  Cologne. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 


Vol.  XI. 


NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  OCTOBER  9,  1875. 


No.  41. 


Reflections  on  the  Present  and  Future  of  our 
Children.— (No.  VI.) 

BY  F.  L. 

(Conclusion.) 

From  all  that  has  been  said  it  is  evident  that  if 
the  children  of  the  poor,  especially  those  living 
in  the  larger  towns  and  cities,  are  to  be  taught 
their  religion,  and  the  duties  involved  in  its  prac- 
tice, it  must  be  the  work  of  the  Sunday-schools. 
These,  as  has  been  said  above,  constitute  the  fifth 
and  last  source  from  which  the  child  may  derive 
religious  knowledge.  When  properly  conducted, 
too  much  importance  cannot  be  attached  to  them. 
Opportunities  are  there  offered  to  the  children 
which  they  can  nowhere  else  expect  to  meet 
with,  and  hence  even  Protestants  are  not  indiffer- 
ent to  the  advantages  they  possess.  Indeed  it 
must  reluctantly  be  acknowledged  that  they  dis- 
play far  more  activity  in  this  department  than 
Catholics  are  accustomed  to  do.  In  our  congre- 
gations the  pastor  usually  enlists  the  services  of  a 
sufficient  number  of  young  persons,  ladies  for 
the  most  part,  to  teach  the  children,  the  rest  of  the 
congregation  remaining  indifferent  to  the  success 
or  failure  of  the  undertaking.  With  Protestants 
it  is  not  so.  Their  entire  body  is  deeply  interested 
in  the  Sunday-schools,  and  hence  their  success. 
Why,  it  may  be  asked,  are  the  Catholic  laity  so 
indifferent?  Are  they  not  interested  in  the  suc- 
cess of  the  schools?  Why  do  not  the  wealthy,  as 
among  Protestants,  give  small  sums  from  time  to 
time  to  be  expended  for  the  benefit  of  the  schools 
in  premiums,  Sunday-school  papers,  books  for  the 
library,  and  whatever  would  promote  the  welfare 
of  the  little  ones?  Is  it  just  that  all  the  work 
should  be  left  to  a  few,  and  they  be  then  com- 
plained of  for  their  little  success?  HOW  can  the 
teachers  labor  to  advantage  when  parents  and 
those  who  should  be  deeply  interested  look 


coldly  upon  them,  and  perhaps  criticise  them  un" 
favorably  in  the  presence  of  the  children  ?  It  is 
paradoxical  how  indifferent  people  are  in  this 
matter.  The  schools  are  permitted  to  languish  in 
a  miserable  existence,  while  with  proper  and  rea- 
sonable encouragement  they  could  be  made  very 
efficient.  The  opportunities  they  afford  for  ex- 
plaining the  Christian  doctrine,  for  inculcating 
lessons  of  piety  and  virtue,  for  emulation,  and  for 
the  influence  of  good  example,  could  not  but  work 
a  most  pleasing  change  on  the  minds  and  hearts 
of  the  children  that  frequent  them,  while  it  would 
be  a  pleasure  and  partial  reward  for  all  engaged 
in  promoting  the  work  of  instruction.  Should 
the  wealthy  encourage  them  they  would  do  no 
more  than  imitate  in  their  own  way  the  example 
of  the  Church,  which  has  opened  the  treasury  of 
indulgences  in  a  most  liberal  manner  in  behalf  of 
those  who  take  part  in  the  instruction  of  the 
young,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  Raccolta,  pp.  436-8. 
The  whole  question  of  the  Sunday-schools, 
though  replete  with  interest,  cannot  be  treated  at 
great  length  in  this  place,  both  because  the  writer 
has  not  the  necessary  time  to  devote  to  it  and  also 
because  some  persons  may  imagine  that  at  most 
it  can  be  interesting  to  but  few  readers  of  the  AVE 
MARIA.  We  differ  from  these,  for  we  at  least  can- 
not see  how  any  Catholic,  whether  lie  be  the  head 
of  a  family  or  not,  can  fail  to  be  interested  in  all 
that  relates  to  the  Christian  training  of  our  chil- 
dren, that  portion  especially  that  is  most  neglected. 
To  come,  however,  to  the  difficulties  and  disadvan- 
tages under  which  teachers  labor.  Many  parents 
have  an  erroneous  idea  of  the  place  which  the 
Sunday-school  holds  in  the  economy  of  education, 
and  imagine  that  the  entire  training  of  the  child  is 
to  be  begun  and  completed  there  without  any  co- 
operation on  their  part.  The  evils  resulting  from 
acting  on  such  a  notion  are,  among  others,  the 
little  attention  paid  to  the  study  of  the  Catechism 
at  home  during  the  week,  the  irregular  attendance, 
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the  severe  and  unjust  criticisms  pronounced  upon 
teachers,  and  the  growing  up  of  the  children  in 
ignorance  and  religious  indifference.  Teachers 
deserve  well  of  the  Church  and  of  parents  when 
they  perform  the  duties  of  their  office  under  the 
most  favorable  circumstances,  not  only  on  acconut 
of  the  good  they  do,  but  also  from  the  difficulties 
inseparable  from  their  position  as  teachers.  But 
when  they  are  surrounded  by  nothing  but  difficul- 
ties, and  meet  with  so  little  encouragement  from 
those  deriving  the  greatest  benefit  from  their  la- 
bor, they  are  certainly  entitled  to  our  sympathy. 
The  school  is  not  the  place  for  studying  Catechism. 
Leave  all  the  work  to  this  single  hour  and  to  the 
teacher,  and  the  impression,  if  any,  which  he  is 
able  to  produce  will  be  effaced  before  the  time  for 
hearing  the  next  lesson.  Can  it  then  be  a  matter 
of  surprise  that  children  learn  but  slowly,  and  have 
a  dislike  for  the  Catechism  and  the  Sunday-school  ? 
Let  it  be  remarked  here  that  frequently  when  pa- 
rents insist  upon  the  children  studying  at  home, 
they  do  so  in  a  manner  so  ungraceful  as  to  inspire 
the  children  with  a  dislike  for  religious  knowl- 
edge. While  parents  should  insist  on  this  study, 
there  certainly  is  no  sufficient  reason  why  they 
should  setall  address  and  kindness  aside,  as  many 
do.  The  young  heart  is  more  easily  moved  by 
kind  encouragement  than  it  is  by  threats  or  pun- 
ishments. This  point  is  very  important ;  and  by 
neglecting  it  children  are  often  at  eight  years  of 
age  led  to  conceive  such  a  dislike  for  Catechism 
as  remains  with  them  during  life. 

Not  a  few,  nor  the  least,  hindrances  to  success 
are  found  in  the  teachers  themselves.  Partial  ig- 
norance of  their  duties  is  one  of  these.  The  prac- 
tice of  many  teachers  is  to  hear  the  class  recite 
the  lesson,  "without  note  or  comment,"  and  then 
dismiss  them  or  leave  them  to  the  bent  of  their 
fancy  till  the  time  set  apart  for  the  recitation  is 
passed.  Others  of  a  more  accommodating  dispo- 
sition charitably  read  from  the  book  what  the 
children  have  failed  or  neglected  to  commit  to 
memory.  There  is  a  strong  temptation  to  this, 
for  it  is  much  easier  to  read  from  a  book  than  to 
insist  upon  the  memorising  of  a  lesson.  But 
nothing  destroys  a  class  more  speedily.  When 
the  teacher  evinces  no  interest  in  the  work  of 
instruction,  neither  will  the  children.  Now,  no 
Catechism  is  so  simple  in  language  or  so  exhaust- 
ive in  its  treatment  of  doctrine  and  duties  as  to 
leave  nothing  to  the  industry  of  the  teacher  and 
the  pupils.  Should  the  latter  commit  the  text 
carefully  to  memory — and  a  large  portion  do  not — 
they  cannot  be  supposed  capable  of  taking  in  its 
full  meaning.  Difficult  words,  and  expressions 
consecrated  by  usage  to  have  certain  figurative 
meanings,  Doctrines,  etc.,  are  to  be  explained  and 


enlarged  upon  till  they  are  fully  placed  within 
the  grasp  of  the  young  mind.  They  must  be 
taught  to  know  and  understand  the  Catechism  as 
they  proceed,  and  this  is  the  duty  of  the  teacher. 
But  a  simple  explanation  of  the  meaning  is  not 
sufficient.  It  should  be  made  in  such  language 
and  manner  as  would  teach  the  child  to  love  and 
reverence  the  Church  and  her  dogmas  and  cere- 
monies; in  a  word,  the  child  should  be  taught  to 
know  God  in  order  to  love  and  fear  Him ;  and  its 
duties,  in  order  to  perform  them  from  the  prompt- 
ings of  this  love  and  fear.  Yet  how  rarely  do  teach- 
ers take  this  view  of  their  duties.  The  entire  blame 
is  not,  however,  to  be  laid  to  their  charge.  The  in- 
difference of  a  large  number  of  parents  in  not 
having  their  children  commit  the  text  of  the  les- 
son to  memory  renders  it  impossible  for  the 
teacher  to  explain  as  he  should ;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  more  he  assists  the  children  by  reading 
from  the  book  what  they  have  failed  to  learn,  the 
more  will  he  encourage  them  in  their  idleness. 
If  the  text  be  learned,  and  then  thoroughly  ex- 
plained by  the  teacher,  the  children  will  be  en- 
couraged to  put  forth  all  their  powers  in  the  prep- 
aration of  each  succeeding  lesson,  and  will  be 
induced  to  attend  regularly  from  the  experience 
they  have  of  the  pleasure  and  profit  to  be  found 
in  the  recitation. 

What  our  Sunday-schools  stand  most  in  need  of 
is  the  organization  of  the  teachers  into  a  society 
which  will  meet  at  stated  times  and  afford  oppor- 
tunities for  exchange  of  ideas,  the  discussion  of 
questions  connected  with  the  instruction  of  the 
young,  and,  in  short,  a  means  of  self-improvement 
such  as  others  employed  in  teaching  possess. 
Instruction  on  their  duties,  and  the  manner  of 
discharging  them,  given  from  time  to  time  by  the 
pastor,  will  be  of  great  advantage.  But  organiza- 
tion would  enable  each  to  profit  by  the  experi- 
ence of  all  the  others ;  and  no  person  of  observing 
disposition  can  long  be  employed  in  teaching 
without  learning  something  from  personal  expe- 
rience. But  it  is  rarely  indeed  that  we  meet  with 
a  thoroughly  organized  and  carefully  trained 
body  of  teachers.  The  only  persons  who  are  gen- 
erally found  willing  to  undertake  the  instruction 
of  the  children  are  not  those  of  mature  age,  and 
having  minds  trained  in  the  school  of  experience, 
but  young,  willing  hearts  that  rise  only  one  de- 
gree above  the  children  themselves.  Whatever 
may  be  said  of  their  knowledge  of  the  Christian 
doctrine,  they  cannot  be  expected  to  succeed 
without  an  acquaintance  with  the  art  of  teaching, 
a  qualification  they  have  not,  and  could  not  under 
the  circumstances  be  expected  to  have.  Here 
they  are  at  sea,  and  it  is  in  vain  they  would  look 
about  for  assistance.  Books  of  instruction  are 
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prepared  for  everyone  else,  from  the  priest  at 
the  altar  to  the  child  in  the  nursery;  for  the  Sun- 
day-school teacher  alone  no  provision  has  been 
made.  There  is  no  book  that  will  instruct  him 
how  to  teach.  Here  and  there  on  the  fugitive 
leaves  of  a  Catechism  or  teacher's  roll-book  he 
may  chance  to  meet  with  an  isolated  rule  or  sug- 
gestion, but  no  systematic  effort  has  been  made 
to  place  an  exhaustive  treatise  of  the  subject  in 
his  hand.  Our  Protestant  friends  have  the  advan- 
tage in  this.  It  would  be  quite  easy  to  make  a 
long  list  of  books  and  periodicals  prepared  ex- 
pressly for  the  use  of  Sunday-school  teachers. 
Their  manner  of  teaching  the  Bible,  and  the  lati- 
tude allowed  to  both  teachers  and  pupils  in  relig- 
ious opinion,  doubtless  afford  a  wider  range  for 
the  genius  of  the  teacher  to  display  itself  than  is 
permitted  by  our  system,  which  abridges  the  teach- 
ing of  the  Sacred  Volume  to  what  is  defined  and 
explained  by  the  Church,  and  embodies  it  in  the 
questions  and  answers  of  the  little  Catechism. 
Still  our  teachers  have  a  better  opportunity  for 
the  display  of  their  abilities  than  is  generally  be- 
lieved ;  and  their  success  depends  more  upon  the 
cultivation  of  their  talents  than  upon  anything 
else.  In  the  absence  of  a  work  that  would  aid 
the  teachers  in  the  art  of  giving  religious  instruc- 
tion, we  have  undertaken  the  preparation  of  one, 
and  hope  to  be  able  to  lay  it  before  the  public 
early  in  the  coming  fall. 

We  have  often  thought  that  if  some  one  of  our 
enterprising  publishing  houses  were  to  issue  a 
monthly  Sunday-school  teachers'  journal  in  which 
questions  relating  to  this  matter  could  be  fully 
and  freely  discussed,  and  the  views  and  systems  of 
different  teachers  and  superintendents  laid  before 
the  teachers,  it  would  be  a  powerful  means  of  per- 
fecting our  schools  and  securing  a  more  thorough 
religious  training  to  our  children.  It  would  draw 
to  this  important  work  the  attention  of  those  who 
are  most  deeply  interested,  and  inaugurate  a  pro- 
gressive movement  which  nothing  else  will  be 
able  to  effect.  Or  if  this  be  asking  too  much,  or 
be  thought  premature  or  impracticable,  might  not 
a  department  of  two  or  three  columns  be  set  off  in 
one  of  our  larger  Catholic  weeklies,  similar  to  that 
now  so  generally  devoted  to  the  interest  of  the 
children  ? 

But  we  must  reluctantly  conclude.  There  is  no 
question  of  greater  importance  to  the  Church  in 
this  country  than  that  of  the  religious  training  of 
the  children  of  the  poor  and  neglected.  It  is  here 
the  Church  suffers  her  greatest  loss,  and  here  too  it 
is  that  heretics  have  the  widest  field  for  prosely- 
tizing. How  well  they  cultivate  it, ^  well  as  the 
harvest  of  souls  it  yields  them,  may  Ibe  learned  by 
consulting  the  reports  of  their  various  organiza- 


tions. We  are  accustomed  to  declaim,  and  justly, 
against  them,  but  empty  declamation  will  not  ar- 
rest the  evil.  Our  children  must  be  trained,  and 
publicly  supplied  with  that  instruction  which  they 
fail  to  receive  in  the  privacy  of  their  homes,  other- 
wise the  increase  of  population  will  serve  only  to 
increase  the  number  of  souls  lost.  This  is  the 
great  question  for  the  Church  to-day. 


[Written  for  the  "Ave  Maria."] 

The  Revolt  of  the  Nations  from  the  Church. 

What  marvel  when  the  crowds  forsake 

The  ancient  for  the  novel? 
When  Kings  on  Virtue  turn  their  back? 

In  sense  when  Nations  grovel ! 

Who,when  the  Spring  makes  green  and  soft 

The  Lime-grove  to  its  centre, 
Thinks  of  the  pine  that  bore  aloft 

The  snowy  roofs  of  Winter! 

Mother  of  Nations !    Like  thy  Lord 
Thou  sitt'st!  No  angers  fret  thee 

When  Realms  created,  or  restored 
By  thy  strong  hand  forget  thee ! 

AUBREY  DE  VERB. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XL— (CONTINUED.) 
Every  evening  the  chief  huntsman  made  his 
report  to  the  Princess ;  he  was  carrying  out  her 
orders  faithfully,  and  she  nodded  her  head  ap- 
provingly while  he  related  the  proceedings  of 
each  day,  and  laid  before  her  his  plans  for  the 
next. 

"Young  men  must  be  amused,  to  keep  them 
out  of  mischief,"  she  said.  "These  sports  will 
strengthen  the  young  Count,  and  help  to  make  a 
brave  soldier  of  him  for  our  Emperor." 

"Your  highness  might  well  be  proud  if  jrou 
saw  how  he  charged  that  monstrous  bear  we 
brought  home  three  days  ago.  The  beast  was 
taller  than  I  am  when  he  reared  up  on  his 
haunches,  ready  to  leap  upon  our  young  Count;  I 
thought  he  was  gone,  your  highness;  but  he  ran 
his  spear  down  the  fellow's  red  throat,  and  while 
the  huge  beast  struggled  and  beat  about  with  his 
great  paws,  the  blood  spirting  like  fountains  from 
his  jaws,  he  got  at  his  hunting-knife — pff!  — 
and  down  he  tumbled — the  bear  I  mean — with  a 
cleft  in  his  heart  that  let  out  his  life.  It  was  grand 
sport,  your  highness ! "  said  the  man,  proudly,  and 
highly  excited  by  the  remembrance  of  the  most 
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deadly  conflict  lie  had  ever  witnessed  between  a 
stripling  and  a  savage  beast. 

"  That  was  bravely  done !  And  did  the  rest  of 
them  see  it?"  asked  the  Princess,  whose  eyes 
sparkled  with  white  light,  while  the  blood,  quick- 
ened by  some  old  heroic  instinct,  made  her  old 
face  glow. 

"Everyone,  your  highness!  He  was  ahead  of 
them  all;  but  it  was  his  game,  and" — the  old 
huntsman  laughed — "  they  stood  there  biting  their 
tongues  while  he  slew  the  beast — he,  the  youngest 
of  them  all." 

"  But  he  should  have  given  way,  by  the  laws  of 
courtesy,  to  his  guests ;  at  least  offered ;  that  used 
to  be  a  rule  in  the  old  times." 

"He  did,  your  highness;  but  while  they  hung 
back,  the  bear  was  upon  him,  and  he  had  no 
choice  left  but  to  kill  or  be  killed,"  was  the  an- 
swer. 

The  old  Princess  bridled  her  head  with  pride  on 
hearing  of  the  boy's  exploit,  and  murmured  under 
her  breath,  "  That  was  the  stirring  of  his  father's 
blood  in  his  veins."  Then  she  gave  the  chief 
huntsman  a  gold  rouble,  and  asked  him  what  he 
had  ready  for  the  diversion  of  the  young  men  on 
the  morrow. 

"Bare  sport,  your  highness.  I  met  a  party  of 
Samoyeds  in  their  reindeer  sleds,  this  evening; 
they  had  been  to  the  races  on  the  Neva,  and  were 
on  their  way  back  to  their  own  country,  but  I 
coaxed  them  into  hiring  their  sleds — reindeers 
and  all,  your  highness,  for  it  was  no  manner  of 
use  to  try  and  get  one  without  the  other,  not  if  I 
had  offered  a  thousand  roubles — and  to-morrow 
our  young  Count  and  his  friends  will  have  a  rein- 
deer race.  There  be  ten,  all  told,  of  the  fleet-footed 
things,  their  limbs  clean,  and  their  hoofs  like  steel." 

"  How  fortunate !  The  novelty  will  please  Dimi- 
tri — and  his  friends," — she  added.  "  I  am  pleased 
with  your  diligence  in  executing  my  orders.  Do 
not  let  any  harm  come  to  the  Count  or  to  his 
friends.  Young  people  are  so  reckless !  You  may 
go  now."  The  man  bowed  and  went  out.  She 
was  left  quite  alone. 

"Surely,"  she  said,  "this  is  glory  enough  to 
satisfy  the  boy  for  the  present,  and  arouse  his  in- 
terest in  sports  suitable  to  his  age  and  rank.  Who 
ever  heard  of  so  daring  a  feat  as  the  slaying  of  that 
bear — that  monster  in  size  and  weight!  How 
proud  Tatiana  will  be  when  I  tell  her!  It  will 
make  her  young  again !  "  Then  she  suddenly  re- 
membered that  she  had  not  seen  Tatiana  for  two 
days.  She  touched  her  hand-bell,  and  a  lacquey 
entered. 

"  Send  Tatiana  to  me,  Feodor." 

"Where  is  she,  your  highness?" 

"  What  then !  is  she  lost  ?  " 


"Nobody  knows,  your  highness;  no  one  has 
seen  her  these  two  days ;  and — and  you  know,  your 
highness,  they  do  say  she  have  witch  blood " 

"  Silence !  Send  to  her  hut  and  see  if  she  is  there. 
I  fear  she  is  ill.  Don't  come  back  without  news 
from  her." 

Feodor  made  a  hasty  exit,  muttering,  as  he 
closed  the  door:  "And  they  do  say,  too,  she  have 
gone  skylarking  on  a  broomstick."  He  knew  well 
enough  that  his  mistress  was  slightly  deaf,  and 
would  not  hear  him,  but  he  also  knew  that  he 
must  do  her  bidding,  come  what  would  of  it.  It 
was  easy  enough  to  inquire  of  everyone  he  met  on 
his  way  to  the  steward's  office  if  they  could  tell 
him  where  the  old  Tartar  nurse  was,  but  no  one 
knew  or  cared  anything  about  her;  she  had  no 
friends,  and  when  they  recollected  that  they  had  not 
seen  her  peering  about  for  two  whole  days  they 
hoped  she  might  never  come  back — it  would  be 
such  a  relief  to  be  rid  of  her  forever.  They  were 
ready  enough  to  gossip  about  her,  but  as  soon  as  it 
was  understood  that  the  Princess  had  ordered  a 
messenger  to  be  sent  to  Tatiana's  hut  to  find  out 
the  cause  of  her  absence,  each  one  got  out  of  the 
way  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  the  steward  seized 
on  the  unfortHnate  Feodor,  and  two  farm  laborers 
who  had  come  up  to  beg  for  some  repairs  on  their 
dilapidated  dwellings,  and  ordered  them  to  go 
forthwith  to  see  if  the  woman  were  living,  dead,  or 
gofle.  The  rule  of  this  household  was  despotic,  and 
they  knew  there  was  no  appeal;  they  must  either 
go,  or  submit  to  the  usual  penalty  for  insubordina- 
tion, the  bastinado — BO,  wrapping  their  hooded  tou- 
loupes  about  them,  they  sallied  forth  with  lanterns, 
mutttering  curses  not  loud  but  deep,  and  keeping 
huddled  together  in  a  compact  group  as  they 
crossed  the  fields  towards  Tatiana's  lonely  hut, 
which  the  last  heir,  the  father  of  Dimitri — whom 
she  had  nursed  from  his  earliest  infancy,  and 
watched  over  with  the  jealous  tenderness  of  a 
mother  until  the  hour  that  he  went  away  in  hot 
wrath  from  his  home  to  return  no  more — had  built 
for  her  over  yonder  against  the  rocks,  almost 
hidden  from  view  by  a  thick  plantation  of  pines 
and  firs,  and  furnished  it  out  of  his  own  small 
means  in  the  usual  style  of  the  well-to-do  peas- 
ants of  the  country;  she  would  consent  to  nothing 
better,  although  it  would  have  better  pleased  his 
lavish  generosity  to  surround  her  with  more  lux- 
urious belongings.  Although  she  spent  much  of 
her  time  in  attendance  on  the  Princess,  this  spot 
was  her  home,  to  which  she  could  retire  when 
sick  or  weary  of  the  busier,  noisier  life  of  the  great 
household,  where  she  could  dream  over  her  j  ast, 
and  think  aM  pray  in  solitude,  without  disturb- 
ance or  molestation.  It  was  only  when  Count 
Dimitri,  whom  she  had  brought  up,  like  his  father, 
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from  the  cradle,  came  home  for  a  holiday  that  her 
life  seemed  stirred  up  with  a  strange,  feverish 
anxiety,  which  brought  her  early  from  her  hut, 
and  kept  her  late,  day  after  day,  wandering  up  and 
down  or  patiently  waiting,  deaf  to  the  jeers  and 
coarse  jests  of  the  servants  at  her  expense,  seem- 
ingly content  if  but  once  or  twice  she  caught  a 
glimpse  of  him  or  had  a  few  kindly  words  from 
his  lips.  But  it  had  never  happened  before,  when 
he  was  at  home,  that  she  had  not  been  seen  as 
usual;  and  a  superstitious  dread  pervaded  the 
household  when  it  was  whispered  around  that  the 
"  Tartar  witch  "  was  missing;  and  they  were  not 
slow  in  expressing  their  belief  that  the  evil  one 
had  carried  her  off  bodily. 

But  Tatiana  had  not  been  carried  off  bodily,  nor 
was  she  attending  a  "  witches'  sal)bath"  in  some  re- 
mote region  unknown  to  man ;  she  was  only  very 
ill,  racked  with  pains,  and  unable  to  rise  from  her 
low  bed  of  skins  and  moss  without  severe  agony 
when  obliged  to  feed  her  fire  and  brew  some  bitter 
stuff  that  she  had  great  faith  in  as  a  remedy  for  rheu- 
matic fever  and  swelled  joints.  But  since  noon,  on 
this  day,  she  had  been  unable  to  move ;  a  consum- 
ing fever  parched  her — and  she  lay  feeble,  and 
moaning,  and  praying,  almost  in  her  last  extremity, 
longing  and  hoping  that  Heaven  would  send  Dimi- 
tri  to  her  before  she  died — died  with  a  secret  on  her 
soul  that  belonged  to  him — a  secret  that  he  must 
Enow.  Under  her  bedclothes,  clasped  tight  in  her 
bony  fingers,  close  to  her  shrivelled  breast,  she  held 
a  crucifix — the  crucifix  of  the  Latin  Church — and 
her  prayers,  in  outbursts  of  bitter  anguish,  were  ad- 
dressed to  Christ  and  His  Virgin  Mother,  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Succor.  If  she  died  before  help  came, 
who  would  there  be  to  tell  Dimitri  that  which  he 
was  hungering  to  knew?  it  would  perish  with  her, 
and  she  had  sworn  on  this  very  crucifix  that  he 
should  hear  it  from  her  own  lips.  In  the  long, 
dark  loneliness  of  the  tedious  hours,  daylight  ex- 
cluded, and  the  delirium  of  fever  working  strange 
phantasms  in  her  brain,  she  to  whom  her  promise 
had  been  given  stood  pale  and  threatening  before 
her  in  her  fair,  blighted  youth — the  eyes  that  had 
always  shone  kindly  upon  her  now  stern  and  fixed. 
Turn  where  she  would,  there  they  were,  piercing 
her  soul — now  entreating,  now  sorrowful,  now  up- 
raised as  if  in  appeal  to  Heaven  against  her.  Then 
the  darkness  of  unconsciousness  fell  mercifully 
upon  her  for  a  space ;  and  as  it  passed  away,  a  won- 
derful vision,  as  if  wrought  by  the  wand  of  an  en- 
chanter, disclosed  itself:  she  saw  the  wild,  beauti- 
ful Steppes  beyond  the  Amoor  clothed  in  their 
summer  glory  of  living  green,  dappled  with  tents 
and  flocks,  sparkling  with  rivulets,  gjpnmed  with 
wildflowers,  and  framed  in  the  blue  distant  outline 
of  mountains ;  she  saw  graceful  horses  skimming 


the  undulating  plains,  and  the  young  Tartar  chief- 
tains in  pursuit  on  their  trained  barbs,  throwing 
the  lasso  or  sending  their  swift  arrows  at  the  luck- 
less antelopes  and  gazelles  that  crossed  their  path ; 
she  saw  young  maidens  with  their  lovers  enjoying 
an  Idyllic  life  amidst  these  pastoral  scenes;  there 
were  the  black  camels'-hair  tents  of  the  sheiks, 
where  by  the  light  of  the  full  moon  the  "wise  wo- 
men "  of  the  tribes  were  relating  to  the  listening 
groups  around  them  traditions  of  the  genii  and  of 
the  far-off  ages  when  the  banished  angels  con- 
sorted with  the  daughters  of  men.  Aha!  now  the 
vision  draws  nearer,  nearer;  she  knows  her — the 
beautiful,  lissom  maiden,  the  only  daughter  of  the 
ruler  of  her  people,  now  borne  away  like  the  wind 
by  the  young  chief  of  a  Southern  tribe  against 
which  her  own  is  at  war,  urging  his  desert  barb  to 
such  speed  that  its  hoofs  scarcely  bend  the  thick 
grass  and  wildflowers  over  which  it  flies.  Well 
may  she  know  her,  for  it  is  herself,  leaving  father, 
mother,  kindred  and  friends — a  disobedient,  rebel- 
lious daughter — to  wed  the  enemy  of  her  race,  and 
consort  with  the  invaders  of  the  land  of  her  fathers. 
But  they  are  pursued  by  fierce  and  angry  horsemen, 
and  she  sees  him  fall  dead  upon  the  sands,  pierced 
by  arrows,  while  the  frightened  barb  to  whose  thick 
silken  mane  she  clings  bears  her  away  and  away, 
through  the  long  night,  over  hills,  valleys,  and 
swollen  streams,  she  knew  not  whither ;  she  is  faint 
with  loss  of  blood,  for  the  arrows  of  her  kinsmen 
have  also  pierced  her  shoulder  and  side ;  uncon- 
sciousness steals  over  her  strained  faculties,  and 
she  is  happy  in  this  oblivion  of  her  miserable  pres- 
ent, until  aroused  by  the  shock  of  her  barb  falling, 
spent  and  dying,  near  a  wood-cutter's  hut  half  built 
under  a  cave.  The  man  is  preparing  his  break- 
fast ;  but  after  one  glance  of  startled  surprise  at  so 
strange  a  visitant,  he  lifts  up  the  maiden  in  his 
strong  arms,  and  lays  her  tenderly  down  upon  a 
couch ;  he  gives  her  hot  tea,  and  black  bread,  the 
best  he  has,  and  dresses  her  wounds  with  soothing 
unguents  and  the  leaves  of  certain  plants;  then 
bidding  her  seek  repose,  in  grave,  gentle -words,  he 
takes  up  his  axe  and  goes  forth  to  his  daily  labor. 
How  plainly  she  sees  him  now,  with  his  long  gray 
beard,  the  weary,  resigned  expression  of  his  eyes, 
the  deep  lines  ploughed  by  care  upon  his  visage ! 
She  learns  that  she  is  in  Siberia,  and  her  entertainer 
a  Polish  priest,  exiled  for  his  faith,  sentenced  to 
perpetual  banishment,  a  Confessor  who  suffers  wil- 
lingly, and  daily  hopes  for  the  crowning  honor  of 
martyrdom.  All  his  kindness  and  patience  passes 
before  her,  his  hospitality,  his  generosity  in  divi- 
ding  his  black  bread,  tea,  and  broth  with  her,  and 
giving  up  his  hut  to  her  while  he  fashioned  another 
and  ruder  one  for  his  abode,  and  how  little  by  little 
he  taught  her  the  truths  of  Christianity  as  held  by 
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the  Catholic  Church,  baptized  her,  and  directed  her 
to  the  source  of  all  consolation.  Then  came  a  dark 
day — how  plainly  she  sees  it  all — when  Russian 
soldiers  tear  her  from  her  benefactor  and  convey 
her  to  Moscow  to  the  agent  of  a  lady  of  high  rank 
who  had  commissioned  him  to  procure  her,  if  pos- 
sible, a  Tartar  peasant  woman  for  a  nurse.  Struck 
by  her  comeliness  and  modesty,  as  well  as  the  pic- 
turesque dress  she  wore,  he  presents  her  to  his  em- 
ployer, a  haughty,  beautiful  woman,  now  past  her 
first  youth,  whose  aspect  is  without  a  single  trace  of 
gentle  womanliness,  and  whose  voice  indicated  a 
stern,  implacable  temper,  who  after  some  sharp 
questioning  engaged  her  to  take  the  entire  charge  of 
a  young  infant,  her  nephew,  for  whose  health  and 
safety  she  will  be  held  strictly  accountable. 

"  Remain  here,  and  continue  to  wear  your  peas- 
ant costume,"  said  the  lady,  the  Princess  Dimitri- 
Douskol.  Ah,  how  grateful  she  feels  for  this,  not 
knowing  that  it  is  one  of  the  humors  of  the  great 
to  have  a  few  peasant  attendants  in  the  pictu- 
resque, quaint  dress  of  their  Province,  among  the 
liveried  attendants  of  their  superb  establishments ; 
it  is  a  link  between  her  and  her  early  home  on  the 
Steppes  which  she  would  never  see  again — a  re- 
minder of  the  vow  she  had  made  to  spend  her  life 
in  penitence  for  the  sin  of  her  youth.  How  she 
trembles  when  they  lead  her  away  to  the  nursery, 
fearing  the  child  will  not  take  kindly  to  her,  and 
how  he  stares  out  of  his  great  black  eyes  at  her; 
then,  ha !  ha !  he  crows  and  holds  out  his  arms,  and 
nestles  upon  her  bosom !  Ah,  the  wild  delirium  of 
fever!  how  it  brings  back  the  past;  and  with 
what  capricious  shadows — like  uncertain  and 
discordant  interludes — it  veils  at  times  the  phan- 
tasmagoria that  it  conjures  up.  Tatiana  drops 
once  more  into  a  temporary  lethargy  that  is  like 
death,  without  its  freedom;  her  breast  is  still,  and 
her  eyes  stare  blankly,  the  crucifix  clasped  close 
until  the  figure  of  the  dead  Christ  seems  buried  in 
her  flesh.  Minutes  and  minutes  pass ;  a  half  hour 
is  gone ;  is  she  dead  ?  A  start  and  a  sudden  shriek 
tell  us  no :  she  feels  the  bitter  blows  of  the  merci- 
less knout  on  the  soles  of  her  feet — the  vision 
comes  back  to  her  so  real — the  punishment  or- 
dered by  her  mistress,  the  Princess  Dimitri-Dous- 
kol,  because  she  would  not  attend  the  services  and 
receive  the  Sacraments  of  the  Schismatic  Greek 
Church.  Not  once  or  twice,  but  several  times, 
does  she  undergo  this  severe  punishment — the 
haughty  Princess,  then  in  high  favor  at  the  im- 
perial Court,  and  full  of  zeal  for  her  faith,  hoping 
by  this  method  to  make  her  abjure  the  Catholic 
religion  and  embrace  the  errors  of  the  one  which 
she  professes.  She  feels  it  all  again  as  if  it  were 
real,  and  shivers  and  shrinks  and  sobs  as  each 
blow  falls.  And  then  at  last  it  is  over — a  smile 


settles  on  her  wrinkled,  pallid  visage,  for  her 
nurseling,  the  young  Count  Andrei,  then  a  fine 
lad  of  fifteen,  is  weeping  over  her  bleeding  feet 
and  covering  her  hands  with  kisses  as  he  kneels 
by  her;  then  he  leaves  her  to  fly  to  his  aunt,  the 
Princess,  in  such  a  storm  of  passion,  and  terrifies 
her  so  by  his  dreadful  threats  of  self-destruction 
if  ever  knout  or  lash  be  laid  Upon  his  nurse  again, 
that  she  faints.  He  waits  until  she  recovers,  and 
declares  he  will  shoot  himself  there,  then,  before 
her  very  eyes,  if  she  does  not  promise  what  he  re- 
quires; she  promises,  with  white,  trembling  lips, 
and  keeps  her  word.  Then  rushing  off — how  well 
she  remembered  it! — he,  at  the  risk  of  his  life  and 
fortune,  brings  a  Catholic  priest  to  her  bedside  at 
midnight,  who  administers  the  Sacraments  to  her 
and  whispers  consolation.  How  the  boy  heard  of 
him—for  he  lived  in  great  obscurity,  and  under 
constant  surveillance — he  would  never  tell.  It 
was  this  same  boy  who  built  this  hut  for  her,  and 
brought  the  skins  of  the  wild  animals  that  he 
killed  in  the  chase  thither  to  make  it  comfortable! 
Ah !  twenty-five — thirty  years !  and  where  was  he — 
that  fiery,  wicked  Andrei,  whose  heart  was  veined 
with  a  despotic  tenderness  for  the  few  creatures 
whom  he  loved  ?  Then  the  shadows  of  delirium 
again  gathered  darkly ;  the  fever  had  nearly  burnt 
itself  out,  and  the  exhausted  faculties  sunk  into 
slumber,  from  which  a  heavy  pounding  upon  her 
door  aroused  her;  she  heard  a  clamor  of  voices, 
and  shouting;  she  is  not  dreaming  now,  but  she 
could  neither  move  nor  cry  out,  and  presently  the 
door  is  pried  off  its  hings  and  falls  with  a  crash, 
while  the  men — who  had  expected  to  find  her 
gone  or  dead — tumble  back  upon  each  other  as 
the  light  of  their  lanterns  stream  in  and  reveal  her 
propped  on  her  pillows  with  face  as  white  as  that 
of  a  corpse,  her  eyes,  gleaming  like  coals,  fixed 
upon  them.  She  beckoned,  and  one  braver  than 
the  rest,  or  because  he  feared  her  malediction, 
goes  in. 

"Brandy,"  she  whispered,  pointing  to  a  shelf. 
The  man  poured  out  a  small  quantity  and  held  it 
to  her  lips.  She  swallowed  it  with  difficulty,  but 
it  revived  her. 

"  Fire,"  she  said,  more  distinctly.  The  fire  was 
replenished  rapidly;  they  were  anxious  to  get 
away  from  the  presence  of  so  eerie  a  being;  it 
was  dark,  and  snowing  thickly,  and  she  might 
work  them  ill.  The  stimulant  she  had  swallowed 
gave  her  strength,  and  she  spoke  out; 

"I  want  Count  Dimitri;  where  is  he?"  she 
asked,  in  clear,  distinct  tones. 

"  He  and  his  friends  went  to  Moscow  this  morn- 
ing; there's  a  great  fete  or  something  going  on  at 
the  Kremlin,"  answered  the  frightened  Feoclor. 

"  When  will  he  be  back  ?" 
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"To-mofrow?" 

"To-morrow!"  she  cried,  with  such  a  ring  of 
agony  in  her  voice  that  the  rough  men  who  heard 
it  cowered  and  shrunk  back. 

"Take  another  sup  of  brandy!"  in  desperate 
fright  said  Feodore,  offering  it. 

"  Yes,  anything  to  give  rue  life  until  he  conies. 
He's  my  child ;  I  nursed  him ;  I  nursed  his  father ; 
it  is  natural  that  I  should  want  to  see  him  before 
I  die;  he's  the  only  being  I  love  upon  earth — that 
is,  if  others  that  I  knew  are  dead.  They  seem  to 
come  to  me  sometimes,"  she  mumbled.  The  men 
and  Feodor,  frightened  almost  out  of  their  senses, 
thought  she  was  muttering  incantations. 

"  I  heard  the  steward  say  they'd  be  back  to- 
night; tell  her,"  said  one  of  the  peasants;  "  there's 
to  be  a  reindeer  race  to-morrow  for  them." 

"  So  there  is!"  answered  Feodor;  but  he  had  no 
need  to  tell  her;  her  ears,  quickened  by  her  near 
approach  to  the  borderland  of  Eternity,  heard  eveiy 
sound,  every  whisper. 

"Thanks,  most  sweet  Jesu!"  she  murmured,  as 
she  slowly  and  with  difficulty  raised  her  crucifix, 
and  pressed  her  lips  upon  the  transfixed  feet. 
Blessed  and  pure  Mother  of  Perpetual  Succor,  help 
me  in  my  extremity,  and  obtain  for  me  the  fa- 
vor of  seeing  him  once  more, — for  thou  knowest! 
oh,  thou  knowest!  It  will  matter  little  to  Thee, 
O  great  God,  a  few  breaths  more  or  less  to  the  crea- 
ture Thou  didst  fashion,  and  redeem  by  Thine 
own  Son's  Blood.  Thou  art  just:  let  justice  be 
done  in  Thy  Holy  Name."  Then  turning  to  the 
awe-struck  men  who  had  heard  her  words  without 
understanding  them,  for  her  prayer  was  poured 
forth  rapidly  in  the  Tartar  tongue,  she  promised 
them  gold  if  they  would  be  on  the  watch  for  the 
young  Count  and  s.end  him  to  her  as  soon  as  he 
carne.  They  assured  her  that  they  would ;  for  was 
not  her  gold  as  good  as  any  other,  if  she  was  a 
witch  ?  were  they  not  poor,  and  had  she  ever  been 
known  to  go  back  on  her  word  ?  Yes,  of  course, 
they  would  not  give  the  young  Count  time  to  get 
out  of  the  troika  before  he  should  hear  she  was 
sick  and  wanted  him. 

"  Tell  him  that,  and  nothing  will  keep  him 
back,"  she  answered,  while  the  wild  terror  of  her 
countenance  softened. 

"  But  the  money :  who — "  began  one  of  the 
men,  more  cautious  but  not  less  covetous  than  the 
others. 

"  Dogs!"  she  cried,  angrily;  then  checking  her- 
self, she  said — "  but  no !  it  is  their  nature ;  how 
should  they  know  better?  Here:  give  me  the 
leather  pouch  out  of  the  pewter  cup  yonder  on  the 
shelf;  there  are  twenty  gold  roubles:  divide  them 
between  you.  If  it  were  ten  times  more,  it  would 
be  none  too  much  for  what  I  want  done.  Now  go, 


and  the  curse  of  the  dying  be  upon  you  if  you  fail 
me." 

"  They  had  her  gold, — gifts  from  her  two  nurse- 
lings, father  and  son,  that  she  had  hoarded  for  years, 
the  most  precious  of  her  small  possessions,  which 
she  had  kissed  and  often  wet  with  her  tears,  but 
she  gave  them  freely,  as  she  would  have  given  her 
very  life,  if  she  might  only  see  Dimitri  and  disbur- 
den her  soul  of  the  heavy,  wearisome  secret  that 
it  had  borne  day  by  day,  until  sometimes  it  nearly 
maddened  her.  Yes,  they  took  her  gold,  and 
meant  to  do  that  which  they  had  promised ;  how 
would  they  dare  do  otherwise,  with  her  curse 
hanging  over  them  ?  Then  they  put  up  her  door 
as  well  as  they  could,  and,  free  of  the  hut,  rushed 
pell-mell  away  over  the  frozen  snow,  through  the 
white  pelting  storm,  feeling  as  if  they  were  pur- 
sued at  every  step. 

[TO  HE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Association  for  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith. 

We  regret  to  see  by  an  appeal  from  the  Presi- 
dent of  this  Association,  published  recently  in 
several  Catholic  journals,  backed  by  an  earnest 
commendatory  letter  from  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Becker  of  Wilmington,  that  the  receipts  for  this 
noble  work  have  fallen  behind  those  of  the  pre- 
vious year,  "  a  fact  the  more  painful,"  says  M.  de 
Verdier,  the  President,  "as  the  necessities  of  the 
missions  are  constantly  increasing,  aggravated  as 
they  are  in  many  instances  by  persecution  and 
spoliation — so  that  a  very  notable  increase  of  re- 
sources would  be  necessary  to  correspond  even 
partially  to  the  demands  upon  the  Society." 
This  is  owing,  in  a  great  measure,  to  the  troubled 
state  of  many  of  the  countries  of  Europe  which 
formerly  joined  their  alms  with  those  of  France 
in  aid  of  the  foreign  missions.  Surely  in  such  an 
emergency  the  generous  hearts  of  the  Catholics  of 
America  will  not  allow  them  to  be  outdone  in 
generosity.  There  is  scarcely  a  diocese  on  the 
American  continent  that  does  not  owe  the  noble 
Society  of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith  a  meed 
of  gratitude;  it  is  now  in  our  power  in  some 
measure  to  repay,  and  we  can  scarcely  fail  in 
making  a  generous  response  to  this,  the  first 
direct  appeal  made  to  our  charity  and  generosity. 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Becker,  speaking  not  only 
for  himself  and  his  own  diocese,  but  also  in 
behalf  and  at  the  request  of  many  of  the  other 
Right  Rev.  Bishops,  says  that  "  it  is  not  generosity 
alone,  but  an  act  of  simple  justice,  to  say  nothing 
of  gratitude.  From  1822  to  1870,  the  entire 
amount  received  by  the  Society  from  every  source 
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was  137,147,384  francs,  of  which  sura  during  the 
same  time  the  United  States  received  21,253,077 
francs ;  and  per  contra,  there  was  forwarded  from 
this  country  to  the  Association,  in  all,  between 
1840  and  1870,  but  1,243,657  francs."  And,  further : 
"  The  large  preponderance  of  this  money  was  spent 
precisely  for  and  in  those  dioceses  which  to-day 
are  fully  built  up,  possessing  large  congregations, 
beautiful  churches,  wealthy  and  generous  people* 
excellent  schools,  and  all  the  other  necessary  ad- 
juncts. Some  even  of  these  dioceses,  helped  in 
their  infancy  and  need  by  the 'Propagation,'  are 
now  Metropolitan  Sees.  Surely  in  their  might 
and  power  they  should  not  forget  the  Society 
which  nursed  them!  Simple  justice  requires 
their  co-operation.  Indeed  unless  these  wealthier 
dioceses  help  the  Society,  it  will  be  very  difficult 
for  the  poorer  of  the  new  dioceses  to  survive,  since 
all  acquainted  with  the  facts  know  that  many, 
very  many  of  the  American  Bishoprics  and  Vi- 
cariates  Apostolic,  particularly  the  newer  ones,  are 
extremely  needy.  We  conjoin  therefore  our  ap. 
peal  to  that  of  the  respected  President  of  the 
Society,  and  call  especially  upon  the  more  popu- 
lous and  well-established  dioceses  to  aid  France 
(which  fails  not,  even  now  in  her  tribulation,)  to 
carry  out  this  pious  work." 

Right  Rev.  Bishop  Elder,  of  Natchez,  in  a  cir- 
cular letter  dated  September  8th,  fully  endorses 
the  sentiments  and  statements  of  the  Bishop  of 
Wilmington.  Warmly  encouraging  the  establish- 
ment of  a  branch  of  the  Association  in  his  dio- 
cese, he  says:  "The  obligation  of  gratitude  which 
Mgr.  Becker  sets  forth  has  especial  weight  in  our 
diocese.  For  certainly  we  should  not  have  one- 
fiflh  of  the  number  of  priests,  nor  of  the  other 
helps  of  religion  which  we  now  enjoy,  if  it  had 
not  been  for  the  assistance  given  us  by  the  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith.  There  is  scarcely 
a  family  or  an  individual  of  one  year's  residence 
in  the  diocese  that  is  not  indebted  directly  or 
indirectly  to  that  Association  for  the  Sacraments 
and  other  spiritual  ministrations.  Consequently 
every  individual  ought  to  show  his  gratitude  by 
some  contribution  every  year.  And  in  every 
family  there  ought  to  be  at  least  one  to  become  a 
member  of  the  Association  by  giving  the  full 
amount  of  fifty-two  cents  a  year  (a  cent  a  week) 
and  reciting  the  brief  prayers  required.  And  let 
it  not  be  objected  that  we  have  great  necessities  at 
home  which  require  all  the  means  that  we  can 
obtain.  Our  success  at  home  will  not  be  hindered, 
but  much  advanced,  by  our  charity  in  behalf  of 
souls  throughout  the  world.  Both  by  faith  and  by 
experience  we  know  that  in  the  works  of  God 
success  depends  chiefly  not  on  the  amount  of  la- 
bor nor  of  money  employed,  but  on  the  blessing  j 


which  God  grants  to  them.  Paul  planteth  and 
Apollo  watereth,  but  God  giveth  the  increase. 
Now  God  blesses  our  services  not  in  proportion  to 
how  much  we  do,  but  to  the  generous  spirit  in 
which  we  do  it.  He  considers  'not  so  much  the 
gift  of  the  lover  as  the  love  of  the  giver.'  And 
He  is  particularly  pleased  with  our  manifestation 
of  lore  when  we  look  above  and  beyond  the  works 
that  most  closely  concern  ourselves,  and  give  help 
to  distant  and  unknown  souls,  simply  because  God 
loves  them,  and  the  Precious  Blood  of  Our  Lord 
has  been  shed  for  them.  God  never  allows  Him- 
self to  be  outdone  in  generosity,  and  if  we  in  our 
poverty  show  ourselves  liberal  to  His  children 
abroad,  He  will  more  than  repay  it  in  giving  suc- 
cess to  onr  interests  at  home." 

The  good  Bishop,  speaking  of  a  fact  that  has 
been  frequently  remarked  with  regard  to  alms  for 
spiritual  and  corporal  works  of  mercy,  and  which 
is  worthy  of  general  attention,  says:  "  Our  breth- 
ren in  other  parts  of  the  country  hare  acted  in  this 
spirit,  for  more  than  once  they  have  given  help  to 
our  diocese,  although  they  had  need  of  many  insti- 
tutions at  home,  and  their  giving  to  us  opened 
God's  storehouse  more  widely  for  themselves.  .  .  . 
In  England  everything  has  to  be  built  up  again, 
after  three  centuries  of  spoliation.  But  with  all 
their  pressing  need  of  priests  and  churches  and 
schools  at  home  they  have  established  a  College  to 
educate  Priests  for  Foreign  Missions,  of  which 
the  first  fruits  are  reaped  in  our  own  America. 
And  so  far  from  this  great  work  being  a  hindrance 
to  their  home  institutions,  it  was  just  about  the 
time  of  sending  out  their  first  priests  to  a  foreign 
country  that  God  enabled  them  to  begin  a  great 
University  for  themselves."  And  in  words  almost 
similar  to  those  of  Mgr.  Griver,  he  concludes :  "  If 
we  help  others  to  do  what  God  made  them  for, — to 
know  Him  and  love  Him  and  serve  Him  in  this 
life, — we  may  hope  to  share  with  them  in  being 
happy  with  Him  in  the  next" 

The  Association  for  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith,  established  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  by 
prayers  and  alms  the  Catholic  Missionaries  en- 
gaged in  preaching  the  Gospel,  was  founded  at 
Lyons  in  1822.  Thence  it  spread  through  other  of 
the  countries  of  Europe,  and  particularly  through 
England  and  Ireland.  The  English,  and  more 
particularly  the  Irish  Catholics,  brought  it  with 
them  when  they  emigrated  with  their  missioners 
into  other  countries,  until  now  this  grand  work  is 
established  all  over  the  Christian  world.  Two  sep- 
arate Councils  are  established  for  its  government, 
one  at  Lyons,  the  other  at  Paris.  These  distribute 
the  funds  among  the  different  missions,  not  con- 
fining their  ministration  to  any  section  or  country, 
but  embracing  in  a  general  scope  Europe,  America, 
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Asia,  Africa  and  Oceania.  A  report  in  full  of 
the  sums  received,  and  of  their  distribution,  is 
given  every  year  in  the  Annals  of  the  Propagation 
of  the  Faith,  a  pamphlet  of  some  250  octavo  pages, 
published  semi-monthly  in  English,  French,  Ger- 
man, Italian  and  Spanish,  and  a  copy  of  which  is 
sent  free  to  every  ten  members  for  their  perusal. 
The  members  pay  only  one  cent  a  week,  or  fifty-two 
cents  a  year,  and  say  one  "  Our  Father'*  and  one 
"Hail  Mary  "a  day,  with  the  aspiration  "Saint 
Francis  Xavier,  pray  for  us" ;  or  it  is  sufficient  to 
offer  for  this  intention  the  Pater  and  Ave  of  their 
morning  and  evening  prayers,  adding  each  time 
the  aspiration.  Such  are  the  humble  means  of  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith,  but  small  as  they  seem 
they  produce  immense  fruits  for  the  conversion 
and  sanctiflcation  of  souls.  We  have  quoted  above 
the  glowing  words  of  praise  of  two  of  our  own 
Bishops,  (and  we  are  sure  their  sentiments  are 
fully  endorsed  by  all  the  others)  but  if  we  examine 
the  precious  records  of  the  Annals  we  will  find 
similar  testimonies  from  all  parts  of  the  world, — 
from  Australia  and  Oceania,  from  China,  the  In- 
dies, Tartary,  Thibet,  Tonquin  andtheCorea — ah! 
Tonquin  and  the  Corea!  what  heroic  associations 
are  awakened  in  the  heart  of  the  Catholic  at 
the  mention  of  these  names! — and  many  of  these 
testimonials,  in  times  gone  by,  from  the  hands  of 
men  who  signed  their  mission  with  their  blood ! 
And  now,  in  the  present  number  of  these  Annals  we 
have  a  letter  from  the  Bishop  of  Yun-nan,  China, 
in  which,  speaking  of  the  great  progress  of  Cath- 
olicity among  the  natives,  notwithstanding  the 
persecutions  to  which  they  are  subjected,  he  says 
the  church,  the  largest  in  the  vicariate,  could  not 
contain  the  Christians.  "  Whence  came  the  crowds, 
you  will  ask  ?"  he  says.  "The  answer  redounds  to 
the  honor  of  the  pious  Associates  of  the  Propaga- 
tion of  the  Faith."  Many  of  the  people  had  been 
reduced  to  extremity  during  a  season  of  scarcity, 
and,  after  being  refused  assistance  by  their  wealthy 
neighbors,  the  good  Bishop  came  to  their  aid,  and 
while  saving  their  lives  put  them  in  the  way  of 
salvation.  "Again," — further  on, — "it  is,  after 
God,  to  the  Associates  of  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith  that  all  the  merit  of  the  new  conversions  is 
due,  for  the  good  Lord  has  made  use  of  their  alms 
and  of  their  prayers  to  save  the  souls  and  bodies 
of  these  poor  pagans." 

Mgr.  Griver,  Bishop  of  Perth,  Australia,  in  a 
pastoral  letter  of  the  9th  of  May,  1874,  says:  "The 
eminent  services  rendered  to  our  holy  religion  by 
the  Association  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith, 
make  it  our  duty  to  draw  your  attention  to  the  ex- 
treme importance  of  this  great  charity,  and  to  en- 
treat you  to  join  it,  so  as  to  be  entitled  to  partici- 
pate in  its  merits,  as  well  as  to  share  in  its  graces 


and  privileges.  .  .  .  This  is  the  most  pleasing 
work  of  charity  that  can  be  offered  to  God,  for  its 
object  is  to  apply  to  men  the  fruits  of  Redemption, 
to  promote  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel  and  the 
salvation  of  souls.  For  this  it  was  that  the  Son  of 
God  descended  from  heaven  and  became  Man; 
that  He  labored  His  whole  life  through,  and  shed 
every  drop  of  His  Precious  Blood.  This,  in  a 
word,  is  the  work  which  He  had  most  of  all  at 
heart.  No  other  therefore  can  be  more  agreeable 
to  our  Divine  Redeemer  than  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith,  in  whatever  place  the  Associates  are  as- 
sisting and  co-operating  in  the  salvation  of  souls." 
After  such  testimonials  and  glowing  words  of 
commendation,  little  remains  for  us  to  say.  The 
Association  has  received  the  highest  ecclesiastical 
sanction  in  every  country,  and  the  Sovereign  Pon- 
tiffs Pius  VII,  Leo  XII,  Pius  VIII,  Gregory  XVI, 
and  Pius  IX  have  enriched  it  with  many  Indul- 
gences. It  is  in  the  power  of  all  to  avail  them- 
selves of  its  benefits  and  extend  the  sphere  of  its 
usefulness.  Energetic  and  well-directed  efforts 
in  each  parish,  under  the  direction  of  the  pas- 
tor, cannot  fail  of  being  crowned  with  success, 
and  we  hope  to  see  immediate  steps  taken  towards 
the  establishment  of  American  branches  to  co- 
operate with  the  parent  Society  in  France.  Un- 
der the  direction  of  the  pastor,  one  or  more  zealous 
persons  in  each  parish  should  at  once  open  regis- 
ters and  enrol  members,  acting  as  collectors,  re- 
mitting the  funds  so  collected  into  the  hands  of 
the  pastor,  the  Bishop,  or  other  person  duly  author- 
ized. No  one  will  refuse  a  cent  a  week,  and  the 
movement  will  be  the  means  of  bringing  untold 
blessings  upon  all  connected  with  it. 


A  Sketch   of  the  Church   in  Upper   Califor- 
nia.—(No.  3.) 

BY  REV.  J.  ADAM. 

The  expulsion  of  the  Jesuits  from  Mexico  took 
place  on  the  25th  of  June,  1767,  and  from  that 
time  the  Viceroy,  Marquis  Groin,  together  with 
Galvez,  General  Visitor  for  the  king,  offered  the 
Missions  of  Lower  California  in  trust  to  the  Fran- 
ciscans of  the  apostolic  College  of  San  Fernando, 
Mexico.  This  college  of  religious  was  erected 
by  royal  decree  on  the  15th  of  October,  1734. 
They  willingly  accepted  the  difficult  task,  and 
selected  twelve  religious,  with  the  Rev.  Juniper 
Serra  as  President,  to  go  and  locate  themselves  in 
the  missions  left  vacant  by  the  Jesuits.  They 
left  the  capital  of  Mexico  on  the  14th  of  July, 
1767,  and  on  the  21st  of  August  arrived  at  Tepic, 
where  they  were  joined  by  other  religious  of  the 


658 


JLve  Maria. 


same  College,  to  make  up  the  complement  of  six- 
teen, that  number  of  Jesuits  having  been  engaged 
in  the  different  missions  previous  to  their  expul- 
sion. While  awaiting  the  vessels  which  were  to 
convey  them  to  their  destination,  the  packet-boat 
containing  the  exiled  Jesuits  arrived,  and  they 
availed  themselves  of  its  return  to  sail  for  Cali- 
fornia, which  they  did  on  the  12th  of  March,  cast- 
ing anchor  at  Loreto  on  the  1st  of  April,  1769. 
They  then  informed  themselves  of  the  manner 
of  government  followed  by  the  Jesuits,  and  their 
treatment  of  the  Indians,  and  they  faithfully  fol- 
lowed a  similar  plan  till  1774,  at  which  time 
they  resigned  these  missions  to  the  Dominican 
Fathers. 

In  May,  1769,  Father  Serra  established,  in  a 
place  called  by  the  Indians  Vellicata,  a  new  mis- 
sion, towards  the  north,  which  he  called  San  Fer- 
nando; and  immediately  after  this  foundation  ex- 
ploring expeditions  were  sent  by  land  and  water  in 
search  of  the  harbor  of  San  Diego.  Here  Father 
Juniper,  accompanied  by  twelve  religious,  arrived 
on  the  1st  of  July,  1769. 

Such  delight  as  the  traveller  experiences  when, 
after  having  left  behind  him  long  and  weary 
tracts  of  barren  country  or  arid  desert,  he  enters 
upon  a  charming  vista,  such  must  have  been  the 
delight  of  Father  Serra  and  his  companions 
when,  leaving  behind  the  dreary,  rocky  deserts 
of  Lower  California,  they  went  into  a  land  whose 
lovely  valleys  were  covered  with  verdure  and  ma- 
jestic trees,  and  they  might  have  imagined  that, 
like  the  Israelites  coming  out  of  the  wilderness, 
they  were  setting  foot  for  the  first  time  in  the 
promised  land. 

Yes,  Upper  California  was  in  truth  a  paradise 
in  comparison  to  the  land  they  had  left  behind, 
and  as  they  advanced  and  the  country  became  more 
fertile  and  verdant,  they  were  glad  to  see  the  soil 
no  longer  studded  with  thorns  and  briers.  There 
were  creeks  with  water  in  abundance,  beautiful 
hills  and  high  mountains,  and  to  their  surprise 
they  saw  a  great  number  of  wild  rose-bushes  known 
to  them  as  the  Castile  rose.  There  were  also  great 
numbers  of  stout  vines  with  pendent  bunches  of 
tempting  grapes  hanging  from  them  in  profusion. 
It  was  under  these  encouraging  circumstances 
that  Father  Serra  and  his  companions  saw  them- 
selves surrounded  by  great  multitudes  of  Indians, 
which  added  greatly  to  the  fervor  of  their  apostolic 
zeal.  With  a  burning  heart  he  longed  for  the 
wings  of  an  angel  that  he  might  annihilate  space 
and  fly  from  tribe  to  tribe  of  these  wandering 
savages  to  bring  to  them  the  joyous  tidings  of  the 
Gospel  of  salvation.  His  heart  swelled  within 
him  with  holy  zeal,  and  he  resolved  that  like 
another  Cortez  he  would  devote  himself  heart 


and  soul  to  the  spiritual  conquest  of  these  chil- 
dren of  the  forest. 

Father  Juniper  founded  the  Mission  of  San 
Diego  on  the  16th  of  July,  1769.  The  good  Father 
himself  assisted  those  who  had  accompanied 
him  in  building  some  rude  huts  to  serve  provis- 
ionally as  a  church  and  dwelling,  and  endeav- 
ored to  win  the  good  will  and  affection  of  the 
Indians  by  treating  them  very  kindly  and  giving 
them  some  little  presents  in  order  the  better  to 
prepare  them  for  instruction  afterwards  in  the 
truths  of  our  holy  religion.  The  cupidity  of  the 
savages,  however,  became  so  excited  at  the  novelty 
and  glitter  of  the  trinkets  presented  them  by  the 
good  Father  that  they  determined  among  them- 
selves to  obtain  possession  of  what  might  yet  re- 
main, and  to  this  effect  they  made  an  attack  on. 
the  settlement  at  night.  The  fire-arms  of  the 
whites,  however,  so  frightened  them  that  they 
soon  gave  up  their  project  of  plunder  and  beat 
a  hasty  retreat. 

Scarcely  had  the  Mission  of  San  Diego  been 
founded  than  an  exploring  expedition  in  search 
of  the  harbor  of  Monterey  was  sent  out,  but  they 
were  unable  to  find  it,  and  returned  without  ac- 
complishing their  purpose.  After  several  other 
ineffectual  attempts  both  by  land  and  water,  it 
was  finally  discovered  in  May,  1770;  at  least  the 
place  then  found  was  supposed  to  be  the  same 
that  Don  Sebastian  Viscaino  visited  in  1603. 

It  was  resolved  to  establish  five  other  Missions 
between  that  of  San  Fernando  and  San  Diego, 
and  twenty  religious  were  dispatched  from  the 
College  for  that  purpose.  These  met  with  many 
difficulties  in  carrying  out  their  project.  About 
this  time  the  Dominican  Fathers  having  asked 
and  obtained  permission  from  the  king  to  assist 
in  evangelizing  the  Indians,  the  Franciscans  in 
Lower  California  generously  gave  them  charge 
of  all  the  Missions  they  held  in  those  parts, 
while  they  themselves  proceeded  into  the  up- 
per country.  The  Dominicans  arrived  in  1774, 
and  Father  Francis  Palow  put  them  in  posses- 
sion of  all  the  Missions  then  under  his  jurisdic- 
tion. 

Some  of  the  Franciscans  returned  to  the  Col- 
lege of  San  Fernando,  in  Mexico,  while  nine  of 
their  number  proceeded  on  to  Upper  California, 
where  Father  Juniper  founded  the  Missions  of 
San  Carlos,  San  Antonio,  St.  Louis  and  St.  Ga- 
briel. So  great  was  the  zeal  and  so  unremiting 
the  labors  of  the  Franciscans  that  in  1796  they 
had  founded  thirteen  Missions  in  all;  and  the 
number  of  baptisms  in  the  country  between  San 
Diego  and  San  Francisco  amounted  to  21,653. 
The  favorable  dispositions  of  the  Indians  no 
doubt  contributed  a  great  deal  to  the  rapid  spread 
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of  Grospel  truth  among  them,  but  it  was  owing  in 
a  great  measure  also  to  the  zeal  and  self-sacrifice 
of  the  missionaries. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Letter  from  Geneva. 

GENEVA,  September  8, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA  : — "  Sicut  lilium  inter  spinets,  sic  arnica 
mea  inter filias  Adae  " — "  As  a  lily  among  thorns,  so  is  my 
beloved  amongst  the  daughters  of  Adam."  I  believe 
that  these  words  are  applied  by  the  Catholic  Church  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  our  Mother,  whose  birthday  is  cele- 
brated to-day.  I  heard  the  words  somewhere  this 
morning,  or  read  them  during  the  Mass,  and  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  they  might  be  applied  to  the  pres- 
ent condition  of  the  Church  in  Geneva.  They  may 
well  be  applied  to  our  Lady,  for  she  is  a  lily  among 
schismatical,  heretical,  and  blasphemous  thorns.  Her 
own  lovely  temple,  which  bears  her  name,  is  closed 
to-day;  and  the  apostates  who  have  usurped  it,  instead 
of  repairing  there  to  celebrate  her  Feast,  remain  at 
home  with  their  paramours,  or  if  they  go  out  of  the 
house  at  all,  it  is  that  they  may  plot  for  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  Church  that  ordained  them. 

MARY  IS   NOT  HONORED  IN  GENEVA  SAVE  BY  THE  FEW, 

and  these  are  not  allowed  to  have  temples  erected  to 
their  God,  but  must  worship  in  secret,  in  fear,  and  in 
trembling.  There  are  quiet  little  chapels  here  and 
there  in  the  city  of  Geneva,  but  no  one  knows  of  their 
existence  but  the  few  who  pray  in  them,  and  who 
would  keep  them  concealed  from  the  eyes  of  the  pry- 
ing law. 

But  the  Church  herself  may  well  be  styled  in  Gen- 
eva 

A  LILY  AMONG  THORNS. 

Where  is  faith  to  be  found  in  Geneva,  if  not  in  the 
chalice  of  that  lily  sine  macula,  et  sine  ruga?  Where 
sanctity?  where  continence?  where  chastity?  where 
charity?  Surely  not  in  the  Church  of  Calvin,  for  the 
Calvinists  don't  love  one  another,  and  that  is  the  mark 
of  the  children  of  God.  "By  this  shall  all  men  know 
that  you  are  My  children,  that  you  love  one  another." 
Not  in  the  Anglican  Church,  for  they  are  wrangling 
too  among  themselves,  some  advocating  a  fusion  of 
the  Episcopalian  and  the  American  Union  Church, 
and  others  wanting  to  adopt  extreme  Ritualism.  Not 
in  the  Dutch  Reformed  Church,  situated  in  the  base- 
ment of  the  theatre  occupied  by  Pere  Hyacinth  and 
troupe,  for  the  Dutch  Reformers  anathematize  the 
human  race  generally,  and  say  that  they  themselves 
are  without  sin,  thus  proving  themselves  to  be  liars — 
"  If  any  man  say  that  he  is  without  sin,  he  is  a  liar  and 
the  truth  is  not  in  him."  Not  in  Pere  Hyacinth's 
Church,  for  he  does  not  hearken  to  the  voice  of  Peter, 
therefore  he  hearkens  not  to  God.  Besides,  he  swore 
to  be  continent,  and  proved  himself  a  miserable  back- 
slider, "cheating  the  Lord."  Not  in  the  Church  of  the 
apostates,  for  the  Divinity  of  Christ  is  only  a  byword 
to  them,  and  they  cannot  even  claim  to  be  Christians. 
But  among  all  these  thorns  and  dank  weeds  the 


Church  thrives,  as  a  lily,  though  they  would  stifle  her 
by  odious  laws,  by  confiscations,  by  the  persecution  of 
her  clergy,  her  virgins,  and  her  faithful  children. 

Now  that  I  have  mentioned  the  odious  laws,  it  is 
proper  to  state  that 

THE   SUPPRESSION  LAWS 

are  already  in  force,  and  creating  sad  havoc  with 
some  of  the  dearest  and  most  important  Catholic  in- 
stitutions. The  boarding  school  for  young  ladies  at 
Caronge,  conducted  by  the  Sisters  called  "Faithful 
Companions  of  Jesus,"  was  suppressed  during  the 
past  week,  and  all  the  property,  comprising  real  estate 
and  valuable  movables,  seized  and  billeted  as  prop- 
erty of  the  Government.  This  institution  could 
hardly  be  termed  a  religious  corporation,  for  the 
directress  and  foundress  of  the  establishment  was  not 
a  religious,  but  a  secular  lady,  who,  after  her  conver- 
sion from  Calvinism,  devoted  her  life  to  the  education 
of  young  ladies  of  the  best  families  of  Switzerland. 
At  the  date  of  suppression,  the  institution  contained 
about  one  hundred  and  thirty  young  ladies,  many  of 
them  Protestants.  Besides  this  act  of  suppression, 
the  Catholic  Hospital  of  Plain-Palais,  in  the  city  of 
Geneva,  has  been  closed, 

AND  THE  PATIENTS   DRIVEN  FORTH 

to  seek  shelter  either  with  their  relatives  or  at  pri- 
vate charity.  The  Sisters  who  were  in  charge  of  this 
hospital,  anticipating  a  visit  from  the  fiscal  authori- 
ties, had  already  provided  a  temporary  home  for  the 
most  of  the  patients.  Those  who  remained  unpro- 
vided for  were  able  to  move  about  a  little,  and  seek 
charity  of  themselves.  But  the  sight  of  these  poor 
unfortunates  aroused  no  sentiment  of  pity  in  the 
breasts  of  the  unfeeling  officials.  They  told  the  re- 
maining few  of  the  patients  that  they 
MIGHT  ENTER  THE  HOSPITAL  ATTACHED  TO  THE  CITY 
JAIL; 

if  that  did  not  suit  them  they  might  go  to "  Never 

mind,"  said  an  old  man,  "  don't  say  the  awful  word. 
You  may  know  what  it  means  practically  before  I  do. 
The  great  sorrow  of  my  old  age  is  in  the  knowledge 
that  the  land  of  Tell  has  again  become  a  country  of 
bondsmen,  bound  over  hand  and  foot  to 

A  MORE  INEXORABLE  TYRANT  THAN  GESLER — BLIND 
INTOLERANCE!" 

The  Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor  have  already  hurried  off 
many  of  their  old  patients  to  France,  and  now  the 
saintly  little  bees  are  going  about  doing  good  as 
before  in  the  houses  of  the  poor. 

It  has  just  appeared  from  authentic  documents  that 
the  Government  has  sent  emissaries  into  Italy  and 
France  to  procure  priests  for  the  new  National 
Church,  or  in  other  words,  to  purchase  apostacies. 
All  honor  to  Italy!  among  the  apostates  in  Switzer- 
land there  is  not  one  Italian!  France  has  not  been 
so  steadfast.  The  majority  of  the  apostates  here  are 
French,  but  it  appears  that  everyone  of  them  had 
been  suspended  from  their  ecclesiastical  office  by 
their  respective  Bishops 

LONG    BEFOFE    THE  VATICAN  COUNCIL. 

My  butchering  acquaintance  was  in  the  French  navy 
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before  coming  to  Geneva  to  be  its  vicar.  I  cease  to 
wonder  at  his  broad,  brawny  fists.  Others  of  the 
apostates  had  been 

REFUGEES  FROM  JUSTICE 

for  crimes  of  which  I  shall  simply  give  St.  Paul's  de- 
scription: "Nee  nominentur  in  vobis."  As  soon  as  it 
was  discovered  that  they  had  taken  up  their  quarters 
in  Switzerland,  and  were  actually  setting  themselves 
up  as  preachers  of  morality,  the  police  authorities  of 
the  French  Government  demanded  that  they  should 
be  given  up  forthwith,  for  justice  was  awaiting  them 
at  home.  Many  of  them  are  still  making  atonement 
to  the  law,  and  one  has  given  great  edification  to  all 
who  knew  of  his  misdeeds,  by  retiring  to  a  Cistercian 
monastery  in  France,  where  he  still  remains.  So 
much  for  the  pillars  of  the  National  Church.  I  would 
rather  not  be  on  the  inside  of  a  building  which  rests 
on  such  a  sorry  foundation.  It  is  worse  than  the 
sand  of  the  sea. 
The  Conference  at  Bonn  resulted  in 

POSSIBILITIES. 

They  have  persuaded  themselves  that  it  is  possible  to 
believe  in  the  validity  of  Anglican  ordinations,  to 
believe  in  Purgatory  as  it  used  to  be  before  Indulgences 
were  invented,  and  to  unite  with  the  Greek  Schisma- 
tics even  though  they  reject  the  dogma  of  the  pro- 
cession of  the  Holy  Ghost.  .And  so  the  English  divines 
are  rejoiced  at  the  possibilities.  But  it  does  not  re- 
quire the  wisdom  and  sagacity  of  the  Catholic  Church 
to  predict  that  these  possibilities  are 

TITTER  IMPOSSIBILITIES, 

and  that  the  Greeks  will  entrap  them  into  acknowl- 
edgments which  will  compromise  the  very  existence 
of  their  ecclesiastical  fabric.  They  all  agreed  in  re- 
jecting the  Council  of  Trent;  they  are  logical  in  that. 
If  they  receive  the  Council  of  Trent  they  must  receive 
that  of  the  Vatican,  for  the  Tridentine  Fathers  gave 
the  most  powerful  definition  of  the  primacy  of  the  Ro- 
man Pontiff.  Nothing  more  was  effected  at  Bonn. 

The  Catholics  throughout  Switzerland  have  taken 
up  the 

"EDUCATION  MOVEMENT" 

of  France  and  Germany,  and  a  Catholic  University  is 
now  talked  of. 

The  news  from  Rome  is  good:  our  Holy  Father  is 
enjoying  good  health.  Only  the  other  day  he  gave  an 
audience  to  the  students  of  the  Seminario  Pio,  previ- 
ous to  their  going  into  the  country  for  the  summer 
months.  The  summer  months  for  Roman  students 
are  the  months  of  August,  September,  and  October. 
They  presented  the  Holy  Father  with  all  the  medals 
they  had  won  at  the  scholastic  examinations,  and,  to- 
gether with  the  presentation,  one  of  the  students  re- 
cited the  folio  wing  sententious  yet  expressive  distich: 

"Parce,  Pater,  si  parva  seges  vix  vota  secundet, 
Si  licet,  agricolae  poma  referre  juvat; 
Excipias,  quaeso,  turbatae  haec  numera  pacis, 
Heu!  miles  sacris  est  procul  a  studiis." 

The  last  line  is  a  hit  at  the  recent  law  for  the  con- 
scription of  Ecclesiastics. 

The  Pope  has  sent  the  Cardinal's  hat  to  Mgr.  Sime- 


oni,  olim  Prefect  of  the  Propaganda,  and  now  Papal 
Nuncio  in  Spain.    Don  Alfonso  will  confer  it. 

ARTHUR. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Galway  Vindicator  announces  the  death,  in 

that  city,  of  Mr.  John  Wade,  one  of  the  organizers  of 
the  League  of  St.  Sebastian. 

The  annual  convention  of  the  Catholic  Total 

Abstinence  Union  of  America  will  be  held  in  Cincin- 
nati, Ohio,  on  the  6th  of  October. 

The  Rev.  Sherwood  Healy,  of  Boston,  says  the 

Boston  Pilot,  is  not  yet  considered  out  of  danger,  though 
during  the  past  week  he  has  slowly  improved. 

His  Eminence  Cardinal  McCloskeyhas  been  ap- 
pointed by  the  Pope  a  member  of  the  Congregations  of 
the  Index,  Sacred  Rites  and  Bishops  and  Regulars. 

The  Irish-Americans  of  Boston  have  presented 

Wendell  Phillips  with  a  valuable  set  of  books,  as  an 
expression  of  their  admiration  for  his  oration  on 
O'Connell. 

There  are  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Melbourne,  Aus- 
tralia, about  fifty-two  public  unaided  Catholic  schools 
in  operation,  with  an  average  daily  attendance  of  about 
5,000  children. 

"Glorious  Ireland!"  exclaims  the  Northwestern 

Chronicle,  "  its  religious  census  returns  but  one  Athe- 
ist in  its  four  millions  and  over  of  population."  Only 
one  fool  in  all  Ireland! 

Within  the  last  fortnight,  says  the  London  Stand- 
ard, a  boy  from  Wigan,  who  was  both  deaf  and  dumb, 
was  cured  of  these  infirmities  while  bathing  in  St. 
Winefrid's  Well. 

We  are  pained  to  have  to  record  the  death  of  the 

Very  Rev.  P.  Bede  O'Connor,  Vicar-General  of  the  Di- 
ocese of  Vincennes,  which  took  place  at  Terre  Haute, 
Ind.,  on  the  25th  of  last  month. 

A  consistory  was  held  at  Rome,  on  the  24th  of 

September,  at  which  several  French  and  Spanish  Bish- 
ops were  appointed.  Monsignor  Diez  was  appointed 
Bishop  of  St.  Christopher,  in  Cuba. 

The  Catholic  University  in  Paris  is  to  be  estab- 
lished at  the  Ecole  Bossuet.  The  Archbishop  has  just 
purchased  the  building,  and  the  Ecole  Bossuet  will  be 
transferred  to  another  part  of  Paris. 

We  are  glad  to  learn  that  "Marie,"  whose  poet- 
ical contributions  to  the  AVE  MARIA,  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Monitor,  and  other  Catholic  papers,  have  been 
much  admired,  is  about  collecting  her  poems  and  pub- 
lishing them  in  book  form. 

Cardinal  McCloskey  received  a  letter  from  Car- 
dinal Cullen  on  the  12th  of  last  month,  announcing 
that  the  entire  Irish  Episcopate,  assembled  at  May- 
nooth,  has  adopted  a  resolution  congratulating  him  on 
his  elevation  to  the  Sacred  College. 

A  beautiful  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 

Heart  was  recently  inaugurated  at  Guanabocca,  near 
Havana,  Cuba.  Our  Holy  Father  the  Pope  sent  a 
magnificent  gold  crown  to  the  parish  priest,  which 
was  placed  on  the  head  of  the  sacred  image. 

Rev.  Charles  J.  Gallagher,  of  Mount  St.  Mary's 
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College,  Emmitsburg,  Md.,  and  Rev.  James  Woods,  of 
the  Seminary  of  Our  Lady  of  Angels,  Niagara  Falls, 
were  ordained  priests,  September  18th,  in  the  Cathe- 
dral, Brooklyn,  by  Bishop  Loughlin,  assisted  by  a  large 
number  of  clergy  of  New  York  and  Brooklyn. 

A  beautiful  colossal  statue  of  the  Immaculate 

Conception,  intended  for  the  new  Church  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  at  Notre  Dame,  was  brought  to  the 
Vatican  and  blessed  by  the  Pope  on  the  31st  of  August. 
It  is  now  on  the  way  from  Rome.  This  statue  is  the 
work  of  Giandfredi,  and  is  after  the  design  preferred  by 
the  Holy  Father  in  1854. 

A  convocation  of  the  priests  of  the  Diocese  of 

New  York  has  been  held  to  devise  means  for  erecting 
the  high  altar  in  the  new  Catholic  Cathedral  on  Fifth 
Avenue.  The  altar  will  cost  about  $250,000.  When 
completed,  the  altar  will  be  one  of  the  most  magnifi- 
cent in  the  world.  Its  principal  parts  are  being  erected 
in  Rome,  and  others  in  St.  Brieuc,  France. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Rosecrans,  in  an  address  to  the 

St.  Aloysius'  Society,  of  Portsmouth,  Ohio,  said:  "  It  is 
not  your  Catholicity  which  shuts  you  out  from  honor 
in  this  country.  Honesty  is  a  fatal  bar  to  political  as- 
piration. But  your  Catholicity,  manfully  avowed,  and 
steadfastly  adhered  to,  will  gain  respect  from  the 
American  people  in  spite  of  prejudice  and  calumny." 

It  is  with  pleasure  we  learn  that  a  book  spec- 
ially adapted  to  the  wants  of  Sunday-school  teachers 
is  in  press,  and  will  be  ready  sometime  in  the  fall. 
The  fact  that  it  is  from  the  pen  of  Rev.  A.  A.  Lam- 
bing, the  well-known  author  of  "The  Orphan's  Friend," 
"  Mixed  Marriages,"  etc.,  is  a  sufficient  guarantee  for 
saying  that  it  will  be  one  of  no  ordinary  merit.  The 
want  of  such  a  work  for  our  Catholic  Sunday-school 
teachers  has  been  long  felt. 

The  laying  of  the  corner-stone  of  St.  Patrick's 

Church  took  place  Sunday,  September  19,  in  the  pres- 
ence of  5,000  people,  Vicar-General  Hughes  officiating, 
and  Rev.  Dr.  Carmody  of  New  Haven  delivering  the 
sermon.  A  large  number  of  the  State  and  city  offi- 
cials were  present,  as  were  also  clergymen  from  differ- 
ent portions  of  the  State.  Over  $3,000  were  collected 
on  the  occasion.  The  first  Mass  will  be  said  in  the 
church  on  Christmas  Day. 

Bishop  Pogaczar,  an  Austrian  Prelate,  in  a  pas- 
toral letter  to  his  clergy,  recently  communicated  ex- 
tracts from  a  Papal  Brief  hitherto  kept  secret  on  the 
subject  of  the  Austrian  school  laws.  The  whole  con- 
tents of  this  document  are  now  known,  and  are  caus- 
ing considerable  sensation,  as  the  Pope  therein  called 
upon  the  Bishops  to  condemn  these  laws  as  hostile  to 
the  Church  while  they  were  still  under  the  consider- 
ation of  the  Reichsrath,  and  as  soon  as  they  should  be 
adopted  to  utilize  them  as  much  as  possible  for  the 
Church's  benefit. 

On  Saturday,  10th  of  September,  the  Pope  re- 
ceived, in  a  private  audience,  M.  Goupil  de  Rennes, 
the  artist  to  whose  skilful  hand  is  due  the  beautiful 
statue  of  Notre  Dame  de  Pontmain.  His  Holiness  so 
greatly  admires  the  work  that  he  has  had  it  placed  in 
his  own  room.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  grace  and 
beauty  of  the  design  and  execution  of  this  work  of  art, 
•which  bespeaks  the  tender  devotion  of  the  artist.  It 


is  of  massive  silver,  and  is  valued  at  four  or  five  thou- 
sand francs.  Our  Lady  holds  in  her  hand  a  crucifix, 
over  which  is  read  the  name  of  "Jesus  Christ."  At 
the  feet  of  the  statue  are  the  words  spoken  at  the  time 
of  the  apparition,  exhorting  to  prayer. 

Cardinal  McCloskey  took  possession  of  his  title 

in  the  Church  of  Sancta  Maria  Supra  Minervam  on 
the  30th  of  Sept.  Many  Italians  and  foreigners,  espec- 
ially Americans,  witnessed  the  ceremony.  Cardinal 
McCloskey  entered,  accompanied  by  thirty-seven  Do- 
minican Fathers  and  several  Prelates.  Approaching 
the  altar,  he  pronounced  a  brief  prayer,  and  seated  him- 
self in  the  episcopal  chair.  Monsignor  Cataldi  then 
read  a  Bull  conferring  the  title,  and  the  General  of  the 
Dominicans  delivered  an  address.  Cardinal  McCloskey 
replied,  and  closed  with  prayer.  A  Te  Deum  was  then 
sung.  Afterwards  the  Cardinal  received  friends  in  the 
hall  attached  to  the  church.  The  Holy  Father  has  pre- 
sented him  with  a  magnificent  velvet  cushion,  richly 
adorned  with  gold  embroidery  of  most  exquisite  work- 
manship. 

New  Publications. 

The  .October  number  of  the  Messenger  of 

the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  received  a  few  days  ago, 
contains:  I,  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus;  II,  St.  Febronia;  III,  The  Pope  in  Exile; 
IV,  The  Acolyte;  V,  Acts  of  the  Holy  See;  VI, 
Put  Me  as  a  Seal  upon  Thy  Heart  (Poetry) ;  VII, 
New  Favors  Granted  by  the  Holy  See  to  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer;  VIII,  Prince  Amalia 
Gallitziu;  IX,  General  Intention;  X,  Graces  Ob- 
tained. 

THE  AMERICAN  ELOCUTIONIST  AND  DRAMATIC  READER. 
By  Joseph  A.  Lyons,  A.  M.  3d  Revised  Edition. 
Philadelphia:  J.  H.  Butler  &  Co. 

The  American  Elocutionist  is  now  a  standard 
work  on  the  subject  of  Elocution.  It  would  be 
superfluous  to  say  anything  further  in  praise  of 
this  book,  which  has  received  very  flattering 
notices  from  the  press,  and  the  approbation  of 
teachers  everywhere.  The  Third  Edition  has 
been  revised  and  improved. 

RECEIVED. — The  Manhattan  and  De  La 

Salle  Monthly  for  October.  Contents :  I,  Scholas- 
tic Philosophy  and  Modern  Science;  II,  Taxation 
of  Church  Property;  III,  The  Death  of  Lyon; 
IV,  Mr.  Maurice,  Chaps.  Ill,  IV;  V,  Monument 
to  Washington  Irving;  VI,  Famous  Memories  of 
the  Month;  VII,  Death  of  a  near  Eelative  of 
Washington;  VIII,  A  Translation  from  the  Clas- 
sics; IX,  Otho  the  Reclbeard,  a  Tale,  from  the 
German  of  Grimm;  X,  Catholic  Memories  of  the 
Tower  of  London;  XI,  The  Old  Elm;  XII,  The 
New  York  Catholic  Protectory;  XIII,  Grave  of 
the  Indian  King ;  XIV,  Miscellany ;  XV,  Current 
Publications. 

A  MANUAL  FOR  THE  USE  OF  GLOBES,  by 
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Jos.  Schedler,  has  just  been  published  by  E. 
Steiger,  of  New  York.  As  far  as  we  are  able  to 
judge  from  a  cursory  examination  of  this  pamph- 
let, received  just  before  going  to  press,  it  is  one 
which  will  be  very  useful  to  teachers. 


Obituary. 


DEATH    OF   A   CATHOLIC   EDITOR. 

MR.  GEORGE  E.  CLERK,  the  editor  and  founder 

of  the  Montreal  True  Witness,  died  on  the  23d  of  Sep- 
tember, fortified  by  the  last  Sacraments,  and  after 
a  long  illness.  Mr.  Clerk  was  a  convert  to  the 
Church,  whose  interests  he  labored  earnestly  to  pro- 
mote and  defend.  His  journal  being  one  of  the  pio- 
neers of  Catholic  periodical  literature  in  America,  its 
editor  had  to  hear  the  brunt  of  many  a  hard  contest, 
and  ably  did  his  pen  do  service  during  the  twenty- 
five  years  of  his  editorial  career.  He  was  the  second 
son  of  the  late  Right  Hon.  Sir  George  Clerk,  of  Edin- 
burgh. The  funeral  took  place  on  the  25th  inst.,  and 
was  largely  attended  by  all  classes  of  citizens.  Mr. 
Clerk  was  respected  and  loved  by  all  who  knew  him. 

DEATH  OF  VERT  REV.  P.  B.  O'CONNOR. 

Last  Saturday,  the  Diocese  of  Vincennes  lost  by 

the  death  of  the  estimable  Vicar-General  of  the  Dio- 
cese, Very  Rev.  Bede  O'Connor,  one  of  its  most  effi- 
cient, learned,  and  exemplary  priests.  No  clergyman 
of  the  West  was  more  widely  known  or  more  highly 
revered.  By  no  one  was  he  more  esteemed  than  by 
his  venerable  Bishop,  who  knew  better  than  anyone 
else  his  great  merits,  and  who  will  feel  most  keenly 
his  loss.  The  whole  Diocese  will  mourn  his  unex- 
pected, almost  sudden  death,  for  to  his  wise  counsel  and 
administrative  ability,  is,  in  a  large  degree,  due  the 
great  prosperity  which  has  so  signally  crowned  the 
zealous  labors  of  Bishop  St.  Palais.  In  every  good 
work  his  hand  was  always  felt,  and  his  assistance 
always  effective.  Father  O'Connor  was  born  in  Lon- 
don, in  1826,  of  Irish  parents.  At  the  age  of  fourteen 
he  applied  for  admission  to  the  Benedictine  Order, 
was  received  and  sent  to  the  famous  monastery  of 
Einsiedeln,  Switzerland,  to  pursue  his  studies,  and  to 
be  trained  for  his  high  vocation.  He  was  ordained 
in  1851.  Two  years  after,  he  was  one  of  the  colony 
that  was  sent  to  found  a  monastery  of  St.  Benedict 
at  St.  Meinrad,  Indiana.  For  six  years  his  missionary 
labors  extended  over  several  counties  of  the  State. 
Afterwards  he  was  appointed  pastor  of  Terre  Haute, 
where  he  breathed  his  last.  During  the  last  five 
years  of  his  life  he  filled  to  the  great  satisfaction  of 
the  Bishop  and  the  clergy  the  office  of  Vicar-General. 
On  the  Sunday  preceding  his  demise  he  preached 
three  times  in  Indianapolis,  in  the  morning  at  the 
Cathedral,  and  in  the  afternoon,  both  in  English  and 
German,  at  the  laying  of  the  corner-stone  of  the  new 
church  to  be  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  He  was 
shortly  after  seized  with  fever,  but  on  Thursday,  im- 
agining that  he  was  belter,  and  that  all  danger  of 
serious  illness  was  past,  he  set  out  to  return  to  Vin- 


cennes. When  he  reached  Terre  Haute  he  was  so 
weak  that  he  was  compelled  to  abandon  the  journey. 
He  was  carried  to  bed,  grew  rapidly  worse,  and  on 
the  Saturday  following,  strengthened  with  all  the 
Sacraments,  ended  a  life  eminent  for  its  priestly  zeal 
and  virtue.  As  a  priest,  he  was  above  all  reproach; 
as  a  pulpit-orator,  he  was  more  than  ordinarily  elo- 
quent. His  last  sermon  was  an  offering  of  faith  and 
love  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  that  Sacred  Heart  will 
not  fail  in  the  hour  of  judgment  to  extend  to  this 
good  priest  the  fulness  of  Its  mercy. — CatJiolic  Tele- 
graph. Bequiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  18th  TO  THE  25TH  DAT  OF  SEPTEMBER. 

Ninety-six  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  register; 
One  hundred  and  forty-four  new  members  have  been 
enrolled;  prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have  been  re- 
quested for  fifty -two  persons  and  two  families ;  conver- 
sion has  been  asked  for  one  hundred  and  twelve  per- 
sons and  two  families;  special  favors  have  been  solic- 
ited for  thirty-three  individuals,  four  families,  five  com- 
munities, two  congregations  and  three  schools.  The 
success  of  a  mission  and  a  newly-opened  school,  placed 
by  a  worthy  religious  under  the  special  protection  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  are  particularly  recom- 
mended. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "Please  return  thanks  for  favors  received 
through  the  intercession  of  our  Blessed  Mother.  A 
person  for  whose  conversion  prayers  were  asked,  soon 
after  received  the  Sacraments  and  continued  in  good 

dispositions." "In  the  spring  I  asked  prayers  for 

good  crops.   God  granted  our  request." "  The  good 

effect  of  the  water  of  Lourdes  you  had  the  goodness  to 
send  me  is  truly  wonderful.  The  sensible  joy  experi- 
enced by  its  use  benefits  alike  soul  and  body.  My  sin- 
cere thanks  to  our  Blessed  Lady  and  to  you,  Rev. 
Father,  from  myself  and  the  patients  who  used  it."  .  .  . 
"  The  blessed  water  you  sent  has  effected  three  remark- 
able cures,  for  which  we  are  grateful." . . . ."  Mother  has 
used  some  of  the  blessed  water,  and  she  returns  you 
her  sincere  thanks;  it  did  her  a  great  deal  of  good, 
thanks  to  our  Blessed  Mother.  We  had  the  Forty 
Hours'  devotion,  and  our  Mother  is  so  much  better  that 
she  went  twice  a  day  to  church  while  it  lasted.  My 
father,  who  was  recommended  to.  your  pious  prayers, 
goes  now  for  the  last  two  years  to  Mass  every  Sunday, 
and  it  was  twenty-three  years  before  since  he  went  to 
Mass." 

OBITUART. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  have  been  asked  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  Miss  DELIA 
MART  MOORE,  of  New  York,  who  departed  this  life  on 
the  5th  of  September,  fortified  by  the  Holy  Sacraments 
of  the  Church.  MR.  HENRY  WEAVER,  of  Oil  City,  Pa., 
who  died  on  the  16th  of  September,  after  having  re- 
ceived the  last  rites  of  our  Holy  Church  a  few  days  be- 
fore. MR.  MICHAEL  PVEILY  and  Miss  KATE  REILY,  of 
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Allemakee  Co., Iowa;  and  several  others  whose  names 
have  not  been  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  8.  H. 


Jacqueline. 


BY  H.  W.  LONGFFLLOW. 

"Dear  mother,  is  it  not  the  bell  I  hear?" 

"Yes,  my  child;  the  bell  for  morning  prayers. 
It  is  Sunday  to-day." 

"  I  had  forgotten  it.  But  now  all  days  are  alike 
tome.  Hark!  it  sounds  again, — louder, — louder. 
Open  the  window,  for  I  love  the  sound.  The 
sunshine  and  the  fresh  morning  air  revive  me. 
And  the  church-bell, — O  mother, — it  reminds  me 
of  the  holy  Sabbath  mornings  by  the  Loire, — so 
calm,  so  hushed,  so  beautiful !  Now  give  me  my 
prayer-book,  and  draw  the  curtain  back,  that  I 
may  see  the  green  trees  and  the  church-spire.  I 
feel  better  to-day,  dear  mother." 

It  was  a  bright,  cloudless  morning  in  August. 
The  dew  still  glistened  on  the  trees ;  and  a  slight 
breeze  wafted  to  the  sick-chamber  of  Jacqueline 
the  song  of  the  birds,  the  rustle  of  the  leaves,  and 
the  solemn  chime  of  the  church-bells.  She  had 
been  raised  up  in  bed,  and,  reclining  upon  the 
pillow,  was  gazing  wistfully  upon  the  quiet  scene 
without.  Her  mother  gave  her  the  prayer-book, 
and  then  turned  away  to  hide  a  tear  that  stole 
down  her  cheek. 

At  length  the  bells  ceased.  Jacqueline  crossed 
herself,  kissed  a  pearl  crucifix  that  hung  around 
her  neck,  and  opened  the  silver  clasps  of  her 
missal.  For  a  time  she  seemed  wholly  absorbed 
in  her  devotions.  Her  lips  moved,  but  no  sound 
was  audible.  At  intervals  the  solemn  voice  of  the 
priest  was  heard  at  a  distance,  and  then  the  con- 
fused responses  of  the  congregation,  dying  away 
in  inarticulate  murmurs.  Ere  long  the  thrilling 
chant  of  the  Catholic  service  broke  upon  the  ear. 
At  first  it  was  low,  solemn,  and  indistinct;  then  it 
became  more  earnest  and  entreating,  as  if  interced- 
ing and  imploring  pardon  for  sin ;  and  then  arose 
louder  and  louder,  full,  harmonious,  majestic, 
as  it  wafted  the  song  of  praise  to  heaven, — and 
suddenly  ceased.  Then  the  sweet  tones  of  the 
organ  were  heard, — trembling,  thrilling,  and  ris- 
ing higher  and  higher,  and  filling  the  whole  air 
with  their  rich,  melodious  music.  What  exquisite 
accords ! — what  noble  harmonies ! — what  touching 


pathos!  The  soul  of  the  sick  girl  seemed  to 
kindle  into  more  ardent  devotion,  and  to  be  rapt 
away  to  heaven  in  the  full,  harmonious  chorus, 
as  it  swelled  onward,  doubling,  and  redoubling, 
and  rolling  upward  in  a  full  burst  of  rapturous 
devotion!  Then  all  was  hushed  again.  Once 
more  the  low  sound  of  the  bell  smote  the  air,  and 
announced  the  elevation  of  the  Host.  The  invalid 
seemed  entranced  in  prayer.  Her  book  had 
fallen  beside  her, — her  hands  were  clasped, — her 
eyes  closed, — her  soul  retired  within  its  secret 
chambers.  Then  a  more  triumphant  peal  of  bells 
arose.  The  tears  gushed  from  her  closed  and 
swollen  lids ;  her  cheek  was  flushed ;  she  opened 
her  dark  eyes,  and  fixed  them  with  an  expression 
of  deep  adoration  and  penitence  upon  an  image 
of  the  Saviour  on  the  Cross,  which  hung  at  the 
foot  of  her  bed,  and  her  lips  again  moved  in 
prayer.  Her  countenance  expressed  the  deepest 
resignation.  She  seemed  to  ask  only  that  she 
might  die  in  peace,  and  go  to  the  bosom  of  her 
Redeemer. 

The  mother  was  kneeling  by  the  window,  with 
her  face  concealed  in  the  folds  of  the  curtain. 
She  arose,  and,  going  to  the  bedside  of  her  child, 
threw  her  arms  around  her  and  burst  into  tears. 

"My  dear  mother,  I  shall  not  live  long;  I  feel 
it  here.  This  piercing  pain, — at  times  it  seizes 
me,  and  I  cannot — cannot  breathe." 

"My  child,  you  will  be  better  soon." 

"Yes,  mother,  I  shall  be  better  soon.  All  tears, 
and  pain,  and  sorrow  will  be  over.  The  hymn  of 
adoration  and  entreaty  I  have  just  heard,  I  shall 
never  hear  again  on  earth.  Next  Sabbath,  mother, 
kneel  again  by  that  window  as  to-day.  I  shall 
not  be  here,  upon  this  bed  of  pain  and  sickness; 
but  when  you  hear  the  solemn  hymn  of  worship, 
and  the  beseeching  tones  that  wing  the  spirit  up 
to  God,  think,  mother,  that  I  am  there,  with  my 
sweet  sister  who  has  gone  before  us, — kneeling  at 
our  Saviour's  feet,  and  happy,— O,  how  happy ! " 

The  afflicted  mother  made  no  reply, — her  heart 
was  too  full  to  speak. 

"You  remember,  mother,  how  calmly  Amie 
died.  She  was  so  young  and  beautiful !  I  always 
pray  that  I  may  die  as  she  did.  I  do  not  fear 
death  as  I  did  before  she  was  taken  from  us. 
But,  O, — this  pain, — this  cruel  pain !— it  seems  to 
draw  my  mind  back  from  heaven.  When  it  leaves 
me,  I  shall  die  in  peace." 

"  My  poor  child !    God's  holy  will  be  done ! " 

The  invalid  soon  sank  into  a  quiet  slumber. 
The  excitement  was  over,  and  exhausted  nature 
sought  relief  in  sleep. 

The  persons  between  whom  this  scene  passed 
were  a  widow  and  her  sick  daughter,  from 
the  neighborhood  of  Tours.  They  had  left  the 
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banks  of  the  Loire  to  consult  the  more  experi- 
enced physicians  of  the  metropolis,  and  had  been 
directed  to  the  maison  de  sante  at  Auteuil  for  the 
benefit  of  the  pure  air.  But  all  in  vain.  The 
health  of  the  uncomplaining  patient  grew  worse 
and  worse,  and  it  soon  became  evident  that  the 
closing  scene  was  drawing  near. 

Of  this  Jacqueline  herself  seemed  conscious"; 
and  towards  evening  she  expressed  a  wish  to 
receive  the  last  Sacraments  of  the  Church.  A 
priest  was  sent  for;  and  ere  long  the  tinkling  of 
a  little  bell  in  the  street  announced  his  approach. 
He  bore  in  his  hand  a  silver  chalice  containing 
the  consecrated  Host,  and  a  small  vessel  filled 
with  the  holy  oil  of  the  Extreme  Unction  hung 
from  his  neck.  Before  him  walked  a  boy  carry- 
ing a  little  bell,  whose  sound  announced  the 
passing  of  these  symbols  of  the  Catholic  faith. 
In  the  rear,  a  few  of  the  villagers,  bearing  lighted 
wax-tapers,  formed  a  short  and  melancholy  pro- 
cession. They  soon  entered  the  sick-chamber, 
and  the  glimmer  of  the  tapers  mingled  with  the 
red  light  of  the  setting  sun  that  shot  his  farewell 
rays  through  the  open  window.  The  vessel  of  oil 
and  the  silver  chalice  were  placed  upon  the  table 
in  front  of  a  crucifix  that  hung  upon  the  wall, 
and  all  present,  excepting  the  priest,  threw  them- 
selves upon  their  knees.  The  priest  then  ap- 
proached the  bed  of  the  dying  girl,  and  said,  in  a 
slow  and  solemn  tone, — 

"The  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords  has 
passed  thy  threshold.  Is  thy  spirit  ready  to  re- 
ceive Him?" 

"  It  is,  father." 

"  Hast  thou  confessed  thy  sins  ?  " 

"  Holy  father,  no." 

"  Confess  thyself,  then,  that  thy  sins  may  be 
forgiven,  and  thy  name  recorded  in  the  Book  of 
Life." 

And,  turning  to  the  kneeling  crowd  around,  he 
waved  his  hand  for  them  to  retire,  and  was  left 
alone  with  the  sick  girl.  He  seated  himself  be- 
side her  pillow,  and  the  subdued  whisper  of  the 
confession  mingled  with  the  murmur  of  the  even- 
ing air,  which  lifted  the  heavy  folds  of  the  cur- 
tains, and  stole  in  upon  the  holy  scene.  Poor 
Jacqueline  had  few  sins  to  confess, — a  secret 
thought  or  two  towards  the  pleasures  and  delights 
of  the  world, — a  wish  to  live,  unuttered,  but 
which,  to  the  eye  of  her  self-accusing  spirit, 
seemed  to  resist  the  wise  providence  of  God; — no 
more.  The  confession  of  a  meek  and  lowly  heart 
is  soon  made.  The  door  was  again  opened;  the 
attendants  entered,  and  knelt  around  the  bed,  and 
the  priest  proceeded, — 

"And  now  prepare  thyself  to  receive  with  con- 
trite heart  the  Body  of  our  Blessed  Lord  and 


Redeemer.  Dost  thou  believe  that  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
born  of  the  Virgin  Mary  ?  " 

"  I  believe." 

And  all  present  joined  in  the  solemn  response, — 

"  I  believe." 

"Dost  thou  believe  that  the  Father  is  God,  that 
the  Son  is  God,  and  that  the  Holy  Spirit  is  God, — 
three  persons  and  one  God? " 

"I  believe." 

"  Dost  thou  believe  that  the  Son  is  seated  on  the 
right  hand  of  the  Majesty  on  high,  whence  He 
shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead?" 

"I  believe." 

"  Dost  thou  believe  that  by  the  holy  Sacraments 
of  the  Church  thy  sins  are  forgiven  thee,  and  that 
thus  thou  art  made  worthy  of  eternal  life?" 

"  I  believe." 

"Dost  thou  pardon,  with  all  thy  heart,  all  who 
have  offended  thee  in  thought,  word,  or  deed  ? " 

"I  pardon  them." 

"And  dost  thou  ask  pardon  of  God  and  thy 
neighbor  for  all  offences  thou  hast  committed 
against  them,  either  in  thought,  word,  or  deed?  " 

"I  do!" 

"Then  repeat  after  me, — O  Lord  Jesus,  I  am 
not  worthy,  nor  do  I  merit,  that  thy  Divine  Maj- 
esty should  enter  this  poor  tenement  of  clay;  but, 
according  to  Thy  holy  promises,  be  my  sins 
forgiven,  and  my  soul  washed  white  from  all 
transgressions." 

Then  taking  a  consecrated  Host  from  the  vase, 
he  placed  it  between  the  lips  of  the  dying  girl, 
and,  while  the  assistant  sounded  the  little  silver 
bell,  said, — 

"  Corpus  Domini  nostri  Jem  Christi  custodiat 
animam  tuam  in  vitam  (eternam." 

And  the  kneeling  crowd  smote  their  breasts  and 
responded  in  one  solemn  voice, — 

"  Amen ! " 

The  priest  then  took  a  little  golden  rod,  and 
dipping  it  in  holy  oil,  anointed  the  invalid  upon 
the  hands,  feet,  and  breast,  in  the  form  of  the 
Cross.  When  these  ceremonies  were  completed, 
the  priest  and  his  attendants  retired,  leaving  the 
mother  alone  with  her  dying  child,  who,  from  the 
exhaustion  caused  by  the  preceding  scene,  sank 
into  a  deathlike  sleep. 

"  Between  two  worlds  life  hovered  like  a  star, 

'Twixt  night  and  morn,  upon  the  horizon's  verge." 

The  long  twilight  of  the  summer  evening  stole 
on;  the  shadows  deepened  without,  and  the  night- 
lamp  glimmered  feebly  in  the  sick-chamber;  but 
still  she  slept.  She  was  lying  with  her  hands 
clasped  upon  her  breast, — her  pallid  cheek  rest- 
ing upon  the  pillow,  and  her  bloodless  lips  apart, 
but  motionless  and  silent  as  the  sleep  of  death. 
Not  a  breath  interrupted  the  silence  of  her  slum- 
ber. Not  a  movement  of  the  heavy  and  sunken 
eyelid,  not  a  trembling  of  the  lip,  not  a  shadow 
on  the  marble  brow,  told  \vhen  the  spirit  took  its 
flight.  It  passed  to  a  better  world  than  this : — 

"There's  a  perpetual  spring, — perpetual  youth ; 
No  joint-benumbing  cold,  nor  scorching  heat 
Famine,  nor  age,  have  any  being  there." 
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The  Maternity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 


BY  ELIZA  ALLEN   STARR. 

On  the  wall  of  one  of  those  mammoth  Exposi- 
tion buildings  peculiar  to  our  day,  is  a  picture, 
so  small  that  a  child  could  span  it  as  to  length  or 
breadth,  so  small,  indeed,  that  we  almost  wonder 
how  the  gross  oil-colors  could  be  manipulated  to 
express  such  minute  forms  and  such  microscopic 
graces.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  charms  of  this 
miniature  in  oil;  for  it  possesses  not  only  the 
charms  of  color  and  of  composition,  but  of  ex- 
pression. In  the  crowded  rooms,  oa  wkose  still- 
ness breaks  the  monotonous  whirl  of  distaat  ma- 
chinery and  the  bustle  of  a  multitude  scattered 
over  the  vast  area  roofed  in  for  an  Exposition-hall, 
the  tide  gathers  continually  before  this  small 
picture;  often,  it  may  be,  without  distinctly  re- 
cognizing its  artistic  merits,  but  drawn  irresist- 
ibly by  the  subject — a  young  mother  and  her 
infant.  There  are  no  accessories  in  this  picture. 
The  young  mother  is  suckling  her  babe  like  every 
other  mother  in  any  of  the  countries,  large  or 
small,  which  make  up  the  mighty  continents  of 
the  world.  The  air  of  the  young  mother's  head, 
the  half  smile  on  the  lips,  the  eyes  looking  down 
upon  the  infant  at  her  breast,  the  eyes  of  the 
babe  responding  to  the  eyes  of  the  mother,  the 
smile  of  the  babe  responding  also  to  hers,  are 
only  what  is  seen  in  thousands  of  homes  every 
hour  of  the  day  somewhere  in  the  world ;  and 
this  is  the  precise  charm  of  the  picture.  It  recalls 
to  the  spectator  either  a  scene  of  long  ago  or  a 
scene  of  to-day,  and  all  pause  before  it  to  pay  the 
tribute  of  admiration  to  one  of  the  most  familiar 
and  the  most  beautiful  of  maternal  offices,  exactly 
as  it  exists  in  Asia,  Africa,  Europe  and  America. 
The  picture  belongs  to  the  natural  order  of  human 
life  and  human  affection,  and  is  as  universal  as 


humanity  itself,  irrespective  of  rank,  or  even  of 
civilization. 

But  here  is  another  picture,  and  the  crowd 
pauses  before  it,  drawn  by  an  attraction  as  irresist- 
ible as  nature  and  grace  combined.  This,  also, 
represents  a  young  Mother  and  her  Infant;  but 
into  this  natural  relation  some  element  has  been 
admitted  far  above  the  experiences  of  humanity 
under  its  ordinary  conditions.  There  is  the  same 
turning  of  the  young  mother's  head,  there  is  all 
the  sweetness  of  maternity  in  the  half  smile,  there 
is  the  same  going  forth  of  the  mother's  heart  and 
soul  through  the  mother's  eyes;  there  is,  too,  all 
the  innocent  response  in  the  eyes  and  face  of  the 
Babe,  for  they  speak  to  each  other  in  that  lan- 
guage which  needs  no  voice,  no  sound  to  convey 
its  meaning;  but  there  is  something  more  than 
happy  maternity,  something  more  than  infantine 
affection  in  this  picture.  This  Mother  not  only 
loves  her  Babe,  but  she  adores  Him.  This  Child, 
not  only  responds  to  His  mother's  smile  but  He  il- 
luminates her  soul,  glorifies  her  intelligence,  com- 
pletely satisfies  her  love,  and  gives  her  thereby 
a  foretaste  of  heaven,  since  heaven  itself  beams 
upon  her  through  the  eyes  of  her  Babe.  The 
sweetness  of  the  natural  affection  and  the  joys  of 
the  Humanity  are  so  far  from  being  destroyed  by 
their  union  with  the  Divinity,  that  we  see,  for  the 
first  time,  the  transfiguration  of  the  holiest  tie  this 
side  of  heaven.  Perugino,  in  this  mystical  pic- 
ture, has  kept  all  the  graces  of  infancy,  all  the 
joys  of  maternity,  but  has  set  them  within  the 
aureole  of  the  Incarnation ;  for  the  picture  is  one 
of  Our  Lady  and  her  loving  Child,  Jesus.  More- 
over, there  is  not  one  unsophisticated  heart  in 
Asia,  Africa,  Europe  or  America,  which  would 
not  catch  the  inspiration  peculiar  to  this  picture 
and  to  all  of  the  kind.  It  would  find  no  difficulty 
in  interpreting  the  kneeling  figure  of  the  Mother, 
or  the  clasp  of  the  Mother's  hands;  but  yielding 
to  that  inherited  looking  for  a  Redeemer  urtiver- 
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sal  in  our  fallen  world,  would  recognize  the  In- 
fant Redeemer  and  His  Virgin  Mother,  and  adore, 
with  her,  the  Fruit  of  her  womb.  The  promise 
of  a  Redeemer,  made  to  Adam  and  Eve  when 
driven  from  paradise,  was  made  to  all  mankind 
through  them;  and  something  higher  than  any 
instinct,  viz.:  a  supernatural  expectation,  has 
since  then  been  dropped  into  every  soul  of  man 
as  the  seed  of  a  possible  faith.  The  seed  may 
never  send  forth  the  blade  or  the  full  ear,  but  the 
capacity  for  faith  can  never  be  lacking. 

In  no  other  way  can  we  explain  the  hold  which 
all  the  pictures  of  the  Virgin  Mother  and  Child 
have  had  upon  intelligences  however  rude.  The 
image  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe,  miraculously 
painted  on  the  coarse  blanket  of  a  Mexican  In- 
dian, cannot  be  misunderstood  any  more  than  the 
Madonnas  of  Raphael  or  of  any  other  Christian 
master;  and  moreover  any  and  all  of  these  would 
immediately  suggest  to  the  mind  of  the  spectator 
a  maternity  altogether  supernatural  and  embody- 
ing all  those  traditions  of  a  divine  Maternity  scat- 
tered through  the  imperfect  religions  of  mankind. 
It  follows,  then,  that  the  Feast  of  the  Maternity  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  is  one  that  must  have 
been  kept  by  anticipation  in  every  heart  true  to  its 
inherited  expectation  before  the  Advent  of  our 
Lord,  and  is  now  kept  by  the  Church  with  all  the 
joys  peculiar  to  the  fulfilment  of  the  promise 
made  at  the  gates  of  Paradise  when  they  were 
closed  behind  Adam  and  Eve.  The  mysteries  of 
the  Annunciation,  of  the  Visitation,  of  the  Nativ- 
ity, are  all  summed  up  in  this  Feast,  appointed  to 
one  of  the  Sundays  in  October;  which,  thus,  like 
the  sheaf  of  ripe  wheat,  or  the  full  ear  of  yellow 
maize,  or  the  purple  cluster  of  the  autumn  vin- 
tage, concentrates  in  itself  all  the  budding  graces 
of  spring,  all  the  sunshine  and  the  bloom  of  sum- 
mer. Nor  can  we  overlook  the  fact  that  these 
four  Sundays  of  October  which  are  four  Feasts  to 
honor  her,  in  the  devotion  of  the  Kosary,  in  her 
Holy  Maternity,  Immaculate  Purity,  and  Invinci- 
ble Patronage,  come  to  us  in  the  Month  of  the  An- 
gels. To  Mary,  as  Queen  of  Angels,  we  must  then 
have  a  special  devotion,  since  they  have  procured 
for  us  these  gracious  Feasts.  To  Mary,  as  Queen 
of  Angels,  let  us  address  ourselves  with  ever-in- 
creasing fervor,  and  let  us  beseech  these  celestial 
friends  to  obtain  for  us  a  more  intelligent  appre- 
hension of  the  relations  existing  between  us  and 
Mary — their  Queen,  but  our  Mother. 


WHEN  we  die  we  make  restitution;  we  give 
back  to  the  earth  what  we  received  from  it.  A 
little  morsel  of  dust  about  the  size  of  a  nut:  this 
is  what  we  shall  become.  We  have  much  indeed 
to  be  proud  of! — Cure  of  An. 


The  Harvest  and  Vintage  of  St.  Wenceslaus.* 

I  cannot  consecrate  the  bread, 
Nor  can  poor  words  from  lips  of  mine 

Command  the  Sacred  Blood,  once  shed, 
To  take  the  humble  form  of  wine. 

But  I  will  reap  the  radiant  wheat, 
Will  gather  grapes  so  richly  dyed, 

Destined  Love's  wonders  to  complete, 
As  veils  behind  which  God  can  hide. 

O,  precious  wheat!    O,  priceless  fruit! 

Ordained  for  such  a  glorious  end, 
God,  God  alone  could  institute 

Such  gifts  as  in  your  species  blend. 

" This  is  My  Body;"  and  the  bread 
Our  Lord  uplifted,  blest  and  brake; 

"This  is  My  Blood,"  our  dear  Lord  said, 
And  drained  life's  chalice  for  our  sake. 

"As  often  as  ye  do  these  things 

My  death  ye  shall  commemorate; 
My  death,  which  life  eternal  brings, 
As  often  as  ye  consecrate." 

Dear  legacy  of  love  divine! 

Sweet  pledge  of  everlasting  bliss! 
Flow;  gracious  mysteries,  in  the  wine; 

Hide  in  the  Bread  Faith's  deep  abyss! 

"Take  ye  and  eat!"    Divine  command 

Which  makes  of  each  a  cherished  guest; 
How  doubt  His  love  who  thus  hath  planned 
Of  our  weak  love  so  mild  a  test  ? 

No  servile  hand  shall  pluck  the  grain, 

The  golden  glory  of  the  year; 
A  king,  I  go  in  festal  train, 

Yet  reap  in  penitential  fear. 

O,  pendent  clusters  of  the  vine, 
My  labor  angels  well  might  share, 

Since  from  your  veins  so  soon  the  wine 
Shall  flow,  that  angels  trembling  bear. 

Sweet  Vintage!    Blissful  harvest  given, 
Where  soon  shall  centre  every  good! 

The  Bread  that  cometh  down  from  Heaven; 
The  Chalice  of  the  Precious  Blood! 

With  awe  I  claim  a  monarch's  right, 
To  honor  thus  my  earthly  crown ; 

Then  prostrate  'neath  the  Altar's  light 
Will  cast  my  harvest  burden  down. 


*  St.  Wenceslaus,  Ring  of  Bohemia,  forgetting  in 
some  manner  his  royal  dignity,  or  rather  enhancing  it 
by  a  remarkable  act  piety,  reaped  himself  the  wheat 
during  the  harvest,  and  gathered  the  grapes  during 
the  vintage,  necessary  for  the  celebration  of  the  Mass. 
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Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XI.— (CONTINUED.) 

"  The  Princess  Dimitri-DouskoT  sat  waiting,  an- 
gry and  fuming  that  her  messenger  did  not  return, 
and  imagining  frightful  things  that  made  her 
shudder  there  amongst  her  soft,  warm  cushions  to 
think  of,  when  her  door  opened  and  Feodor  stood, 
half  hesitating,  upon  the  threshold. 

"  I  found  her,  your  highness!" 

"Where?  in  Moscow?  Shut  the  door,  sirrah!" 
she  exclaimed,  angrily.  "  Where  have  you  been 
all  this  time  ?" 

Then  he  told  her,  with  many  interruptions  from 
herself, — so  little  patience  had  she  with  his  ram- 
bling style  of  relating  the  story, — of  how  the  hut 
was  fastened  within,  and  how  long  it  took  them 
trying  to  make  themselves  heard,  and  how  at  last 
they  were  obliged  to  break  the  door  down,  and 
how  near  death  they  had  found  Tatiana,  and  that 
all  she  seemed  to  want  upon  earth  was  to  see  the 
young  Count. 

She  was  silent,  in  deep  thought  for  several  min- 
utes, with  an  anxious,  grim  look  upon  her  face. 
At  last  she  spoke.  "  Go  to  'Lizbeth,  the  scullery 
maid, — lose  no  time  about  it, — and  tell  her  to  take 
one  of  the  men  and  go  to  Tatiana's  hut  to  watch 
with  her  and  wait  upon  her  through  the  night; 
d'ye  hear?"  exclaimed  the  Princess,  strangely  ex- 
cited, bringing  her  foot  down  with  a  sharp  tap 
upon  the  floor. 

Feodor  was  off  like  an  arrow  out  of  a  bow,  glad 
that  he  had  escaped  without  being  forced  to  say  a 
word  about  the  message  to  the  young  Count  and 
the  gold  Tatiana  had  given  him.  Again  she 
touched  her  bell,  and  her  maid  appeared. 

"  Send  Isaac  to  me  instantly,"  she  said,  in  brief, 
stern  tones,  which  always  warned  those  whom 
she  addressed  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost  in  doing 
her  behests. 

"  Oh,  I  am  glad,  so  glad  that  Dimitri  is  away !" 
she  exclaimed,  walking  up  and  down  the  length 
of  her  room,  after  the  woman  had  gone  out  and 
closed  the  door.  "  Oh,  if  she  will  only  die  before 
he  gets  back  all  will  be  safe!" 

Old  Isaac,  the  steward,  lost  no  time  in  obeying 
her  summons,  and  now  stood  before  her,  silently 
awaiting  her  orders.  She  dropped  among  the 
cushions  of  her  chair,  her  breath  short  and  quick. 

"  Tatiana  is  ill ;  perhaps  she  is  dying.  I  don't 
know  what  ails  her;  she  may  have  a  malignant 
fever,  or  smallpox,  and  she  is  asking  for  Dimitri. 
He  must  not  go  near  her;  call  the  people  together 
and  command  them,  under  pain  of  my  displeasure 


and  severe  punishment,  to  say  no  word  of  her  to 
him  when  he  comes  back,  for  he  would  go  straight 
away,  reckless  of  all  danger  from  disease,  he  loves 
her  so." 

"  Your  highness  shall  be  obeyed,"  replied  the 
steward. 

She  could  read  nothing  except  stolid  indiffer- 
ence in  his  countenance;  if  she  could  only  have 
caught  a  glimpse  of  what  was  passing  in  the  man's 
heart,  which  was  all  in  revolt  against  her  cruelty 
to  an  old  and  faithful  servant  who  lay  dying,  it 
would  have  gone  hard  with  him;  but,  like  most 
other  mortals,  she  saw  only  that  which  lay  upon 
the  surface,  and  it  was  well  for  him  that  it  was  so. 

"  And — I  had  forgotten — send  post  haste — take 
the  best  horses  and  the  swiftest  running  sleds  for 
Dr.  Pestel ;  let  there  be  no  loitering.  And  remem- 
ber: Count  Dimitri  must  hear  no  hint  about  Tati- 
ana's being  ill.!' 

"  Your  will  is  law,  your  highness.  I  will  do 
my  best  to  have  your  orders  obeyed." 

"And  he  did  try  honestly  to  do  so;  and  as  far  as 
the  servants  of  the  household,  and  others  belong- 
ing to  the  offices,  were  concerned,  what  with 
threats  and  promises  of  reward  he  sealed  every 
lip,  for  your  Russian  of  the  lower  classes  has  but 
small  interest  beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  his  own 
affairs,  his  life  is  so  serious  a  hand-to-hand  strug- 
gle for  him.  "  It  is  fate," — said  Feodor  to  himself 
after  receiving  the  order,  which  appeared  to  his 
narrow  views  to  absolve  him  from  the  promise  he 
had  made  to  the  lonely,  dying  woman — "it  is  fate; 
I  meant  to  keep  my  word,  but  how  can  I  now, 
without  having  my  tongue  slit,  and  my  back 
lashed  ?"  He  rattled  the  gold  pieces  in  his  pocket, 
and  felt  very  comfortable;  for  who  would  ever 
know?  she  would  be  dead  before  midnight;  and 
if  she  died  before  Count  Dimitri  came  there  was 
small  blame  for  him."  The  other  two  neither  rea- 
soned nor  cared,  but  drank  kwas  until  they  tum- 
bled upon  the  floor  in  a  drunken  sleep. 

Dr.  Pestel  had  come,  administered  an  elixir  to 
his  patient,  to  be  repeated  every  half  hour,  told 
'Lizbeth — who  took  herself  off  the  moment  he  went 
away,  leaving  the  man  to  watch — that  she  had  but 
few  hours  to  live;  and, promising  to  see  her  again 
as  early  as  possible  the  next  morning,  jumped  into 
the  covered  sled  that  had  been  sent  for  him,  piled 
wraps  and  rugs  around  himself,  and  was  rsff, 
hoping  to  be  at  home  in  an  hour's  time.  But  just 
as  he  reached  the  lodge  gates,  which  had  been 
kept  open  for  him,  in  rushed  the  horses  and  tro'ika 
of  Count  Dimitri,  almost  upsetting  his  smal Id- 
turnout. 

"  Helloa  there !  who  are  you, — friend  or  foe  ?" 
shouted  Dimitri,  as  Ivan  pulled  up  his  horses,  not 
knowing  what  mischief  had  been  done. 
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"You  came  near  having  a  friend  less,  Count;  it 
is  Pestel,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  I  hope  my  aunt  is  not  ill  ?"  inquired  the  boy 
sobered  to  sudden  gravity  by  the  thought. 

"  Oh  no !  no !  it  is  only  the  old  Tartar  nurse.  I 
think  she  is  dying." 

Dimitri  felt  as  if  a  bolt  of  icehad  suddenly  gone 
through  his  heart;  for  if  she  died,  and  he  not  there, 
how  would  he  ever  find  out  the  mystery  of  his  life  ? 
Besides,  he  loved  the  faithful  old  nurse,  and  his 
ruddy  cheeks  grew  white  as  he  asked:  "Do  you 
think  I  may  get  there  in  time?" 

"It  may  be,  Count:  I  cannot  promise!" 

"What  then  is  your  calling  worth, "  flamed  out 
the  boy,  in  a  fury,  "  if  it  cannot  prolong  life  ? "  It 
is  charlatanism  and  humbug." 

"We  hare  no  power  over  death;  when  his  fiat 
goes  forth  we  lay  aside  our  drugs  and  go." 

"  How  can  you  tell  ?  Nobody  knows !  I  tell  you 
if  I  find  that  woman  dead  when  I  reach  her  I'll 
hold  you  answerable !  "  cried  the  boy,  hotly. 

"  Good  night,  Count  Dimitri,"  was  the  only  re- 
ply Dr.  Pestel  vouchsafed  as  he  gave  signal  to  his 
driver  to  more  on.  Count  Dimitri  little  knew  how 
much  he  was  indebted  to  this  casual  meeting  with 
the  doctor,  or  he  would  have  behaved  quite  differ- 
ently; but  the  grave,  well-bred  adieu,  in  such  con- 
trast to  his  offensive  language,  spoken  with  quiet 
dignity,  made  him  ashamed  of  his  impetuosity. 

"Drive  on,  Ivan;  we  are  losing  time.  If  you 
fellows  will  excuse  me" — he  said  to  his  compan- 
ions— "  I'll  leave  you  before  we  get  to  the  hall- 
door  ;  make  yourselves  at  home,  and  call  for  what- 
ever you  want,  please." 

They  had  no  idea — those  gay  young  fellows — 
why  he  should  bother  himself  so  because  a  miser- 
able old  serf  was  dying ;  but  they  were  too  well- 
mannered  to  attempt  to  chaff  or  thwart  him  about  it, 
seeing  that  he  was  troubled,  and  assured  him  that 
they  would  take  care  of  themselves,  and  that  he 
might  leave  them  just  as  soon  as  he  was  ready. 

"Thanks,  and  aurevoir"  he  answered,  as,  a  few 
moments  later,  he  called  to  Ivan  to  halt,  sprang 
out  of  the  troika  and  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 

"He  says  that  his  Tartar  blood  flies  to  his  head 
sometimes,"  said  one  of  the  young  fellows  to  his 
companions. 

"It  is  in  the  ascendancy  to-night,  for  his  mood 
has  been  atrocious;  did  you  notice  what  a  frenzy 
possessed  him  to  get  on  faster,  faster,  faster,  until 
Ivan  swore  his  horses  would  drop  dead  if  further 
goaded.  But  he  gets  in  this  way  sometimes  at 
college." 

In  fact  the  fine  animals  were  literally  sheathed 
in  ice,  and  by  the  time  the  troika  drew  up  under 
the  port  cochere  they  were  panting  and  nearly  spent 
with  the  wild  speed  of  their  journey:  icicles  dan- 


gled from  their  flowing  manes  and  tails,  the  vapor 
from  their  bodies  had  congealed  into  crystals  as 
quickly  as  thrown  off  by  their  violent  exertions, 
and  frozen  froth  hung  from  their  lips,  giving  them 
altogether  the  appearance  of  phantom  horses  as 
seen  by  poets  in  their  dreams,  while  their  driver, 
old  Ivan,  his  thick  grizzly  beard  literally  bristling 
with  shining  points  and  flakes  of  ice,  looked  like 
a  grotesque  bronze  girandole  when  the  light  from 
the  entrance  lamps  fell  upon  him.  No  one  noticed 
when  the  young  men  ran  into  the  dimly-lighted 
anteroom  that  Dimitri  was  not  with  them ;  the 
servants  who  were  up  had  been  indulging  in  kwas 
— perhaps  something  stronger — and  were  half 
asleep ;  they  were  told  that  they  would  find  refresh- 
ment in  their  apartments,  and  they  lost  no  time  in 
getting  to  them;  lights  were  extinguished,  and  the 
drowsy  attendants,  sure  that  the  young  Count  was 
safe  from  hearing  ill  news  for  the  night  at  least, 
went  to  bed  with  easy  consciences. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  Sketch   of  the  Church   in  Upper   Califor- 
nia.—(No.  40 

BY  REV.  J.  ADAM. 

When  we  speak  of  a  nation  that  has  been  sub- 
dued by  a  foreign  power,  the  inquisitive  mind 
naturally  inquires  the  name  of  him  who  was  the 
leading  spirit  in  its  subjugation,  and  the  circum. 
stances  of  his  life.  Every  great  conquest  pre- 
supposes a  conqueror,  every  great  battle  a  gen- 
eral whose  skill  and  military  prowess  obtained 
the  victory.  The  conquest  of  Mexico  brings  to 
our  mind  a  Donoso  Cortes,  and  the  conversion  of 
a  people  or  nation  to  the  faith  gives  an  apostle. 
What  would  have  become  of  the  Gentiles  without 
a  St.  Paul  to  convert  them — what  of  Ireland  with- 
out its  St.  Patrick — of  Germany  without  a  St.  Bon- 
iface— of  Japan  and  the  East  Indies  without  a  St. 
Francis  Xavier — and,  we  may  add,  of  Upper  Cali- 
fornia without  the  zeal  and  energy  of  a  Serra,  for  we 
may  well  consider  him  the  Apostle  of  the  coun. 
try — one  to  whom,  under  God,  is  mainly  due  its 
conversion  to  the  faith. 

MICHAEL  JOSEPH  SERRA,  was  a  native  of  the 
Island  of  Mallorca,  and  was  born  on  the  24th  of 
November,  1713.  His  parents,  Antonio  Serra  and 
Margaret  Ferrer,  were  remarkable  for  their  indus- 
try and  piety,  and  they  had  Michael  Joseph  bap- 
tized on  the  day  of  his  birth.  They  iustucted 
him  from  early  childhood  in  the  fear  and  love 
of  God,  and  used  frequently  to  bring  him  to  the 
church  and  convent  of  San  Bernardino,  where  the 
religious,  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  formed  a 
great  attachment  to  the  child. 
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In  his  early  boyhood  Michael  showed  a  great 
predilection  for  the  Franciscan  Order  and  its 
coarse  habit,  and  his  parents  noticing  this  sent 
him  to  Pahna,  then  the  capital,  and  placed  him 
under  the  care  of  a  priest  there  who  taught  him  to 
say  the  Office  at  the  same  time  that  he  prosecuted 
his  studies  in  philosophy.  Shortly  afterwards 
Michael  presented  himself  to  the  Provincial  of  the 
Franciscans,  humbly  asking  admission  to  the 
Order;  but  not  being  yet  of  a  sufficient  age,  he 
had  to  wait  for  some  time  longer,  and  it  was  not 
until  the  14th  of  September,  1730,  he  being  then 
in  his  sixteenth  year,  that  he  received  the  habit  in 
the  Convent  of  Jesus.  During  his  novitiate  he  ex* 
hibited  a  fervor  that  was  truly  exemplary,  and  paid 
great  attention  to  the  observance  of  the  rules.  His 
chief  delight  was  found  in  continually  poring  over 
the  chronicles  and  reading  the  lives  of  the  saints 
who  had  up  to  that  time  illustrated  the  history  of  the 
religious  family  of  which  he  had  become  a  member, 
increasing  still  more  the  filial  affection  he  already 
entertained  for  it.  He  was  more  particularly  at- 
tracted towards  the  lives  of  those  who  had  devoted 
themselves  to  the  conversion  of  idolatrous  nations, 
and  he  gradually  imbibed  a  like  spirit  and  an  ardent 
desire  to  follow  in  their  footsteps.  After  a  year's 
novitiate,  young  Serra  was  admitted  to  religious 
profession,  which  he  made  on  the  15th  of  Septem- 
ber, 1731,  taking  the  name  of  Juniper,  on  account 
of  the  great  regard  he  had  for  St.  Francis'  compan- 
ion of  that  name — one  whom  the  seraphic  founder 
himself  held  in  the  highest  esteem,  and  said  of  him 
that  he  would  like  to  have  "  a  whole  forest  of  such 
precious  Junipers." 

Father  Serra  used  to  remark  that  with  his  relig- 
ious profession  all  good  came  to  him — "Venerunt 
miki  omnia  bona  pariter  cam  ilia,."  His  health, 
which  before  had  been  delicate,  gradually  im- 
proved thenceforward,  and  from  being  very  di- 
minutive of  stature  he  grew  to  the  ordinary  height. 
Immediately  after  his  profession  he  commenced  a 
course  of  philosophy  and  theology,  and  made  such 
advancement  in  these  sciences  that  before  his  or- 
dination he  was  appointed  to  teach  philosophy  to 
a  class  of  over  seventy  pupils,  many  of  whom 
were  post-graduates.  He  afterwards  obtained  the 
degree  of  doctor  of  divinity. 

But  Father  Serra  did  not  allow  his  studies  to 
absorb  his  whole  time  and  attention;  he  also  de- 
voted himself  to  the  spiritual  welfare  of  his  neigh- 
bor, as  well  as  to  his  own  advancement  towards 
perfection.  He  became  so  famous  a  pulpit  orator 
that  he  was  chosen  to  preach  the  Lenten  sermons, 
and  was  the  means  of  obtaining  the  conversion  of 
many  hardened  sinners.  One  of  the  professors, 
who  was  himself  a  man  of  great  eloquence  and 
learning,  after  hearing  Father  Juniper  preach  one 


day,  said  that  "  his  sermon  deserved  to  be  printed 
in  letters  of  gold." 

Such  was  our  apostle,  previous  to  his  mission 
among  the  Indians  of  California.  Yet  notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  he  had  gained  himself  such 
honor  and  distinction  at  home,  and  was  the  means 
of  doing  much  for  the  honor  and  glory  of  God  and 
the  salvation  of  souls,  his  great  desire  was  to  be 
an  instrument  of  God's  mercy  to  the  benighted 
savages  on  the  foreign  missions,  and  a  means  of 
drawing  them  to  the  knowledge  and  worship  of 
the  true  God.  To  this  end  he  made  several  no- 
venas,  and  practiced  other  devotions,  in  order  to 
obtain  his  superiors'  permission.  This  was  finally 
granted,  and  Mexico  was  assigned  as  the  field  of 
his  labors. 

Having  preached  the  Lent  for  the  last  time  in 
his  native  place,  he  bade  his  parents  an  affection- 
ate farewell,  without  however  informing  them  of 
his  intention  of  going  abroad,  and  embarked  in  an 
English  vessel  for  his  new  field  of  missionary 
work.  During  the  early  part  of  the  voyage,  the 
captain,  who  was  a  Protestant,  kept  continually 
disputing  with  him  on  religious  matters;  and, 
being  always  worsted,  he  wTould  get  angry,  and 
more  than  once  threatened  to  throw  him  over- 
board. On  one  of  these  occasions,  being  heated 
with  argument,  he  placed  a  dagger  at  the  throat 
of  the  mission aiy  and  threatened  to  kill  him.  The 
good  Father  afterwards  told  his  companions  that 
probably  without  having  to  go  to  the  Indies  for  it 
they  would  discover  a  mine  more  precious  than 
gold,  and  obtain  the  glorious  crown  of  martyrdom. 
It  seems,  however,  that  the  captain  cooled  down 
after  having  slept  on  the  matter,  and  did  not  mo- 
lest them  during  the  remainder  of  the  voyage. 

In  Cadiz  they  met  with  others  destined  to  be 
their  co-laborers  on  the  mission,  and  they  sailed 
thence  on  the  28th  of  August,  1749,  their  number 
now  increased  to  twenty.  It  took  them  ninety- 
nine  days  to  reach  Vera  Cruz,  and  their  provisions 
and  water  being  scarce  they  had  to  suffer  many 
hardships  during  a  portion  of  the  voyage.  Father 
Juniper  never  complained,  however,  but  was  often 
heard  animating  the  others  to  bear  their  sufferings 
with  patience.  To  those  who  complained  of  thirst, 
he  would  reply:  "  I  have  discovered  the  secret  of 
keeping  free  from  thirst — it  is  to  eat  little  and  to 
speak  less."  He  beard  confessions  while  on  board, 
and  celebrated  Mass  every  day. 

In  the  middle  of  October  they  stopped  at  Porto 
Rico,  in  order  to  tak#  in  a  supply  of  fresh  water 
and  provisions.  Here  some  of  the  religious  hav- 
ing gone  ashore  to  visit  a  neighboring  hermitage, 
Father  Juniper  among  them,  the  director  gave 
him  permission  to  make  a  few  remarks  after  the 
recitation  of  the  Rosary,  whereupon  he  turned  to 
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the  people  and  iijformed  them  that  on  the  morrow 
they  would  commence  a  mission  at  the  Cathedral, 
which  would  continue  until  their  vessel  was  ready 
to  leave  the  harbor.  This  announcement  aston- 
ished the  superior,  but  when  he  afterwards  asked 
the  Father  why  it  was  that  he  announced  a  mission 
without  being  authorized  to  do  so,  the  latter  re- 
plied that  he  had  on  the  previous  evening  under- 
stood him,  the  superior,  to  say  that  it  was  his  wish 
he  should  announce  it.  The  mission  was  accord- 
ingly given,  and  lasted  fifteen  days,  and  the  result 
of  this  happy  mistake  was  that  not  a  single  person 
on  the  island  remained  without  going  to  confes- 
sion. 

At  the  close  of  the  mission  the  vessel  was  ready, 
and  they  set  sail  for  Vera  Cruz.  When  within 
sight  of  land  off  that  port,  a  furious  storm  arose 
from  the  north,  which  lasted  several  days,  and 
they  were  in  imminent  danger  of  being  lost. 
When  all  hopes  were  given  up,  they  invoked  St. 
Barbara  to  intercede  for  them,  and  the  storm  im- 
mediately abated.  They  reached  Vera  Cruz  on 
the  7th  of  December,  the  eve  of  the  Feast  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  and  when  all  had  safely 
landed  there  was  a  solemn  High  Mass  of  thanks- 
giving celebrated  in  honor  of  their  patroness,  St. 
Barbara,  to  whom  under  God  they  attributed  their 
late  deliverance  from  shipwreck.  Father  Juniper 
preached  the  sermon  on  the  occasion,  and  he  drew 
such  a  touching  picture  of  the  vicissitudes  and 
dangers  of  the  long  voyage  that  both  Franciscans 
and  Dominicans  were  astonished  at  his  eloquence. 

The  missionaries  were  kindly  provided  by  the 
Government  with  conveyances  from  Santa  Cruz  to 
Mexico,  in  order  to  prevent  the  disastrous  effects 
which  they  might  experience  from  the  sudden 
change  of  climate,  but  Father  Juniper  asked  and 
obtained  permission  to  make  the  journey  on  foot, 
in  case  he  could  find  one  of  his  fellow-missionaries 
who  would  be  willing  to  accompany  him.  One 
of  them  having  consented,  they  accordingly  set 
out  on  foot,  and  Divine  Providence  mercifully 
provided  for  them  during  the  long  and  painful 
journey.  Father  Juniper,  however,  began  to  suc- 
cumb ere  they  had  reached  the  end  of  their  route; 
his  feet  became  fearfully  swollen,  and  one  of  his 
limbs  bore  the  marks  of  this  painful  journey  until 
the  day  of  his  death.  They  arrived  at  the  cele- 
brated sanctuary  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadalupe,  dis- 
tant about  a  league  from  the  city  of  Mexico,  on 
Hie  31st  of  December,  celebrated  Mass  there  the 
r.ext  day,  and  then  went  to  join  their  brothers  in 
i  "I igion  at  the  Apostolic  College  of  San  Fernando. 
1'iie  religious  were  in  the  choir  when  they  arrived, 
:ri  J  without  waiting  for  a  moment's  rest  our  two 
'  r '  .rims  went  there  to  pay  their  visit  to  the  Blessed 
,"  ..  a:nent.  When  coming  out  from  the  church, 


Father  Juniper  said  to  his  companion:  "Father, 
we  are  well  repaid  for  the  fatigues  of  our  journey 
in  the  happiness  of  being  members  of  a  Commun- 
ity which  recites  the  Divine  Office  with  so  much 
devotion  and  such  regard  for  the  pauses." 

His  fervor  during  his  stay  at  the  College  was  so 
ardent  that  he  was  not  satisfied  with  assisting  at 
the  choir  duties  of  the  Professed  Fathers,  but 
would  even  attend  the  exercises  peculiar  to  the 
novices,  and  with  such  devotion  and  fervor  as 
caused  him  to  be  an  object  of  edification  to  the 
latter.  Shortly  after  their  arrival,  as  the  Father 
Guardian  was  one  day  walking  in  the  orchard  with 
some  of  the  religious,  he  expressed  his  satisfaction 
at  the  arrival  of  so  many  of  the  Fathers,  saying 
that  he  could  now  afford  to  send  some  among  the 
pagans  of  the  Mission  of  Sierra  Gorda.  Father  Jn- 
niper,  glowing  with  zealous  enthusiasm,  immedi- 
ately exclaimed :  "Ecceego:  mitteme!"— "Behold 
I  am  ready:  send  me!"  Many  of  the  others, 
following  his  exam  pie,  likewise  offered  themselves. 
He  was  sent  accordingly,  and  among  the  asperities 
of  Sierra  Gorda  he  exercised  his  apostolic  zeal  for 
some  time  in  the  conversion  of  the  Puma  Indians. 

Himself  and  his  co-laborer,  Father  Francis 
Palow — the  writer  of  his  life,  who  was  also  his 
fellow-countryman,  and  his  inseparable  compan- 
ion in  missionary  dnty — left  the  College  for  Sierra 
Gorda  on  the  1st  of  July,  1750.  Father  Juniper, 
as  usual,  preferred  to  make  the  journey  on  foot, 
notwithstanding  the  soreness  of  his  leg.  He  ap- 
plied himself  closely  to  the  study  of  the  language 
of  the  Indians,  taught  them  the  Catechism,  and 
translated  the  principal  prayers  into  their  dialect. 
The  Feasts  of  our  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother 
were  celebrated  with  great  solemnity,  thus  making 
a  powerful  appeal  to  the  senses  of  these  children 
of  nature,  and  impressing  on  their  minds  by  the 
magnificence  of  exterior  rite  and  ceremony  the 
importance  of  the  august  mysteries  of  our  holy 
religion.  The  Holy  Sacrifice  was  also  celebrated 
on  the  minor  feasts,  and  a  sermon  was  preached 
explaining  the  mystery  of  the  day.  The  penitential 
and  affecting  ceremonies  of  Holy  Week  were  fully 
observed,  and  many  persons  from  the  neighboring 
settlements  gathered  to  witness  them,  joining  with 
the  Indians  in  their  devout  practices.  He  incul- 
cated among  his  neophytes  a  tender  devotion  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  especially  to  the  mystery  of 
her  Immaculate  Conception ;  he  taught  them  to 
sing  the  "  Tota  Pulchra,"1  and  they  were  especially 
fond  of  that  verse,  "Thou  art  the  honor  of  our 
people."  They  had  also  a  great  devotion  to  St. 
Michael  the  Archangel  and  to  the  Patriarch  St. 
Joseph. 

The  zeal  of  this  good  father  for  his  spiritual 
children  did  not  allow  him  to  neglect  their  tern- 
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poral  welfare ;  he  endeavored  to  make  ample  pro- 
vision for  their  corporal  necessities,  following  in 
this  respect  such  instructions  as  he  might  have 
received  from  the  Government.  He  taught  them 
to  cultivate  the  soil,  to  raise  cattle;  and,  to  teach 
and  encourage  them,  he  himself  would  give  an 
example  by  plowing  in  the  fields;  so  that  in  a 
short  time  they  were  able  to  obtain  good  crops, 
and  with  the  surplus  of  the  product  of  their  fields 
they  purchased  blankets  and  other  clothing  from 
Mexico. 

The  Mission  was  in  a  flourishing  condition  when 
Father  Juniper  received  a  letter  from  his  superior 
transferring  him  to  the  Apache  Indians  of  Saba. 
With  the  filial  obedience  of  an  affectionate  -son  he 
instantly  obeyed  the  wishes  of  his  superior;  and 
with  a  smile  on  his  face  he  left  his  neophytes  af- 
ter laboring  among  them  with  untiring  zeal  for 
nine  years.  He  took  with  him  as  a  trophy  the 
principal  idol  they  had  been  worshipping  previ- 
ous to  their  conversion  to  Christianity.  It  was 
called  in  the  Indian  language  "  Cachun," — "Mother 
of  the  Sun," — and  had  been  venerated  in  a  small 
temple  on  the  top  of  a  high  mountain. 

The  death  of  the  Viceroy,  however,  prevented 
his  going  among  the  Apaches,  and  he  remained  at 
the  College  of  San  Fernando,  giving  missions  in 
the  neighborhood,  with  great  profit  to  souls,  until 
obedience  sent  him  to  the  conversion  of  the  In- 
dians in  California. 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


The  Devotion  of  the  Sanctuary  Lamp. 

One  of  the  purest  Catholic  instincts  among 
Christians  everywhere  and  in  all  ages,  as  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  in  the  Ages  of  Faith,  is  unques- 
tionably the  devotion  of  the  Lamp  burning  night 
and  day  before  the  Tabernacle  of  the  Living  God. 
To  the  infidel  entering  a  Catholic  church,  the 
Lamp  is  only  an  ornament,  as  would  be  a  chan- 
delier in  a  hall  or  parlor;  but  to  the  Catholic 
heart,  seeking  for  a  blessing  or  a  favor  in  great 
need,  or  a  consolation  ia  a  crushing  sorrow,  the 
Lamp  lighted  up  there,  though  solitary  and  silent, 
is  of  itself  a  revelation,  a  most  precious  declara- 
tion that  God  is  there. 

In  its  mute  and  yet  eloquent  language,  that  soft 
light  speaks  volumes  to  the  true  believer:  it  tells 
him  persuasively,  not  alone  that  God  is  there,  but 
that  He  is  there  to  be  adored,  praised,  loved  and 
thanked;  and  instinctively  the  happy  Christian 
kneels  down  and  offers  his  profound  homages  to 
his  Lord  and  Redeemer,  whose  awful  presence 
has  been  revealed  to  him  by  the  mystical  herald. 

The  Lamp  is  kept  burning  before  every  altar 


on  which  our  Blessed  Lord  resides.  It  stands  there 
in  His  honor,  representing  the  faith  and  the  love 
of  the  Church  towards  her  Divine  Founder  and 
Spouse. 

A  burning  lamp  before  a  Tabernacle  sometimes 
represents  a  congregation,  sometimes  a  family,  and 
sometimes  a  single  individual ;  in  any  case,  it 
stands  there  consuming  itself  in  God's  honor,  in 
perpetual  adoration  and  supplications  in  behalf 
of  those  it  represents.  Who  will  fathom  the  depth 
of  that  inexhaustible  mine  of  riches?  Hence  the 
multitude  of  lamps  in  all  sanctuaries  much  visited 
by  fervent  souls.  It  is  striking,  and  moving,  and 
singularly  edifying  to  behold  in  some  sacred 
shrines  so  many  undying  witnesses  of  the  faith 
and  love  of  devoted  and  burning  hearts. 

At  Cliartres,  in  France,  the  first  sanctuary  in  the 
world  where  our  Blessed  Mother  was  honored 
(even  one  hundred  years  before  her  birth),  the  An- 
nals of  last  month  tell  us  of  ninety-three  lamps 
kept  burning  there  during  the  entire  month; 
and  the  July  number  of  the  same  publication  re- 
ported nearly  an  equal  number.  There,  when  a 
family  or  persons  of  faith  feel  under  special 
obligations  or  need  of  God's  assistance,  they 
most  naturally  resort  to  placing  a  lamp  at  the 
sanctuary  of  Our  Lady  of  Chartres,  for  three  or 
six  or  twelve  months.  The  same  edifying  practice 
begins  to  be  seen  in  this  country ;  a  number  of 
lamps  have  already  been  put  up  around  the  mag- 
nificent one  lately  placed  in  the  Church  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  at  Notre  Dame.  In 
each  of  them,  no  other  oil  is  allowed  to  be  burned 
but  the  pure  Italian  olive  oil,  which  has  been 
lately  imported  by  a  New  York  firm  through  the 
praiseworthy  exertions  of  Mr.  McMaster. 


How  the  Church  of  N  tre  Dame  was  Saved. 

In  a  book  just  published  on  the  "Commune  of 
1871,"  the  Abbe  Riche  relates  the  manner  in  which 
the  Cathedral  of  Notre  Dame  was  saved  from  de- 
struction. On  the  25th  of  May  he  had  been  charged 
by  the  court-martial  with  the  painful  task  of  pre- 
paring for  death  the  insurgents  ordered  to  be  shot 
Among  them  was  a  young  workman,  who,  on 
learning  the  fatal  news,  was  so  overcome  that  he 
fell  to  the  ground.  He  then  struck  his  head  with 
his  hand  and  exclaimed:  "Ah,  I  knew  that  it 
would  bring  me  ill-luck!"  Surprised  at  that  re- 
mark, made  with  an  air  of  poignant  sincerity,  the 
Abb6  begged  him  to  relieve  his  mind  by  stating 
what  he  knew.  The  man  hesitated  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  said :  "  I  will  confess  all  to  you,  but  make 
haste;  in  an  hour  it  will  be  too  late.  Yesterday 
evening  I  myself  carried  to  Notre  Dame  two  bar 
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rels  of  gunpowder  and  two  carboys  of  petroleum. 
I  placed  the  powder  in  the  pipes  of  the  warming 
apparatus,  one  above  and  the  other  below;  the 
petroleum  I  put  one  jar  in  the  large  pulpit,  not 
where  they  preach,  but  near  where  they  sit  (mean- 
ing the  archiepiscopal  throne),  and  the  other  in 
the  loft  under  the  organ.  But  lose  no  time,"  he 
added,  "  in  hastening  to  Notre  Dame  to  hare  them 
removed!  What  hour  is  it?"  he  asked.  "Half- 
past  nine,"  replied  the  Abb6,  looking  at  his  watch. 
"  It  was  between  nine  and  ten  that  the  place  was 
to  be  set  on  fire."  Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost. 
The  almoner  at  once  informed  the  Prorost-Marshal 
of  the  revelation  so  made.  A  body  of  sergents  de- 
ville  left  immediately  for  the  cathedral,  taking 
witli  them  the  condemned  man  as  a  guide.  What 
he  said  proved  exactly  true,  and  some  of  the  chairs 
and  carved  woodwork  were  already  burning;  but 
the  danger  was  averted.  The  Abbe  had  then  a 
really  Christian  inspiration.  Taking  aside  the 
Provost,  he  said :  "  You  cannot  now  shoot  a  man 
to  whose  disclosures  we  owe  the  preservation  of 
Notre  Dame.  Think  that  only  a  few  paces  off  is 
the  Hotel-Dieu,  filled  with  patients.  If  the  church 
had  blown  up,  what  a  terrible  catastrophe  might 
hare  occurred!  You  must  spare  this  man."  A 
council  was  held,  and  the  Abbe  gained  his  point. 
The  man  was  not  executed. 


Letter  From  Geneva. 

GENEVA,  Sept.,  15, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — Geneva  has  been  called  the 
Rome  of  Protestantism,  and  many  an  unthinking  and 
gulled  Protestant  comes  here,  fondly  imagining  that 
it  is  the  nearest  place  on  earth  to  heaven.  He  goes 
down  to  Plain-Palais  graveyard,  and  seeks  out  the 
unpretentious  stone  with  Calvin's  initials,  and  in  his 
pious  fancy  he  peoples  that  spot  with  angels  that 
keep  watch  over  the  hallowed  remains.  What  does 
he  know  of  the  torrents  of  curses  that  used  to  fall 
from  the  angry,  pale  lips  of  John  Calvin?  What  does 
he  know  of  the  savage,  unrelenting  fury  with  which 
he  persecuted  all  those  of  his  followers  who  dared 
to  differ  with  him  in  a  controversy?  What  does  he 
know  of  the  Anabaptists  who  were  roasted  alive  in 
these  streets  to  satisfy  the  rage  of  Calvin,  who  stood 
by  when  the  air  was  pregnant  with  the  sickening 
odor  of  the  seething  flesh,  and 

CURSED   HIS  VICTIMS  IX  THEIR  AOONT? 

John  Calvin's  religion  knew  nothing  of  love,  nothing 
of  the  eight  beatitudes,  the  subject  of  a  divine  pane- 
gyric. His  religion  was  one  of  comminutions,  bolts 
of  divine  vengeance,  fire,  brimstone,  sulphur,  demons 
and  demoniacal  persecutions.  Jesus  Christ  was  not 
preached  as  a  Pelican  of  love,  but  as  a  Judge,  relent- 
less, and  always  appearing  in  fiery  clouds,  amid 
rattling  thunder.  Such  is  the  spirit  which  he  trans- 


mitted to  his  progeny,  and  they  have  preserved  their 
inheritance. 

An  English  Protestant  is  a  difficult  subject  to 
handle,  and  I  would  rather  not  engage  in  a  religious 
talk  with  him.  He  won't  believe  you,  and  a  truth 
must  burst  out  through  the  roots  of  his  hair  before 
he  will  perceive  it.  But  he  is  a  honeycomb  of  sweet- 
ness compared  with  a  Genevan  Calvinist.  The  one 
hates  yon  for  presuming  to  differ  with  him,  and  he'll 
persecute  you  accordingly.  I  appeal  to  the  ecclesi- 
astical legislation  of  the  past  year  in  substantiation 
of  what  I  say. 

To  commemorate  the  establishment  in  Geneva  of  a 
religion  so  terrible,  so  inconsiderate,  and  so  vindictive 
as  the  one  I've  been  speaking  of,  the  Jcune  Oenevois 
— Genevan  Fast — was  instituted;  on  last  Thursday 
the  stores  were  closed,  and  work  suspended.  Every- 
one had  a  holiday  but— the  cooks  and  waiters  in 
the  restanrants  and  cafes,  and  they,  poor  fellows; 
worked  hard — very!  I  shall  say  nothing  about  the 
feats  of  drinking  prowess  performed  in  the  breweries 
throughout  the  city,  merely  adding  parenthetically 
that  on  Friday  morning  the  beer  saloons  were  ex- 
tensively engaged  in  disgorging  empty  barrels.  I 
think  the  fast,  in  the  literal  sense  of  the  term,  fell  on 
Friday,  not  Thursday.  Let  me  mention  a  little  item 
coming  under  my  own  observation,  and  having  con- 
nection with  the  Jeftne  Oenevois.  The  Butcher  ate  an 
unusually  heavy  breakfast  on  the  morning  of  the 
fast.  Quite.natural,  I  hear  you  say;  what  has  he  to 
do  with  the  fast?  Besides,  "  le  beurre  etait  ires  6on.'' 
Nothing,  one  would  naturally  suppose,  and  I  indulged 
in  that  supposition  until  dinner-time,  when  a  revela- 
tion Was  made  which  startled  me  not  a  little,  hard- 
ened and  all  that  I  am  to  the  sight  of  strange  and 
anomalous  things.  He  looked  hungry  when  he  sat 
down  to  dinner,  and  he  confirmed  his  appearance  by 
a  statement  to  that  effect,  for  he  had  been  working, 
he  said.  A  lady  asked  why  the  bells  had  been  ring- 
ing in  the  morning,  especially  tliose  of  Notre  Dame- 
" In  honor  of  the  Jeune  Oenevois"  he  replied.  He  ad- 
ded, moreover,  that  a  service  had  been  performed, 
and  that  he  had  been  the  officiating  clergyman!  A 
Mass  of  thanksgiving  in  a  Catholic  church,  by  a  Cath- 
olic clergyman  who  had  eaten  his  breakfast,  to  com- 
memorate the  establishment  in  Geneva  of  Protestant- 
ism! What  a  history  is  couched  in  that  one  phrase! 
The  usurpation  of  a  church;  sacrilegious  functions 
celebrated  in  it  by  an  apostate  priest,  who  gives  evi- 
dence of  the  extent  of  his  belief  in  the  Real  Presence 
by  eating  his  breakfast  before  celebrating,  and  of  his 
respect  for  conscience  and  his  religion  by  thanking 
God  for  the  establishment  of  another  religion,  the  di- 
rect opposite  of  his  own !  The  vilest  pagan  would  not 
compromise  himself  so  shamefully. 

GENEVA  MAT   BE  THE   ROME  OF  PROTESTANTISM, 

but  do  you  know  what  that  really  means?  a  very 
babel  of  contrary  elements.  The  confusion  of  tongues 
was  at  worst  but  a  sad  circumstance.  But  the  confu- 
sion of  sentiments — and  some  of  these  the  holiest— 
is  a  terrible  calamity;  and,  worse  still,  the  reprobates 
are  blind  to  the  fact. 
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And  now  you  are  prepared  for  another  announce- 
ment. The  Butcher  and  his  brethren,  priests,  apos- 
tates, are  Freemasons.  There  is  the  fact,  and  I  leave 
the  comments  to  the  reader  and  turn  to  other  items. 

The  Sisters  of  Charity  and  the  Little  Sisters  of  the 
Poor  have  taken  their  leave  of  Geneva,  to  the  great 
sorrow  of  the  Catholics,  who  are  in  grief  lest  they 
may  have  taken  leave  of  the  kingdom  of  God.  Most 
of  them  have  established  themselves  in  the  little 
towns  on  the  frontiers,  so  that  the  kingdom  is  not  so 
far  away  after  all. 

THE  GOVERNMENT  HAS  SEIZED  ALL  THE  MOVABLES  OF 
THE  SISTERS, 

not  sparing  the  three  cows  of  the  Little  Sisters. 
Even  the  poor  brutes  protested  against  the  seizure, 
and  kicked  vigorously  at  the  emissaries  of  the  law. 
It  was  a  strange  tribute  to  modern  civilization,  was 
the  spectacle  presented  by  the  Government  officials 
as  they  drove  the  reluctant  kine  through  the  streets 
of  Geneva  to  the  Hotel  de  Ville. 

THE   ELECTIONS 

in  the  Canton  St.  Gall  resulted  in  favor  of  the  Catho- 
lics. It  was  proposed  to  change  the  Constitution  in 
that  canton,  with  the  view  of  legalizing  the  persecu- 
tion against  the  Catholics.  The  voice  of  the  people 
was  against  it,  and  the  old  Canton  will  continue  to  be 
governed  by  the  Constitution  which  was  drawn  up 
centuries  ago,  when  the  abbots  of  St.  Gall  were  the 
secular  rulers  of  the  people. 

On  Sunday  and  Monday  we  had  nautical  fetes  on 
the  Lake  in  honor  of  the  establishment  of  Protestant- 
ism. The  principal  feature  in  the  fete  was  the  tourna- 
ment. It  was  carried  on  by  two  sides,  each  party  in 
its  own  boat.  The  latter  was  confined  to  two  heroes, 
who  represented  their  party.  Each  one  was  armed 
with  a  pole  about  twenty  feet  in  length,  and  a  shield 
of  wood  or  cork,  which  was  strapped  to  his  breast. 
He  took  his  place  on  the  stern  of  the  bateau,  which 
was  paddled  by  eight  oarsmen.  Each  boat  started 
from  an  opposite  point  in  a  space  of  about  forty  yards, 
and  the  tournament  consisted  in  each  hero's  plant- 
ing his  pole  against  the  shield  of  his  adversary,  while 
the  boats  passed  each  other,  and  pushing  him  by 
main  strength  into  the  water.  A  great  deal  of  strength 
and  skill  was  displayed  by  the  combatants.  Some- 
times they  were  so  equally  matched  that  neither 
would  yield  an  inch  to  the  other,  and  in  the  struggle 
the  poles  would  snap  in  two,  while  the  spectators 
were  frantic  in  their  applause.  The  swimming-match 
was  very  amusing.  The  guerdon  was  a  pair  of  young 
ducks,  hardly  fledged.  The  best  swimmer  captured 
the  ducks.  It  was  no  very  easy  performance,  for  just 
as  the  swimmer  would  be  within  reach  of  his  prize,  it 
would  take  to  its  wings.  Of  about  fifteen  expert 
swimmers,  only  one  had  the  strength  and  determina- 
tion to  pursue  his  game  to  the  last.  He  was  a  sturdy 
lad  from  the  other  side  of  the  Lake. 

CARDINAL  M'CLOSKEY 

arrived  in  Rome  on  the  7th  inst. ;  he  was  met  at  the 
railway  station  by  the  Rector  of  the  American  Col- 
lege and  Cardinal  Franchi,  Prefect  of  the  Propa- 
ganda. His  Eminence  was  taken  in  Cardinal  Franchi's 


carriage  to  the  American  College.  A  splendid  suite  of 
apartments  has  been  prepared  for  him  by  the  Very 
Reverend  Rector.  By  the  way, 

DR.  CHATARD 

has  been  elevated  to  the  dignity  of  Prelate,  and  Mon- 
signor  of  the  Papal  household.  Cardinal  McCloskey 
was  admitted  to  a  private  audience  with  the  Pope  on 
the  evening  of  the  Feast  of  the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  His  Holiness  gave  him  a  most  cordial  recep- 
tion. Since  then,  the  Cardinal  has  been  made  the  re- 
cipient of  a  complete  outfit  from  the  American  resi- 
dents in  Rome. 

On  the  morning  of  the  8th  inst.  the  Holy  Father 
gave  audience  to  about  seventy  pilgrims  from  the  dio- 
cese of  Laval  in  France.  The  discourse  of  the  Pope  is 
a  precious  monument  in  itself.  He  draws  a  lively  pic- 
ture of  the  Church,  persecuted  all  over  the  world.  He 
exposes  the  complicity  of  Governments  with  irreligion 
in  its  true  light.  Bear  with  me  if  I  quote  largely. 
"  This  complicity  of  Governments  with  the  Sectaries 
is  manifest  in  every  country.  But  I  am  in  Italy,  and, 
for  the  moment,  I  speak  of  Italy,  because  1  behold  al- 
most with  my  own  eyes  the  deplorable  success  of  the 
infamous  league,  which,  after  having  robbed  the 
Church  and  persecuted  her  ministers,  has  established 
the  monopoly  of  a  wicked  education,  the  purpose  of 
which  is  to  destroy  the  faith.  It  has  made  a  law 
which  has  rendered  it  difficult,  nay  impossible,  for 
clerics  to  be  ordained;  it  has  despised  the  rights  of  the 
Church,  even  in  the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony ;  protected 
apostates  to  make  them  not  only  stumbling-blocks, 
but 

A  MEANS  OP  CORRUPTION; 

it  has  placed  impediments  on  the  free  teaching  of 
sound  doctrine.  All  these  are  the  sad  fruits  of  the 
horrible  league  of  these  new  Pharisees  with  brute 
force."  Speaking  of  the  different  powers  of  the  world, 
he  thus  expresses  himself:  "  In  the  North  a  powerful 
Empire,  which  by  contradietion  calls  itself  Orthodox, 
is  always  immovable  and  constant,  and  for  many  years 
back  is  unfortunately  employing  those  means  which 
will,  in  the  end,  lead  to  the  destruction  of  Catholicity 
in  the  Empire.  Another  Empire,  just  appearing,  and 
which  publicly  styles  itself  Protestant,  is  endeavoring 
to  expel  the  Catholic  Religion,  not  only  from  the  Em- 
pire, but  also  from  the  face  of  the  earth.  And  to  ob- 
tain this  end  it  employs  every  means,  especially  the 
most  violent,  cruel,  and  unjust,  that  can  be  suggested 
by 

BLIND  FANATICISM. 

In  the  Republic  of  the  Cantons  (Switzerland),  there 
are  perfidious  Governments  which  are  imitating  the 
German  persecution."  He  then  turns  his  eyes  to  Mex- 
ico and  South  America,  where  Catholic  Spain  and 
Portugal  planted  the  Cross,  and  shows  how  the  Free- 
mason element  has  imprisoned  Bishops  and  Priests, 
banished  the  virgi.is  from  their  convents, and  brought 
about  the  assassination  of  a  President  whose  affection 
and  devotion  towards  the  Apostolic  See  gave  edifica- 
tion to  the  Catholic  world.  He  then  told  the  pil- 
grims what  not  only  they  but  all  Catholics  must  do. 
"  Speak,"  said  he,  "  that  the  Church  maybe  free  in  the 
choice  of  her  ministers,  and  that  young  levites  be  not 
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forbidden  to  enter  the  sanctuary.  Speak,  that  the 
Church  may  be  listened  to,  and  that  she  may  freely 
exercise  her  right  to  teach,  given  her  by  Jesus  Christ. 
Speak,  that  the 

LICENSE 

of  the  press  may  be  suppressed,  for  it  has  become  a 
school  of  immorality  and  corruption  everywhere. 
Speak,  that  violated  justice  may  be  indemnified,  and 
that  it  may  return  to  its  ancient  freedom.  And  all  this 
must  be  done  perseveringly,  opportunely,  and  inoppor- 
tunely. Keep  before  your  eyes  an  example  for  imita- 
tion in  Daniel  O'Connell,  whose  memory  was  sol- 
emnly celebrated  last  month  in  Ireland.  He  did  not 
omit  to  keep  this  spirit  of  petition  alive  in  the  people, 
and  his  perseverance  was  crowned  with  a  victory 
which  nearly  resulted  in  the  liberation  of  his  country." 
He  concluded  with  the  following  benediction :  "  Bless, 
O  my  Lord,  bless  France,  that  generous  nation,  her 
Bishops,  priests  and  lulers.  With  her,  bless  Italy  and 
raise  her  up  from -so  much  misery.  Bless  the  great 
human  family,  which,  amid  so  many  preparations  for 
war,  is  sighing  after  peace,  and  all  are  uncertain  as  to 
the  future.  But  from  Thee  alone  we  hope  for  assist- 
ance. Thou  art  the  Physician,  and  from  Thee  we  hope 
for  the  health  of  soul  and  body,  that  we  may  be  united 
with  Thee.  Thou  art  the  light,  and  Thou  wilt  show  us 
the  way  to  walk  in,  that  way  which  leads  to  heaven, 
where  Thou  art, — Thou,  who  wilt  be  our  reward." 
With  all  possible  reverence  and  good  will,  let  me 
subscribe  for  the  present,  a  pious  Amen. 

ARTHUB. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— -It  is  said  that  Cardinal  McCloskey  will  leave 
Rome  for  New  York  about  the  middle  of  October. 

The  recent  collection  for  the  Pope,  in  the  Arch- 
diocese of  San  Francisco,  amounted  to  $5,091.35  in  gold. 

Six  churches  are  in  process  of  erection  in  the 

vicinitjr  of  Brooklyn.  Bishop  Loughlin  intends  to 
make  the  total  number  fifty. 

The  Archbishop  of  Rennes,  Monsignor  Brossays 

de  St.  Marc,  has  received  the  official  announcement 
of  his  elevation  to  the  Cardinalate. 

The  new  Cathedral  at  Los  Angeles,  Cal.,  is  fast 

assuming  an  elegant  exterior  appearance.  It  will  be 
completed  in  about  six  months,  and  will  cost  $150,000. 

Our  Holy  Father  the  Pope  has  made  Major 

Riely,  President  of  the  St.  Michael's  Association  of 
New  York,  a  Knight  Commander  of  the  Order  of  St. 
Gregory  the  Great. 

Spotted  Tail,  Spotted  Bear,  and  Little  Bear,  In- 
dian chiefs  at  the  Red  Cloud  "Big  Talk,"  demanded 
Catholic  priests.  They  say  they  have  had  "  all  they 
want  of  other  denominations." 

Rev.  Father  Enright,  a  distinguished  Missioner 

of  the  Redemptorist  Congregation,  paid  us  a  visit  last 
week.  He  appears  to  be  in'  good  health  notwith- 
standing his  arduous  labors. 

A  new  composition  by  Liszt,  for  solo,  chorus 

and  orchestra,  has  been  published.  The  subject  is 
"  The  Bells  of  Strasburg  Minster,"  and  the  words  are 


by  Longfellow,  to  whom  the  musician  has  dedicated 
the  work. 

The  Holy  Father  has  lately  purchased  from  Sig- 
ner Rossignani  his  collection  of  Etruscan  glass  and 
pottery-ware,  which  took  him  twenty-five  years  to  form. 
This  important  and  unique  collection  will  be  placed  in 
the  Vatican  Museum. 

The  Bavarian  papers  announce  that  the  Catholic 

Popular  Association  of  Munich  has  addressed  a  peti- 
tion to  the  King,  concerning  the  dangers  of  suppres- 
sion with  which  the  Orders  of  Capuchins,  Carmelites 
and  Franciscans  are  threatened,  and  beseeching  his 
Majesty  to  give  his  royal  protection  to  men  who  have 
been  the  greatest  spiritual  benefactors  of  the  kingdom. 

The  La  Revista  Cattolica  informs  us  that  the 

Jubilee  has  been  celebrated  at  Seville,  Spain,  with 
unusual  splendor.  Crowds  have  filled  the  churches, 
and  the  processions  are  exceedingly  numerous.  One 
of  these  which  started  from  the  cathedral  was  over 
three  hours  passing  one  spot,  and  at  its  head  marched 
the  Governor  of  the  city,  the  Mayor,  military  and 
civil  authorities. 

Last  year  over  80,000  pilgrims  visited  Jerusalem. 

The  road  from  Jaffa  to  the  Holy  City  is  in  a  very 
pitiable  condition,  so  pitiable  indeed  that  an  enter- 
prising French  company  has  made  arrangements  with 
the  Turkish  Government  to  create  a  new  road  and 
build  comfortable  inns  in  various  parts  of  the  Holy 
Land,  which  will  certainly  prove  a  great  advantage 
to  travellers  to  the  tomb  of  our  Lord. 

A  great  sensation,  says  the  London  Times'  cor- 
respondent, has  been  created  at  Bochum,  Westphalia, 
by  Herr  Jacob  Mayer,  a  manager  of  a  mining  and 
steel  company,  having  bequeathed  his  fortune  of  a 
million  dollars  to  the  Catholic  Church.  His  widow  is 
allowed  a  life  interest  in  the  property,  and  on  her 
death  it  is  to  pass  to  a  Catholic  bishopric,  the  reven- 
ues of  which  are  under  ecclesiastical  management. 

Soon  after  the  news  was  published  of  the  ap- 
pointment of  the  Very  Rev.  John  Ireland,  of  St.  Paul, 
to  be  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Nebraska,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Grace,  of  St.  Paul,  made  a  visit  to  Rome.  It  was  more 
than  conjectured  that  his  principal  business  was  to 
obtain  of  the  Holy  See  that  the  Rt.  Rev.  John  Ireland, 
Bishop  in  partibus  infldelium,  might  be  made  Coadju- 
tor of  the  illustrious  Bishop  of  St.  Paul,  cum  jure  suc- 
cesstonis,  in  place  of  being  sent  to  Nebraska,  In  this, 
we  are  happy  to  say,  Bishop  Grace  was  successful. 
For  reasons  unknown  to  us,  it  was  desired,  for  a  time, 
that  no  public  mention  of  this  matter  should  be  made. 
Those  reasons  can  exist  no  longer,  as  the  Briefs  have 
already  arrived. — Freeman's  Journal. 

"We  must  remember,"  says  Mr.  T.  W.  Higgin- 

son,  writing  in  the  Independent,  "  that  much  of  what 
has  heretofore  been  called  aggression  in  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  has  been  simply  an  honorable  strug- 
gle for  the  just  rights  which  Protestantism  refused  to 
concede  to  it.  So  long  as  we  have  not  secularized  our 
government,  the  Roman  Catholics,  like  the  Jews,  have 
really  found  their  cause  to  be  that  of  religious  liberty. 
While  New  Hampshire  declares  them  ineligible  to  of- 
fice they  have  no  choice  but  to  resist  by  all  honorable 
means  such  exclusion.  When  Vermont  expels  Irish 
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children  from  school  for  a  single  clay's  absence  on  a 
Church  festival  the  Roman  Catholic  clergy  would  do 
wrong  to  submit.  When  a  Massachusetts  school  com- 
mittee requires  the  reading  of  the  Protestant  Bible  in 
schools,  or  a  Rhode  Island  committee  refuses  to  elect 
a  teacher  because  she  is  a  Roman  Catholic,  then  Pro- 
testantism puts  itself  in  the  wrong  and  puts  its  oppo- 
nent in  the  right." 

At  a  recent  political  meeting  in  Maryland,  Hon. 

Reverdy  Johnson  in  speaking  of  a  candidate  for  Gover- 
nor Hon.  John  Lee  Carroll,  thus  stigmatises  Knownoth- 
ingism :  "  The  particular  objection  to  Mr.  Carroll  is,  that 
he  is  a  Catholic.  His  fitness  for  the  office  of  Governor, 
unless  this  makes  him  unfit,  no  one  questions  or  can 
question.  His  blood,  like  his  faith,  descends  from  one 
of  the  immortal  signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Independ- 
ence, who  was  from  the  first  to  the  last  universally 
respected  and  esteemed,  and  who  died  revered  and  be- 
loved by  the  good  of  every  religious  denomination.  No 
man  was  so  stupid  or  intolerant  as  to  object  to  him  on 
account  of  his  faith.  If,  when  he  was  attaching  his 
name  to  the  great  Charter  of  American  liberty,  any 
member  of  the  body  had  objected  to  his  right  to  do  so, 
because  he  was  a  Catholic,  the  objection  would  have 
been  treated  with  scorn  and  detestation.  No  such  ob- 
jection was  interposed,  and  his  union  with  the  others 
of  those  great  and  pure  men  was  received  with  joy  and 
approval,  as  tending  to  strengthen  the  great  cause  on 
which  the}r  had  embarked.  Is  it  not  marvellous  that 
in  this  age  of  the  world,  and  particularly  in  this  coun- 
try, such  an  objection  should  be  countenanced  by  any 
sane  man?  I  say  especially  in  this  country,  because 
our  ancestors  were  so  impressed  with  the  duty  and 
necessity  of  not  interfering  politically  with  any  man 
on  account  of  his  religious  faith,  that  in  one  of  the 
first  amendments  to  the  Constitution,  that  were  coeval 
with  it,  they  provided  that '  Congress  shall  make  no 
law  respecting  an  establishment  of  religion  or  prohib- 
iting the  free  exercise  thereof.'" 

M.  1'Abbe"  Bourgade,  a  missionary  priest  in  Ari- 
zona, has  written  a  series  of  articles  for  the  Gazette 
ff  Auvergne,  in  France,  describing  the  condition  of  Cath- 
olicity in  the  Vicariate  Apostolic  of  Arizona,  which 
have  been  translated  for  the  Freeman's  Journal,  and 
from  which  we  extract  the  following: — "The  Ameri- 
cans now  settled  in  Arizona  are  mostly  Protestants,  and 
carry  the  consequences  of  religious  liberalism  to  their 
extreme  limits.  They  very  seldom  reach  the  radical 
negatives  of  atheism;  but  they  profess  a  complete  in- 
difference for  all  forms  upon  which  religious  faith  can 
be  based.  Yet  they  are  not  hostile,  to  Catholicity.  Very 
often  are  they  heard,  with  characteristic  candor,  say- 
ing that  they  would  willingly  embrace  it  if  its  practice 
were  not  so  difficult.  If  they  are  bad,  it  is  only  because 
they  have  had  no  encouragement  to  be  good.  The 
priest  who  understands  how  to  manage  their  suscepti- 
bilities, win  their  confidence,  and  puts  Catholic  con- 
troversial works  into  their  hands,  is  almost  sure  of 
bringing  them  into  the  pale  of  the  Church,  unless  in- 
deed that  certain  passions,  carried  to  excess,  come  to 
interpose  an  insurmountable  obstacle.  What  good 
feelings  do  they  not  manifest  towards  our  faith,  in  the 
regard  and  esteem  which  they  never  cease  to  evince 


towards  a  Catholic  priest!  Again  and  again  have  they 
generously  aided  us  in  building  our  churches  and 
schools,  and  without  their  assistance  we  would  more 
than  once  have  found  ourselves  in  the  most  cruel  em- 
barrassments owing  to  the  extreme  poverty  of  our 
Mexican  Catholics.  We  could  cite  many  cases  of  what 
we  have  just  said  ;  we  will  be  satisfied  with  two,  al- 
most under  our  own  observation.  A  Methodist  minis- 
ter, very  much  annoyed  at  having  received  nothing 
from  his  co-religionists  towards  the  ejection  of  a 
chapel  at  Tucson,  asked  a  member  of  the  Assembly  if 
he  thought  the  people  of  Yuma  would  be  more  friendly 
disposed  towards  him.  The  Delegate,  an  American 
Protestant,  replied  that  at  Yuma  there  was  a  Catholic 
priest  with  whom  the  people  were  very  well  satisfied, 
and  that  all  the  assistance  at  their  command  would 
be  reserved  for  him.  In  the  same  parish  a  collection 
was  taken  up  to  defray  the  expenses  incurred  in  the 
celebration  of  a  Catholic  festival.  The  collectors  for- 
got to  call  on  some  American  Protestants.  They 
loudly  protested  against  this  forgetfulness,  and 
brought  their  offerings  themselves.  Everywhere, 
where  schools  have  been  built,  they  wanted  to  share 
in  a  work  they  know  well  how  to  appreciate.  When 
the  American  becomes  a  convert  he  makes  a  most  fer- 
vent Catholic.  The  courage  of  his  convictions  is 
never  wanting.  One  day  something  was  said  about 
human  respect  before  a  Tucson  convert;  he  was 
greatly  surprised  at  this  feeling  of  cowardice,  and  im- 
mediately added:  'If  the  priest  were  to'require  me 
for  a  penance  to  stand  in  the  public  square  with  my 
arms  extended  for  two  hours,  I  would  do  it  most 
cheerfully.' " 

We  are  very  sorry  to  learn  that  Brownsorfs  He- 
view  is  to  be  discontinued.  The  announcement  was 
made  in  the  October  number,  received  last  week.  Dr. 
Brownson's  ill  health  is  the  reason.  We  take  the  fol- 
lowing extracts  from  his  valedictory:  "I  close  my 
Review,  not  from  lack  of  support,  nor  from  lack  of 
sympathy  on  the  part  of  those  whose  sympathy  I 
prize.  It  is  true  that  I  have  not  pleased,  nor  have  I 
sought  to  please,  everybody;  but  no  adverse  criticism 
or  antagonism  causes  me  to  discontinue  it.  I  dis- 
continue it  solely  on  account  of  my  precarious  health 
and  the  failure  of  my  eyes,  and  circumstances  render 
it  inconvenient  to  keep  a  secretary  or  to  employ  an 
amanuensis.  I  have  been  obliged  to  republish  sev- 
eral articles  from  early  volumes  of  the  Beview  because 
I  was  too  ill  to  fill  out  the  numbers  with  new  matter 
expressly  prepared  for  them.  Much  of  the  time  for 
the  present  year  I  have  been  unable  to  hold  a  pen  in 
my  hand.  The  present  number,  indeed,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  extracts  from  works  reviewed,  is  all  written 
with  my  own  hand,  and  if  I  could  be  assured  of 
being  as  well  for  the  year  to  come  as  I  am  just  now,  I 
would  not  discontinue  the  publication.  But  of  that  I 
have  and  can  have  no  reasonable  assurance.  No  man 
willingly  gives  up  what  has-been  his  life's  vocation, 
and  I  have  loved  my  vocation  as  a  reviewer;  but  I 
feel  myself  unequal  to  its  continuance;  many  things 
admonish  me  that  it  is  time  for  me  to  retire,  and  leave 
the  field  to  younger  and  more  vigorous  laborers,  to 
men  who  have  hands,  eyes  and  m'emory  unimpaired. 
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...  I  am  as  sensible  as  any  one  can  be,  of  the  defects 
and  mistakes  of  the  Review,  and  I  have  never  been 
able  to  realize  in  it  my  ideal  of  what  a  Catholic  Re- 
view should  be;  but  I  have  done  the  best,  being  what 
I  am,  that  I  could.  Others  in  my  place  might  have 
done  more  and  better,  and  I  hope  there  will  be  no 
lack  of  others  to  try  their  hand  at  it,  and  no  one  will 
rejoice  more  than  myself  at  their  success.  Yet  none 
will  be  found  more  sincerely  Catholic,  nor  more  earn- 
estly devoted  to  Catholic  interests,  thoug  no  doubt 
men  may  be  found  with  more  prudence,  and  with  a 
far  better  understanding  of  those  interests,  as  well  as 
ability  to  advance  them.  I  have  recently  received  a 
letter  signed  "A  Catholic"  telling  me  that  the  Bishops 
and  Clergy  have  no  confidence  in  me,'  and  when  they 
can  no  longer  use  me  they  will  repudiate  me,  know- 
ing that  I  am  too  independent  when  brought  to  the 
test  to  submit  to  their  tyranny.  The  letter  goes  on 
and  exhorts  me  to  open  a  correspondence  with  Dr. 
Dollinger,  to  repudiate  the  Council  of  the  Vatican,  and 
to  turn  the  Review  to  the  defence  of  the  'Old-Catho- 
lics.' By  so  doing  it  assures  me  I  may  become  im- 
mensely popular,  and  gain  for  the  Review  an  almost 
unlimited  circulation;  and, it  might  have  added,  belie 
all  my  convictions  and  the  whole  Catholic  faith,  and 
damn  my  own  soul.  If  suggestions  such  as  this 
could  ever  have  moved  me,  I  should  never  have  be- 
come a  Catholic.  I  did  not  seek  admission  into  the 
Church  for  the  sake  of  wealth,  honors,  or  popularity. 
If  I  am,  as  I  know  I  am,  measurably  unpopular  even 
with  Catholics,  I  can  say  truly  that  I  never  sought 
popularity,  but  have  rather  despised  it.  Yet  I  have 
received  more  marks  of  confidence  from  our  vener- 
able Bishops  and  Clergy  than  I  have  deserved,  more 
honor  than  I  desired,  and  have  been  even  more  popu- 
lar with  Catholics  than  I  ever  expected  to  be.  Speak 
of  wealth !  Why  what  could  I  do  with  it,  if  I  had  it, 
standing  as  I  do  on  the  brink  of  the  grave?  The  gen- 
erosity of  Catholics,  in  an  annuity  reasonably  secure, 
has  provided  for  my  few  personal  wants.  She  who 
for  nearly  half  a  century  was  my  faithful  companion 
and  my  devoted  wife,  is,  I  devoutly  trust,  safe  with 
the  saints;  my  children,  three  out  of  eight,  all  that 
are  left  me,  are  able  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and 
no  one  depends  on  me  but  an  aged  sister.  What  do  I 
want  of  wealth?  What  do  I  care  for  popularity,  which 
I  never  sought,  and  on  which  I  turned  my  back 
when  not  yet  of  age?  I  have  and  I  desire  to  have 
no  home  out  of  the  Catholic  Church,  with  which  I  am 
more  than  satisfied,  and  which  I  love  as  the  dearest, 
tenderest,  and  most  affectionate  mother.  My  only 
ambition  is  to  live  and  die  in  her  communion.  I  love 
my  Catholic  brethren,!  love  and  venerate  the  Bishops 
and  clergy  of  the  Catholic  Church,  especially  of  the 
Church  in  my  own  country.  I  am  deeply  indebted  to 
them,  beyond  any  power  of  language  of  mine  to  ex- 
press. I  hope  I  am  grateful  to  them,  but  only  God  can 
adequately  reward  them.  To  the  Catholic  commu- 
nity, both  clergy  and  laity,  whom  for  thirty  one  years 
I  have  served  as  a  Catholic  publicist,  less  efficiently 
than  I  wished,  I  am  deeply  gratified  for  the  generous 
support  they  have  given,  and  the  measure  of  confi- 
dence they  have  placed  in  me  and  my  Review,  and  it  is 


not  without  a  pang  at  parting  with  old  and  dear 
friends,  that  I  take  my  leave  of  them  as  a  reviewer. 
But  it  must  be,  though  in  some  other  way  I  may  con- 
tinue to  labor,  as  long  as  I  am  able,  for  the  cause  so 
dear  to  me  and  to  them,  and  I  hope  that  they  will  not 
forget  to  remember  me  in  their  prayers.  Vale,  dear 
friends,  and  the  blessing  of  GOD  rest  on  you  and  your 
labors." 


Approbation. 

We  have  lately  received  from  Right  Rev.  Joseph 
P.  Machebeuf,  Bishop  of  Epiphany  in  partibus  in- 
fidelium,  and  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Colorado,  the  fol- 
lowing letter  of  approval : 

DENVER,  COL.,  Sept.  25, 1875. 
To  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "AvE  MARIA." 

DEAR  SIR: — I  cheerfully  unite  with  the  other  Prel- 
ates and  Pastors  of  the  Church  in  recommending  the 
"  AVE  MARIA,"  published  at  Notre  Dame,  Indiana,  as  a 
most  interesting  and  edifying  paper;  I  would  feel 
happy  to  have  it  in  the  hands  of  all  the  members  of 
our  Sodalities  and  Catholic  Sunday-Schools.  I  wish  it 
every  success  and  prosperity. 
Your  devoted  friend, 

•%•  JOSEPH  P.  MACHEBEUF, 

Vic.  Ap.  of  Colorado. 


Catholic  Associations  and  Literary  Societies. 

The  following  address  was  lately  issued  to  the 
Young  Men's  Catholic  Associations  and  Literary 
Societies  of  the  United  States: 

GENTLEMEN:  The  National  Union  of  Young 
Men's  Catholic  Associations  cordially  invites  your 
society  to  join  its  ranks.  Organized  February 
22d  and  23d,  by  the  Convention  at  Newark,  N.  J., 
it  appeals  directly  to  societies  composed  by  young 
men.  "  The  object  of  this  Union,"  says  Article  lid 
of  the  Constitution,  "shall  be  the  advancement  in- 
tellectually  and  morally  of  the  Catholic  young 
men  of  America,  by  establishing  a  fraternal  feel- 
ing among  the  Associations  already  existing,  and 
by  founding  new  societies."  The  wonderful 
growth  of  the  Church  in  our  country  has  been  due 
in  a  great  measure  to  the  large  emigration  from  the 
Old  World.  In  the  nature  of  things  this  emigration 
must  soon  assume  smaller  proportions.  The  con 
tinued  advancement  of  the  Church  then  must  de- 
pend upon  her  children  here.  Placed  as  we  are 
under  free  institutions,  unhampered  to  a  great  ex- 
tent by  the  whims  and  fancies  of  despotic  states- 
men, the  future  of  the  Church  in  our  land  is  full  of 
hope  and  promise.  But  how  can  that  future  be 
ours,  save  through  intelligent  and  organized  effort? 
There  are  many  prejudices  to  be  removed  from  the 
minds  of  those  who  are  not  of  our  faith,  and  many 
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errors  to  be  dissipated.  Every  new  society  on  a 
Catholic  basis  is  one  step  in  doing  this,  as  atten- 
tion to  the  precepts  of  our  holy  religion  will  make 
us  good  citizens  of  the  State  as  well  as  good  Chris- 
tians. Let  us  then  push  forward  the  grand  work 
of  union.  Surely  to  Catholic  young  men  there 
can  be  no  appeal  so  strong  as  that  which  has  the 
progress  of  the  Church  at  heart.  The  next  Con- 
vention will  be  held  in  Philadelphia,  on  July  1st, 
1876.  We  trust  that  this  Convention  will  be  mem- 
orable in  the  annals  of  the  National  Union,  and 
that  while  we  celebrate  the  Centennial  of  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence,  we  will  also  make 
marked  progress  in  the  work  of  Catholic  unity. 
We  ask  your  aid  and  co-operation  in  spreading 
the  Union  so  that  it  may  be  worthy  of  the  Catholic 
Young  Men  of  America.  It  is  their  Union ;  and 
on  them  its  progress  depends.  The  following  Soci- 
eties have  thus  far  joined  the  National  Union : 
Young  Men's  Catholic  Association,  Newark,  N.  J. ; 
St.  Mary's  Library  Association,  New  York;  Y.  M. 
C.  L.  A.  of  the  Cathedral,  New  York ;  De  La  Salle 
Catholic  Association,  New  York;  Young  Men's 
R.  C.  B.  Society,  New  York ;  St.  James  Literary 
Union,  New  York ;  St.  James  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  Brooklyn, 
N.  Y. ;  Young  Men's  Catholic  Association,  Trenton, 
N.  J. ;  Young  Men's  Catholic  Literary  Association 
New  Brunswick,  N.  J. ;  St.  Charles  Borromeo 
Y.  M.  C.  A.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. ;  St.  Rose  of  Lima's 
Catholic  Association,  New  York.;  St.  Peter's 
Young  Men's  Literary  Union,  New  York,;  Catho. 
lie  Young  Men's  Literary  Association,  Paterson, 
N.  J. ;  St.  Joseph's  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. ; 
The  Assumption  Y.  M.  L.  A.,  Brooklyn,;  Catho- 
lic Philopatrian  Institute,  Philadelphia;  Young 
Men's  Catholic  Association,  Rochester,  N.  Y. ; 
Young  Men's  Catholic  Literary  Society,  Troy, 
N.  Y. ;  Young  Men's  Catholic  Association,  Buffalo, 
N.  Y. ;  St.  John's  Young  Men's  Catholic  Associ- 
ation, Brooklyn,  N.  Y. ;  St.  Ambrose  Literary  In- 
stitute, Philadelphia.;  St.  James  Literary  Associa- 
tion, Newark,  N.  J.  In  addition,  several  Soci- 
eties have  informed  the  Secretary  that  they  have 
adopted  the  National  Constitution  and  are  about 
taking  measures  to  join  the  Union.  Copies  of  the 
Constitution  and  Proceedings  of  the  Newark  Con- 
vention furnished  on  application  to  the  Secretary. 
On  behalf  of  the  National  Union  of  Young  Men's 
Catholic  Associations, 

G.  H.  DOANE,  V.  G.,  President. 
M.  J.  DRUMMOND,  Secretary,  P.  O.  Box  5,351, 

New  York. 
NEW  YORK,  October  IST,  1875. 


WE  seldom  think  of  our  wickedness  until  we 
feel  the  hand  of  God  in  chastisement. 


Death  of  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Martin  of  Nat- 
chitoches. 

As  we  were  going  to  press  last  week  we  re- 
ceived the  sad  intelligence  of  the  demise  of  the 
venerable  AUGUSTUS  M.  MARTIN,  Bishop  of  Nat- 
chitoches,  La.,  who  died  there  on  Saturday,  Feast 
of  the  Angel  Guardians.  We  have  no  details  as  yet 
his  death  nor  of  his  last  illness.  His  loss  will  be  of 
a  severe  blow  to  his  new  diocese,  which  he  had 
governed  so  efficiently  for  the  last  twenty-two 
years. 

Bishop  Martin  was  born  in  the  Archdiocese  of 
Rennes,  France,  in  the  year  1799,  where  he  had 
acquired  a  well-deserved  celebrity  as  an  eloquent 
preacher.  He  resided  in  the  diocese  of  Vin- 
cennes  as  Vicar  General  for  some  years,  until  he 
went  to  Louisiana.  The  readers  of  the  ATE  MARIA 
will  readily  remember  his  valued  contributions 
to  its  columns,  and  will  hasten  to  pray  for  the 
repose  of  the  soul  of  this  most  worthy  Prelate. 
We  feel  we  have  lost  a  warm  and  devoted 
friend,  and  we  heartily  sympathize  with  his 
numerous  acquaintances  both  here  and  in  Eu- 
rope, but  especially  with  his  beloved  clergy 
and  diocesans  in  Louisiana.  In  our  next  issue 
we  will  give  our  readers  an  extended  sketch  of 
his  arduous  and  apostolic  labors  in  the  United 
States  during  the  space  of  nearly  forty  years. 
Bishop  Martin  was  no  ordinary  man,  even  in  his 
elevated  sphere.  His  Pastorals  alone  would  as- 
sign him  a  place  of  distinction  among  his  ven- 
erable compeers. 


New  Publications. 

The  October  Number  of  Brownson's  Review, 

the  last  and  concluding  number  of  Yol  III,  is 
received.  The  following  is  the  table  of  con- 
tents: I,  Protestant  Journalism;  II,  The  Family, 
Christian  and  Pagan ;  III,  Hill's  Elements  of  Phi- 
losophy; IV,  The  Public  School  Question;  V, 
Home  Politics;  VI,  Literary  Notices  and  Criti- 
cisms; VII,  Valedictory. 

The  October  number  of  the  "  Cacilia"  is 

principally  taken  up  with  a  report  of  the  Conven- 
tion and  Festival  of  the  American  Csecilia  Society 
at  Dayton,  in  August  last.  Since  that  time,  the 
Caecilian  music  has  been  adopted  by  choirs  in 
different  parts  of  the  country,  showing  that  the 
Convention  has  exerted  a  beneficial  influence. 
The  music  supplement  gives  an  Alma  Redemptoris 
by  Palestrina,  which  we  have  frequently  heard 
given  with  admirable  effect;  an  Ave  Maria  by 
Carl  Greith;  Ecce  Sacerdos,  by.  G.  Stehle;  and  a 
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specimen  page  of  a  very  easy  Mass  for  two  or 
three  voices,  by  Prof.  Singenberger,  entitled  In 
Uonorem  S.  Aloysii. 

We  understand  that  the  new  edition  of  "THE 

CEREMONIAL,"  the  publication  of  which  has  been 
unavoidably  delayed,  will  soon  be  ready,  by  the  pub- 
lishers, Messrs.  Kelly,  Piet  &  Co.,  of  Baltimore. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  25TH  DAT  OF  SEPTEMBER  TO  THE  2xo  OF 

OCTOBER. 

Eighty  one  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  regis- 
ter; fifty-seven  new  members  have  been  admitted; 
prayers  for  recovery  of  health  have  been  asked  by 
seventy-two  persons;  conversion  has  been  asked  for 
nineteen  persons;  special  favors  have  been  solicited 
for  sixteen  individuals,  twelve  families,  six  religious 
communities,  three  congregations,  and  two  schools; 
the  children  in  one  of  these  schools  preparing  for 
their  First  Communion  and  the  success  of  two  mis- 
sions are  particularly  recommended. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters 
received:  "Over  a  year  ago  you  were  pleased  to  en- 
ter my  family  on  your  register,  and  thanks  be  to  God 
we  have  had  many  blessings  since."  ....  "Please  say  a 
Holy  Mass  of  thanksgiving  in  honor  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  many  favors  obtained  through 
her  intercession."  .  ..."  The  precious  water  you 
sent  me  has  strengthened  my  eyes  sufficiently  to  en- 
able me  to  study, — and  I  shall  not  forget  to  thank 
our  Blessed  Mother  every  day  and  to  remember  you 
in  my  prayers."  .  .  .  .  "  Some  days  since,  my  grand- 
daughter had  taken  a  fit,  and  by  using  some  drops  of 
the  miraculous  water  she  recovered."  .  . .  .  "  Enclosed 
pleased  find  a  yearly  token  of  heartfelt  gratitude 
which  I  shall  continue  while  I  live,  to  the  Association 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  for  the  many  favors 
and  blessings  received  by  me  and  my  family." 

We  give  the  following  extract,  for  the  edification  of 
the  Associates,  from  the  letter  of  a  little  girl: 

"Mr  DEAR  FATHER:  Will  you  please  say  Mass  for 
my  aunt  Ellie?  Her  name  was  Sister  Mary  Pauline. 
She  died  last  Wednesday,  and  she  was  just  thirty-three 
that  same  day.  I  am  not  sorry  aunt  Ellie  is  gone,  be- 
cause I  know  she  is  gone  to  heaven.  Aunt  Ellie  be- 
longed to  the  Confraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  Won't  you  please,  Father,  to  pray  every  day 
for  her,  and  also  pray  for  papa  and  mamma  and  grandpa 
and  grandma,  and  for  my  two  little  brothers  and  for 
me?" 

The  following  letter  speaks  for  itself,  and  we  trust 
that  its  publication  will  procure  for  the  writer  the 
heartfelt  prayers  of  the  Associates: 

"VERY  REV.  FATHER:  I,  a  Protestant,  am  desirous 
of  trying  the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  I  do  sincerely 
hope  that  I  may  be  favored  by  the  prayers  of  the 
Catholic  Church  and  that  our  Blessed  Lady  may 
make  intercession  for  me.  I  am  also  a  believer  in  the 


Catholic  Church  as  far  as  I  know  of  it,  and  I  hope  to 
receive  some  of  the  precious  water  and  to  be  a  mem- 
ber of  the  true  Church  before  I  die." 

OBITUARY. 

We  have  received  the  sad  intelligence  of  the 

death  of  MRS.  MARY  LERET  RYAN,  an  estimableCatholic 
lady  who  died  at  Elizabeth,  New  Jersey,  on  the  28th 
of  September.  We  take  from  local  papers  the  follow- 
ing particulars.  Mrs.  Ryan  was  born  in  the  city  of 
Havana,  Cuba,  in  the  year  1813;  her  maiden  name 
was  Mary  Leret  Nichols,  she  being  a  daughter  of 
Arthur  St.  Clair  Nichols,  then  American  consul  to 
Cuba,  and  a  gentleman  of  high  intellectual  attain- 
ments. She  was  of  Catholic  parentage,  and  always 
lived  up  to  the  practice  of  her  religion,  being  among 
the  first  members  of  St.  Mary's  Church.  Her  death 
will  be  mourned  by  many  of  all  denominations,  and 
especially  by  the  poor,  to  whom  she  was  a  warm 
friend. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  also  "requested  in 
behalf  of  the  following  deceased  persons:  SISTER 
MARY  PAULINE,  of  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation, 
Maysville,  Ky.,  who  died  on  Wednesday,  the  22nd 
of  September.  MR.  JOHN  GOODBODY,  of  Lake  Forest, 
111. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


The  Matin  Bell. 

List!  to  the  Matin  bell, 
Flinging  it's  holy  spell 
Over  both  hill  and  dell, 

Welcoming  morning; 
Greeting  the  god  of  day, 
Calling  on  men  to  pray, 
Telling  them  what  to  say 

By  it's  sweet  warning. 

"  Raise  thee  and  speed  to  Mass, 
Let  not  those  hours  pass, 
All  flesh  is  like  to  grass": 

Thus  saith  the  bell; 
"Come  to  the  house  of  prayer, 
You  know  Who  waiteth  there 
Your  sorrows  all  to  share, 
Sin  to  dispel." 

List !  to  the  Matin  bell, 
Calling  from  out  the  cell 
Each  one  their  beads  to  tell, 

Silently  praying: 
See,  the  soft  glow  of  grace 
Spread  o'er  each  happy  face, 
Oh,  what  a  peaceful  place! — 

Thoughts  never  straying. 


Ave  Maria, 


Sweet  are  the  waves  of  song 
Borue  on  the  air  along, 
Making  the  echoes  throng 

Upward  to  heaven ; 
Mixing  'mong  angels  there, 
Spotless  and  ever  fair, 
Having  no  thought  of  care 

E'er  to  them  given. 

Evil  is  scared  away 

By  the  bright  birth  of  day, 

As  the  new  matin  lay 

Floateth  around; 
Sweet-sounding  Matin  bell, 
Mingle  our  praises  well, 
With  thy  most  joyous  swell 

Song-prayers  abound. 


PETER  M'COBBT. 


How  "Gipsy"   Mary  decked  a  Statue  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

A  SKETCH — BY  PETER   M'CORBY. 

Ours  is  an  iron  and  blood  age,  and  no  mistake. 
We  are  raising  statues  at  Darlington,  England,  to 
one  Mr.  Pease,  commonly  called  a  railway  king, 
and  on  the  same  day  that  the  statue'  is  raised  five 
poor  innocent  people  are  killed  at  Philadelphia, 
and  twenty  others  dangerously  wounded  by  one  of 
that  class  of  locomotiTes  that  Mr.  Pease  improved ! 
Yes,  ours  is  an  iron  and  blood  age.  The  people  of 
Darlington  are  holding  what  they  call  "The  Ju- 
bilee of  Railways,"  while  the  friends  of  the  mur- 
dered people  at  Philadelphia  are  digging  graves 
and  weeping.  We  are  also  raising  statues  in  the 
forests  of  Germany  to  the  great  pagan,  Hermann, 
who  flourished  nearly  two  thousand  years  ago, 
while  the  obedient  slaves  of  pagan  Bismarck  are 
destroying  the  beautiful  little  statues  of  Our  Blessed 
Lady  in  the  monasteries  and  sweet  secluded  con- 
vents of  that  unhappy  country.  Christian  blood 
is  flowing  in  the  east  of  Europe  for  no  other  reason 
than  that  it  is  the  blood  of  Christians.  Truly,  in- 
deed, ours  is  an  age  of  blood  and  iron;  blood  is 
the  offering,  and  iron  is  the  god  to  which  it  is  of- 
fered. 

Our  roads  are  tracked  with  iron,  and  the  "iron 
horse  "  drags  us  over  them  at  a  speed  that  almost 
forbids  our  free  use  of  breath.  We  sail  in  iron 
ships  and  spread  canvas  on  iron  masts.  We 
plow,  and  sow,  and  reap  with  iron,  and  every, 
thing  we  wear,  from  our  shoes  to  a  hairpin,  are 
made  by  iron  machines.  We  have  iron  houses, 
and  sometimes  iron  coffins  for  the  dead.  We 
even  drink  the  tincture  of  iron,  so  that  it  is  safe 
to  say  we  do  indeed  live  in  an  age  of  iron.  The 
use  of  iron  is  even  creeping  into  articles  of  religi- 
ous use.  Only  fancy  steel  beads  to  compose  a 


rosary !  and  sometimes  too  we  have  iron  statues 
of  the  Saints  and  of  the  Blessed  Virgin!  Holy- 
water  fonts  are  not  unfrequently  made  of  iron, 
but  they  corrode  so  soon  they  get  ugly  and  re- 
quire replacing,  and  then  sometimes  a  better  taste 
is  exhibited  and  they  are  supplanted  altogether 
by  a  more  becoming  material.  A  glittering  coat 
of  paint  on  metallic  statues  of  the  Divine  Mother 
is  a  poor  substitue  to  conceal  the  meanness  of  the 
composition.  Although  heavy  and  unyielding, 
these  metal  statues  are  quite  brittle,  and  therefore 
easily  damaged — and,  once  injured,  they  are  be- 
yond repair.  It  is  of  a  mutilated  iron  statue  of 
Our  Lady  that  the  writer  has  something  to  say. 

Two  summers  ago  we  spent  a  vacation  in  the 
northern  part  of  the  State  of  New  York.  The 
season  was  very  beautiful,  and  very  rich  in  flowers. 
One  early  morning,  as  we  sauntered  along  a  shady 
road,  we  observed  several  neatly-dressed  children 
hurriedly  gathering  some  beautiful  wild-flowers. 
They  were  on  their  way  to  the  village  school. 

Turning  to  my  companion  I  said, — "Those 
children  are  Catholics." 

"  Oh,  of  course ! "  was  the  reply,  "  because  they 
are  gathering  wild-flowers;  and  the  flowers  are 
to  deck  some  altar,  or  probably  a  statue  of  the 
Virgin." 

"  Not  because  they  gather  wild-flowers,  for  most 
children  engage  in  that  practice  in  the  summer 
season,  but  because  I  believe  in  the  recognition 
of  baptized  faoes,  and  more  especially  before  the 
innocence  of  childhood  has  been  shadowed  by 
sin." 

My  companion,  although  a  Catholic,  usually  got 
irritated  at  the  expression  of  this  belief  of  mine; 
and,  if  I  must  confess  it,  cared  very  little  about 
such  things  as  adorning  statues  and  such  like 
commendable  practices,  at  least  just  then. 

We  agreed  to  follow  the  children  at  a  distance 
and  learn  the  truth  of  my  surmise. 

I  was  right.  The  children  were  in  attendance 

at  the  Catholic  school  of  A .  The  school  was 

a  very  plain  one,  and  very  meagrely  furnished. 
The  walls  were  literally  bare,  but  over  the  teach- 
er's desk  was  a  neat  little  bracket  on  which  stood 
an  iron  statue  of  the  Virgin.  We  were  sorry  to 
to  see  it  mutilated.  A  portion  had  been  knocked 
off  the  crown,  and  the  fingers  of  both  hands  were 
gone.  While  conversing  with  the  teacher,  a  very 
beautiful  child  entered,  bearing  two  fresh  roses. 

"  Here  comes  '  Gipsy '  Mary,  as  we  call  her," 
said  the  teacher  (the  child  was  a  perfect  nut- 
brown  color) ;  "  she  is  the  recognized  artist  of  the 
Lady-Altar  in  church,  and  if  you  will  please  to 
return  again,  gentlemen,  at  noon,  you  will  see  the 
manner  in  which  she  adorns  our  statue." 

We  promised  to  do  so,  and  then  retired. 
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"Did  you  ever  behold  such  a  beautiful  child?" 
remarked  my  companion ;  "  and  so  very  poor ! " 

"She  is,  indeed,  both  beautiful  and  poor.  In 
fact,  beauty  and  poverty  are  generally  the  com- 
panions of  little  Marys." 

"Ah,  there  you  are  at  it  again !  I  fail  to  see  any 
connection.  I  don't  believe  in  such  things." 

"  I  generally  observe,"  I  said,  "and  I  am  only 
remarking  on  my  observations," 

At  noontime  we  returned.  TUe  school-room 
was  empty,  the  children  were  playing  on  the  grass 
outside,  and  the  teacher  even  was  absent,  so  that 
we  had  the  place  to  ourselves.  Our  first  glance 
was  towards  the  statue.  What  a  change  a  few 
hours  had  effected!  An  unseemly  object  trans- 
formed into  a  thing  of  living  beauty!  True 
enough,  here  was  the  work  of  an  artist — an  artist- 
child  inspired  by  love!  A  beautiful  crown  of 
pale  blue,  starlike  flowers;  not  a  leaf  or  stem  or 
flower  intermixed,  nothing  but  a  sweet  corona  of 
those  iris-shaped  petals.  The  broken  hands  were 
concealed  by  the  two  roses  which  we  noticed 
with  "  Gipsy  "  Mary  in  the  morning.  Strings  of 
flowers  fell  from  the  hands  of  the  Virgin,  and  were 
strewn  in  profusion  around  the  base  of  the  statue, 
conveying  the  idea  that  our  Blessed  Lady  was 
sprinkling  those  flowers  and  had  retained  the  last 
of  them — those  inimitable  roses — for  herself.  The 
freshness  of  the  floral  offerings,  gathered  by  happy 
and  innocent  childhood;  their  mingled  perfume, 
sweet  as  the  first  breathings  of  prayer  from  souls 
unstained,  with  the  artistic  disposition  of  colors, 
made  the  poor  metal  statue  an  image  of  beauty 
and  loveliness  never  to  be  forgotten. 

In  the  midst  of  our  admiration  (even  my  com- 
panion did  not  withhold  his  praise  and  delight)  the 
teacher  arrived,  and  the  children  in  their  play- 
ground at  a  given  signal  sang  their  midday  hymn, 
"  AVE,  MARIS  STELLA."  One  sweet  voice  led  all 
the  rest.  We  noticed  this,  and  learned  that 
"  Gipsy  "  Mary  possessed  a  rare  talent  for  music 
as  well  as  an  eye  for  the  beautiful. 

Happy  choristers!  Although  this  is  an  iron 
age  its  rust  has  not  entered  your  souls,  and  never 
shall  so  long  as  you  ramble  through  the  silent 
places  gathering  imprisoned  sunbeams,  shaped 
into  golden  cups  and  flowery  chalices  to  lay  at 
the  feet  of  her,  the  Mystical  Rose  overflowing 
with  the  fragrance  of  divine  love. 

Yes,  ours  is  an  age  of  blood  and  iron,  of  war 
and  oppression  rather  than  of  pure  and  true  lib- 
erty; of  materialism  as  opposed  to  religion  and 
all  idea  of  the  supernatural ;  but  it  is  also  an  age 
of  faith  and  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God.  So 
long  as  these  exist,  society  will  be  held  together, 
until  the  nations  return  to  reason  and  men  become 
like  the  children  who  deck  the  statues  of  Our 


Lady  with  flowers,  while  their  pure  hearts  send 
forth  the  incense  of  prayer  in  her  praise. 


St.  Theresa  and  her  Brother. 

The  pious  Beatrix,  mother  of  St.  Theresa,  took 
care  to  inspire  into  her  a  tender  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  from  her  very  earliest  years.  At 
seven  years  of  age  Theresa  devoted  herself  entirely 
to  the  love  of  Mary,  and  her  tender  affection  for 
the  Mother  of  God  suggested  to  her  a  thousand 
little  ways  of  serving  her.  She  set  up  her  image 
in  a  little  oratory,  to  which  she  made  frequent  vi- 
sits, offering  flowers,  or  other  little  presents,  ac- 
companied by  fervent  prayers.  When  she  lost  her 
mother  (at  the  age  of  twelve  years)  she  went  bathed 
in  tears  to  prostrate  herself  before  the  image  of 
Mary,  and  there  besought  the  Mother  of  God  to  be 
to  her  a  mother  in  the  place  of  the  one  she  had 
lost.  This  act,  performed  in  the  greatest  simplic- 
ity, appeared  to  her  afterwards  as  one  of  the  hap- 
piest of  her  life ;  for  she  doubted  not  that  the  in- 
tercession of  so  powerful  a  Protectress  was  the 
channel  through  which  Heaven  visited  her  with 
numberless  graces,  especially  at  the  time  when 
she  was  running  the  risk  of  losing  both  her  inno- 
cence and  her  love  of  duty.  Theresa  loved  all  her 
brothers,  but  there  was  one  for  whom  she  had  a 
marked  predilection.  He  was  of  her  own  age,  and 
like  her  had  an  attraction  to  solitude  and  prayer. 
They  used  to  read  together  devout  books,  and  hold 
pious  conversations  on  the  subjects  of  their  read, 
ing.  One  day  when  they  had  been  reading  of  the 
delights  of  heaven,  and  felt  a  holy  impatience  to 
enjoy  them,  they  managed  to  escape  from  their 
father's  house  with  the  intention  of  giving  them- 
selves up  to  the  Moors  for  martyrdom.  Being  dis- 
covered and  brought  back,  they  were  so  affected 
at  their  failure  that  they  resolved  to  live  the  life 
of  hermits,  and  for  that  purpose  constructed  two 
little  cells  in  their  father's  garden.  Such  was 
their  love  for  solitude  and  meditation !  Who  can 
be  surprised  after  this  to  hear  that  Theresa  de- 
served so  many  graces  from  God  even  in  her 
youth !  And  who  can  wonder  that  a  child  of  such 
promise  should  eventually  take  the  high  rank 
which  has  been  allotted  to  her  amongst  the  heroic 
servants  of  God ! 


DEVOTION  beautifies  the  soul,  especially  the  soul 
of  the  young. 

THERE  are  so  many  books,  that  one  cannot 
read  even  all  those  that  are  excellent;  why  then 
lose  time  in  turning  over  the  leaves  of  those  that 
are  spoilt  by  the  evil  spirit?—  Lacordaire. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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THE  SCHOOL  QUESTION. 


A  Letter  from  Bishop  Ryan  of  Buffalo. 

The  interest  taken  in  the  school  question  seems  to 
increase  rather  than  abate,  and  the  most  indifferent 
Catholic  must  now  concede  its  importance.  Bishop 
Kyan's  able  letter,  published  last  week  in  the  Oath- 
olio  Union,  of  Buffalo,  is  the  most  clear  and  logical 
statement  of  the  question  one  could  wish.  We 
read  it,  intending  to  give  quotations  for  the  per- 
usal of  our  readers,  but  found  it  would  not  bear 
cutting  up ;  so  we  give  the  article  entire  this 
week.  The  Bishop  says : 

According  to  promise,  we  return,  this  week, 
to  present  to  the  public  through  the  columns  of 
your  journal  a  few  further  observations  on  the  sin- 
gular address  delivered  before  the  late  Episcopal 
Convention  of  Western  New  York,  and  again 
briefly  to  define  our  real  position  on  this  all-absorb- 
ing school  question,' which  just  now  seems  to  be 
made  a  pretext  for  violent  denunciation  of  our- 
selves and  our  Church.  We  are  not  only  misrep- 
resented in  the  sectarian  pulpit,  and  now  in  the 
Episcopal  Convention,  as  enemies  of  popular  edu- 
cation, but  party  leaders  and  a  party  press  have 
denounced  us  as  plotting  the  destruction  of,  not 
only  the  public  schools,  but  the  Republic  itself. 
They  are  not  ashamed  to  insinuate  that  we  are 
seeking  political  power,  and  bargaining  with  po- 
litical parties,  in  order  to  effect  this  unhallowed 
purpose. 

The  school  question  is,  we  aver,  an  absorbing 
question,  affecting  the  highest  interests  of  the  citi- 
zen and  the  State,  on  the  just  and  equitable  solu. 
lion  of  which  depends  perhaps  the  future  of  our 
cherished  country.  But  the  question  is  not:  Shall 
schools  for  the  education  of  the  children  of  the  land 
be  maintained  ?  are  the  masses  to  be  educated  ?  is 
education  a  blessing  to  be  brought  within  the 
reach  of  all,  whether  rich  or  poor?  We  have 


never  heard  this  doubted;  no  sensible  man,  no 
Christian,  no  lover  of  his  country  or  his  race, 
could  hesitate  to  answer  in  the  affirmative.  We 
ourselves  certainly  are  not  enemies  of  popular  edu- 
cation, but  its  most  sincere  and  earnest  advocate ; 
but  with  Dr.  Coxe  we  hold  that  "  education  di- 
vorced from  religion  is  no  education  at  all."  We 
seek  not  the  destruction  of  the  public  schools,  but 
we  have  entered  a  strong  plea  for  Christian  schools, 
at  least  for  the  children  of  Christian  parents ;  and 
Dr.  Coxe  fully  and  cordially  sustains  my  position : 
"there  is  nothing  more  true  than  that  schools 
should  be  Christian."  We  simply  aimed  to  do 
what  he  appeals  to  his  own  Church  to  do,  viz. :  to 
make  the  schools  what  they  should  be,  to  elevate  them, 
and  surround  them  with  Christian  blessings. 

We  have  taken  sides  with  no  political  party, 
we  expect  nothing,  we  ask  nothing  from  any  polit- 
ical party.  Catholics  as  sucJi  belong  to  no  partyj 
we  said  before,  and  we  repeat  now;  like  other  citi- 
zens, they  are  free  to  affiliate  with  whatever  political 
organization  in  their  best  judgment  they  conscien- 
tiously believe  will  promote  the  best  interests  of  the 
country.  The  Church  dictates  to  no  one  on  this 
point;  we  question  no  man  about  his  politics. 
Had  we  an  advice  to  give  to  our  own  people,  it 
would  be  to  pin  their  faith  to  no  party,  but  to  ex- 
ercise the  right  of  suffrage  with  judgment  and  dis- 
cretion. Allegiance  to  party  should  never  tempt 
them  to  cast  a  vote  for  a  dishonest,  unprincipled 
or  incapable  candidate,  nor  help  any  man  to  office 
who  has  not  the  intelligence  to  understand  his  du- 
ties, and  the  manhood  and  independence  to  dis- 
charge them. 

Most  wholesome,  too,  do  I  regard  the  advice 
which,  the  Catholic  Review  tells  us,  the  Rev.  E.  J. 
O'Reilly  gave,  at  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Catholic 
Union  in  New  York  city:  "  Catholics,  if  zealous 
for  the  honor  of  the  Catholic  name,  have  a  duty  to 
do  at  the  polls.  That  duty  is,  carefully  to  scruti- 
nize the  tickets  to  be  voted,  and  if  in  them  there 
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appears  the  name  of  a  Catholic  who  either  from 
mental  or  moral  defects  is  unfit  for  the  position  he 
seeks,  scratch  that  name,  before  any  other  on  the 
ticket.  Be  unsparing  in  dealing  with  such  misrep- 
resentatives  of  our  people,"  for,  as  the  same  able 
journal  remarks:  "Men  who  pretend  to  be  our 
leaders,  and  who  have  no  fitness  for  the  position, 
are  the  worst  misrepresentatives  we  could  have." 

This,  then,  is  all  that  we  would  or  need  say  to 
our  people:  Pin  your  faith  to  no  party ;  advocate 
such  political  measures  as  before  God  you  think 
just  and  right,  and  seek  to  advance  such  men  as 
commend  themselves  for  unimpeachable  honor, 
strict  integrity  and  adequate  intelligence,  and 
send  no  Catholic  to  represent  you  in  a  post  of  trust 
or  honor  who  is  merely  a  Catholic  in  name,  who, 
for  reasons,  cannot  or  will  not  live  up  to  his  faith 
and  practice  what  he  professes. 

Be  this  then  our  answer  to  those  who  are  not 
ashamed  to  say  that  we  are  leaguing  or  coquet- 
ting with  political  parties,  or  aiming  at  a  union  of 
Church  and  State.  We  wish  no  union  of  Church 
and  State  in  this  free  country,  for  this  plain  and 
sufficient  reason,  even  had  we  no  other,  that  such 
a  union  will  necessarily  militate  to  the  prejudice 
of  our  co-religionists,  a  comparatively  small  and 
hopeless  minority  in  the  land.  As  Catholics,  then, 
we  belong  to  no  party,  seek  no  party  alliances,  no 
special  party  patronage.  As  American  citizens 
we  claim  equality  before  the  law,  common  justice, 
our  national  rights  and  religious  liberty.  In  the 
agitation  of  this  school  question,  we  rested  no 
hopes  on  the  Democratic  or  Republican  party,  for 
we  did  not  believe,  and  we  do  not  believe,  that 
-one  is  a  whit  more  favorable  to  us  as  Catholics 
than  the  other.  We  trusted  to  the  justice  of  our 
cause,  and  to  the  Catholic  spirit  of  the  Catholic 
people ;  we  do  not  think  any  man  worthy  the  name 
of  a  Catholic,  or  the  privileges  of  American  citizen- 
ship, who  will  abate  a  jot  of  his  indefeasible  con- 
stitutional rights,  or  relinquish  a  particle  of  the 
civil  and  religious  freedom  guaranteed  by  the  Con- 
stitution to  all  citizens  and  all  creeds,  for  the  sake 
of  a  paltry  temporary  gain,  or  with  a  view  to  some 
petty  office.  We  relied  on  the  sense  of  justice  and 
the  fairness  of  our  non-Catholic  fellow-citizens, 
irrespective  of  party. 

Once  convinced  of  the  great  injustice  done  us, 
and  that  we  seek  not  to  destroy  the  public  schools 
nor  impair  their  efficiency,  but  to  extend  their 
benefits  to  all ;  that  we  only  wish  to  bring  about 
such  amendments  in  an  acknowledged  defective 
system  as  will  make  it  acceptable  to  all,  without 
trenching  on  the  rights  or  forcing  the  consciences 
of  any;  once  satisfied  that  we  claim  only  what  is 
just,  and  for  the  best  interests  of  society  and  the 
state — for  no  society  can  long  subsist,  no  state 


long  prosper,  unless  founded  on  principles  of  mor- 
ality and  religion — our  fellow-citizens  of  all  classes, 
creeds  and  parties,  will,  I  am  sure,  be  disposed  to 
take  an  unprejudiced  and  dispassionate  view  of 
the  real  question,  and  then  of  the  issue  there  can 
be  little  doubt.  Having,  then,  again  defined  our 
position,  and  left  sectarians  and  politicians  no  ex- 
cuse for  further  misrepresentation,  we  must  return 
to  Lockport  and  listen  to  the  address  before  the 
Episcopal  Convention  held  there. 

"And  now  let  us  rise  to  new  duties  as  citizens,  and 
make  the  schools  which  they  abandon  all  that  they 
should  be.  By  taking  a  personal  interest  in  them,  we 
may  do  much  to  elevate  them,  and  by  surrounding 
them  with  a  healthful  popular  sentiment,  we  may  se- 
cure to  them  many  of  those  Christian  blessings,  •which 
are  like  the  sunlight;  which  cannot  be  shut  out; 
'  against  which  there  is  no  law.' " 

Though  we  do  not  see  why  new  duties  now 
devolve  on  the  gentlemen  of  the  Episcopal 
Convention  as  citizens,  we  sincerely  hope  that 
they  may  be  equal  to  them,  that  they  may  be  able 
to  make  the  schools  all  they  should  be,  take  a  per- 
sonal interest  in  them,  elevate  them,  surround  them 
with  Jiealthful  influences,  and  secure  them  many 
Christian  blessings.  Does  this  imply  that  they 
are  not  all  they  should  be  ?  that  they  need  to  be 
lifted  up?  that  the  popular  sentiment  that  has 
hitherto  surrounded  them  has  not  been  a  healthful 
sentiment?  and  that  those  Christian  blessings 
which  cannot  be  shut  out,  against  which  there  is 
no  law,  have  not  yet  been  vouchsafed  to  them  ?  If 
this  be  the  case,  then,  gentlemen,  you  have,  if  not 
new  duties,  very  delicate  and  important  duties, 
and,  in  unison  with  your  presiding  prelate,  we  ex- 
hort you  to  rise  and  discharge  them  faithfully  and 
without  delay.  But  if  this  be  so,  it  implies  a  re- 
flection on  our  public  schools,  as  damaging  as  any- 
thing we  ever  felt  justified  in  saying. 

"  As  for  dogmatical  teaching,  we  concede  as  citizens 
it  must  be  left  to  our  catechists,  pastors  and  doctors." 

Well,  I  presume  that  is  so;  dogmatical  teachings 
in  the  Episcopal  Church  cannot  be  of  great  con- 
sequence; one  hour  or  so,  of  one  day  in  the  week, 
will  suffice  thoroughly  to  indoctrinate  the  children 
of  the  Church — the  hope  of  the  flock — with  all 
they  are  bound  to  know  and  believe  of  the  truths 
of  Christianity,  of  the  fa.ith  once  delivered  to  the 
saints,  and  of  the  doctrines  of  revelation.  At  least 
so  the  Bishop  of  Western  New  York  seems  to  say, 
even  in  a  solemn  convention,  though  not  as  a 
Bishop,  but  as  a  citizen,  he  concedes  it,  and  im- 
mediately subjoins:  "Let  there  be  more  of  it 
[dogmatical  teaching]  in  our  churches  and  Sun- 
day schools."  To  which  we  add  a  hearty  amen. 
But  I  no  longer  wonder  that  there  is  so  little  deep 
religious  conviction,  so  little  precise,  well-defiued 
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knowledge  of  Christian  doctrine,  among  people  so 
educated  in  youth. 

"  Let  us  do  this  as  Catholic  Christians,  while,  as 
good  citizens,  we  support  the  only  form  of  popular 
education  which  is  possible  under  our  laws,  and  which, 
defective  as  it  is,  is  a  thousand  times  better,  than  the 
popular  ignorance  which  lies  like  midnight  on  every 
Romish  country  under  heaven." 

Here  again  the  form  of  our  popular  education 
is  declared  to  be  defective.  This  is  just  what  we 
always  said,  that  the  system  was  defective,  because 
its  benefits  did  not  equally  extend  to  all,  though 
all  had  equally  to  sustain  it;  defective,  because  it 
omitted  precisely  what  a  great  many  in  the  com- 
munity believed  to  be  essential  to  popular  educa- 
tion. As  good  citizens,  we  are  now  told  to  sup- 
port a  defective  form  of  popular  education,  be- 
cause it  is  the  only  form  possible  under  our  laws, 
and  because  it  is  a  thousand  times  better  than  the 
popular  ignorance  wJiich  lies  like  midnight  on  every 
Romish  country  under  heaven.  As  good  citizens, 
we  said,  let  us  try  to  remedy  the  defects  of  the 
system,  and  bring  it  into  harmony  with  the  general 
principles  of  justice  on  which  our  institutions  and 
republican  form  of  government  rest — no  taxation 
without  representation;  we  ought  not  to  be  forced 
to  pay  for  what  we  cannot  in  conscience  use ;  we 
said,  let  us  supply  the  deficiency  of  the  system  by 
adding  a  little  moral  and  religious  teaching  for 
the  children  of  those  who,  believing  it  the  first 
duty  of  a  parent  to  teach  morality  and  religion  to 
his  offspring,  hold  that  education  divorced  from 
religion  is  no  education.  Let  us,  say  we,  supple- 
ment the  system  at  the  humble  petition  of  those 
who  consider  religion  and  morality  the  firmest 
props  of  any  nation,  and  indispensable  to  its  po- 
litical prosperity,  absolutely  necessary  to  prepare 
men  to  become  good  citizens  of  a  free  government. 
As  good  citizens,  then,  we  asked  not  to  retain  a  de- 
fective form  or  system  of  popular  education,  but, 
in  the  language  of  a  Protestant  journalist,  we 
asked,  "why  in  an  institution  founded  expressly 
to  make  good  citizens,  is  the  essential  thing — that 
which  is  essential  to  good  citizenship — left  out? " 
Oh!  we  would  not  have  our  fellow-citizens  grope 
in  the  midnight  ignorance  of  Popish  countries, 
but  have  them  walk  in  the  noonday  light  of  the 
most  advanced  human  science  and  most  use- 
ful secular  knowledge;  but  we  would  throw  a 
golden  radiance  around  their  path,  by  letting  in 
upon  it  a  little  of  the  light  that  Christ  our  Lord, 
the  Light  of  the  world,  came  to  bring  into  the 
world;  He  is  the  only  true  Light  that  enlighteneth 
every  man  that  cometh  into  this  world.  And  we 
cannot  believe  an  emendation  in  this  particular 
impracticable,  or  our  present  defective  form  the 
only  one  possible,  for  another  form  or  modifica- 


tion of  the  system  has  been  successfully  tried,  ac- 
tually exists,  and  it  is  an  axiom  in  philosophy,  ab 
actu  ad  posse  valet  elatio;  and  it  would  be  a  very 
sorry  compliment  to  the  wisdom  and  intelligence 
of  our  legislators  to  affirm  that  they  can  devise  no 
remedy  for  a  defective  form  of  popular  education. 

The  real  fact  then  is,  that  we  both  concede  the 
system  to  be  detective;  but  while  ice  come  out 
manfully  to  say  that  we  wish  our  Catholic  chil- 
dren educated  as  Catholics,  and  that  we  wish  not 
to  proselyte  or  in  any  way  interfere  with  the  chil- 
dren of  non-Catholics,  and  that  we  do  not  want 
others  to  give  a  cent  towards  the  schooling  of 
Catholic  children,  but  only  wish  the  money  which 
we  ourselves  pay  in  taxes  towards  the  school-fund, 
or  a  pro  rata  proportion  of  it,  he  wishes  the  schools 
to  remain  or  to  be  made  sectarian,  to  have  religion 
taught  in  them— for. education  divorced  from  relig- 
ion is  no  education — they  are  to  be  made  what  they 
should  be,  to  be  elevated,  to  be  secured  Christian 
blessings,  the  schools  be  Christian,  and  thus  we  are 
to  continue  to  be  taxed  to  support  schools  in  which 
they  are  to  continue  to  teach  their  forms  of  religion, 
their  notions  of  Christianity;  and  because  our 
conscience  rebels  against  exposing  our  children 
to  apostatize  from  the  faith  of  their  fathers,  we 
are  to  be  obliged  to  build  and  maintain  our  own 
schools,  and  to  build  schools  and  pay  for  the 
schooling  of  their  children.  This  is  just  what  it 
amounts  to,  and  we  regard  it  as  a  mockery  and 
oppressive  display  of  might  over  right  to  say  "it 
is  the  only  form  of  popular  education  possible 
under  our  laws." 

Suppose  we  change  the  scene  and  go  over  to  the 
Dominion  and  down  to  the  Province  of  Quebec. 
The  population  is  overwhelmingly  Catholic,  the 
Protestant  minority  is  much  less  ia  proportion  to 
the  whole  population  than  the  Catholic  minority 
is  with  us.  There,  too,  there  is  a  system  of  public 
schools,  a  school-fund  raised  by  general  taxation; 
suppose  no  part  of  that  fund  allowed  for  schools 
for  the  small  Protestant  population,  a  Catholic  sup- 
erintendent had  the  management  of  the  schools, 
Catholic  school-books,  or  books  containing  Cath- 
olic views  of  religion ;  the  Protestant  Reformation, 
and  all  the  facts  and  personages  of  history,  viewed 
and  judged  and  commented  on  from  a  Catholic 
standpoint;  the  books  in  the  library  attached  to 
those  schools,  and  furnished  by  the  school  fund,  of 
the  same  stripe;  Catholic  principals  in  all  the 
schools,  all  Catholic  teachers  except  a  sprinkling 
of  Protestants  in  subordinate  positions  or  the  ele- 
mentary departments;  the  Catholic  Bible  read,  Ca- 
tholic prayers  said,  and  Catholic  hymns  sung  every 
day ;  from  time  to  time  on  special  solemn  occa- 
sions a  Catholic  priest  is  invited  to  address  the 
children,  who  denounces  the  soul-destroying  her- 
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esies  of  Luther,  Calvin  and  Wesley,  and  the  despot- 
ism and  cruelty  and  wickedness  of  the  royal  foun- 
ders of  Episcopalianism.  How  would  our  Episco- 
pal friend  like  to  be  told:  Well,  there  is  no  help 
for  it,  there  is  no  other  form  of  popular  education 
possible  under  our  laws ;  you  have  no  right  to  com- 
plain for  being  taxed  for  the  support  of  our  Cath- 
olic schools,  for  we  hare  all  to  pay  for  many  bene- 
fits in  which  we  do  not  direct 'y  share  f  Canada 
could  find  a  remedy,  Catholic  Canada  could  es- 
tablish a  system  of  public  schools  by  which  the 
whole  population  may  benefit,  without  doing  vio- 
lence to  conscience,  and  grossly  infringing  on  jus- 
tice and  natural  rights. 

Now  a  word  about  the  popular  ignorance  of 
"  Romish"  countries.  I  would  like  to  know  what 
countries  are  Romish ;  this  elegant,  classical  term, 
Romish,  needs  some  explanation,  at  least  as  ap- 
plied to  countries.  In  looking  at  the  map  of  the 
world  to-day,  I  would  not  know  what  country 
under  the  sun  has  a  right  to  be  styled  Romish.  In 
the  second  place,  when  these  Romish  countries 
are  designated,  we  will  require  some  proof  of  the 
popular  ignorance,  the  midnight  darkness  that 
enwraps  them ;  and  in  the  third  place,  when  the 
darkness  has  been  brought  to  light,  and  the  popu- 
lar ignorance  of  these  Romish  countries  has 
been  made  apparent,  we  will  demand  proof  that 
the  Catholic  Church  in  those  countries  is  respon- 
sible for  such  ignorance;  and  even  then,  we  will 
•want  to  know  why  we  Catholics  in  this  country 
are  to  be  twitted  for  the  ignorance  of  Romish 
countries.  In  fact,  we  cannot  understand  what 
the  ignorance  of  Romish  countries  has  to  do  with 
this  question,  or  why  good  citizens  are  encouraged 
to  support  the  defective  popular  education,  because 
it  is  better  than  the  gross  popular  ignorance  of 
other  countries.  Whatever  may  be  the  relative 
ignorance  or  enlightenment  of  so-called  Catholic 
and  Protestant  countries,  the  Catholic  Church  is  no 
more  answerable  for  the  one  than  the  Episcopal 
Church  is  entitled  to  credit  for  the  other.  I  appeal 
confidently  to  the  records  of  history  and  to  the 
testimony  of  unbiased  non-Catholic  writers  to 
show  that  the  Catholic  Church  has  done  more  for 
science,  for  the  education  of  the  people,  especially 
of  the  poorer  classes,  than  any  other  Christian  de- 
nomination under  the  sun.  The  educational  statis- 
tics of  Rome,  the  capital  and  centre  of  Catholicity, 
which  were  given  in  last  week's  issue  of  the  Cath- 
olic Union,  cannot  even  be  approached  by  any 
Protestant  city  in  the  world. 

Wherever  the  Catholic  Church  has  been  free, 
she  has  worked  up,  from  her  own  inner  life  and 
unaided  resources,  systems  of  education  and 
means  of  instruction,  instituted  teaching  bodies, 
orders  of  men  and  women  devoting  to  the  drudgery 


of  school  duties  talents,  health,  life, — thus  making 
a  glorious  exhibit  for  their  Church  in  every  age 
and  country,  with  which  no  other  church  or 
denomination  can  compare;  while  the  Catholic 
people  in  every  age  and  country  have  shown  a 
love  for  learning,  a  desire  for  education  and  gen- 
eral capacity  for  its  acquisition,  and  aptitude  for 
knowledge,  that  should  at  least  spare  them  the  in- 
sulting epithet  of  ignorant.  Their  love  for  learn- 
ing was  only  less  than  their  love  for  their  holy 
faith.  They  sought  for  and  drank  at  the  fountains 
of  knowledge,  at  the  risk  of  tortures  and  death ; 
and  consented  to  forego  the  boon  of  education 
only  when  it  could  not  be  enjoyed  without  re- 
nouncing their  faith;  and  yet  they  must  all  be 
twitted,  indeed,  for  the  crime  of  ignorance! 

I  might,  did  I  wish,  contrast  with  all  this  the 
record  of  the  Episcopal  Church,  since  its  birth, 
and  show  how  the  Reformation  in  England  de- 
stroyed innumerable  houses  of  education,  and  all 
but  extinguished  the  light  of  learning  in  her  grand 
old  universities  that  owe  their  foundation  to  the 
Catholic  Church ;  and  how  Protestant,  and  espec- 
ially Episcopal,  intolerance  sought  to  smother 
learning  in  order  to  stamp  out  the  Catholic  faith 
in  Ireland  and  the  British  Isles.  I  might  invite 
comparison  with  the  efforts  which  the  Catholic 
Church,  the  Catholic  hierarchy  and  the  Catholic 
people  are  making  to-day  for  popular  education, 
for  the  education  and  enlightenment  of  the  poor 
and  ignorant,  with  that  made  by  the  Church  over 
which  the  gentleman  presides  who  talks  so  com- 
placently of  the  ignorance  of  Popish  countries. 
I  fear  this  communication  is  already  too  lengthy, 
and  I  must  postpone  to  your  next  issue  a  few  re- 
marks about  the  name  of  Catholic,  ignorantly,  we 
are  told,  accorded  to  mere  Romanism. 


The  Rosary  at  Viviers. 

In  the  year  1416,  St.  Vincent  Ferrer  preached  in 
the  city  and  province  of  Viviers,  in  the  south  of 
France.  Amongst  other  pious  practices  that  he 
recommended  to  the  people  was  this,  that  they 
should  say  the  Rosary  while  engaged  at  their  work. 
After  the  lapse  of  so  many  centuries,  this  custom 
is  still  preserved  at  Viviers.  The  women  sit  out 
in  the  open  air  at  the  doors  of  their  houses,  em- 
ployed in  spinning,  and  while  the  work  goes  on, 
instead  of  occupying  their  minds  and  tongues  in 
talking  over  the  news  of  the  day  or  the  affairs  of 
their  neighbors,  wasting  their  time,  if  not  offend- 
ing against  charity,  they  say  the  Rosary  together 
aloud.  One  begins,  and  her  neighbor  responds, 
and  so  the  Lord's  Prayer  and  the  Angelic  Saluta- 
tion pass  from  house  to  house,  or  from  one  side  of 
the  street  to  the  other. 
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All  for  Jesus! 

All  for  Jesus!— oh,  what  blessings 

Centre  in  those  sacred  words! 
How  their  sweet  and  silvery  echoes 

Stir  the  true  heart's  tenderest  chords! 
How  they  soothe  the  soul  when  weary 

Of  life's  bondage  here  below, 
Pining  for  the  blessed  freedom 

Which  on  earth  it  may  not  know! 

All  for  Jesus!— every  pleasure, 

Every  pain — for  Jesus,  all! 
Every  joy  that  lights  our  pathway, 

Every  shadow  that  may  fall! 
All  the  deep  and  crushing  sorrow 

Which  the  human  heart  may  know-- 
All the  untold  bliss  and  gladness 

Which  from  Heaven's  fountains  flow! 

All  for  Jesus! — words  of  comfort, 

Falling  on  the  soul  like  balm, 
And  where  all  was  wildest  discord, 

Leaving  naught  but  peace  and  calm; 
Bringing  thoughts  of  Jesus'  sorrows 

To  the  heart  that  fain  would  break, 
Till  its  cross  is  borne  with  patience — 

Aye! — with  love,  for  His  dear  sake! 

All  for  Jesus! — sweet  words  linger 

On  our  lips  and  in  our  hearts, 
Till  death  stills  them  both  forever, 

Bidding  us  from  life  depart. 
Then  with  angel  choirs  united 

Still  in  Heaven  our  song  shall  be 
"All  for  Jesus!" — through  the  ages 
Of  a  blest  eternity! 

ELIZA  M.  V.  BULGER. 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XII. 

"Dead!  Tatiana  dead!"  gasped  the  Princess 
Dimitri-Douskoi — her  face  growing  suddenly 
white  and  pinched,  her  hands  dropping  limp  and 
cold  on  each  side  of  her. 

"Yes,  your  highness,"  answered  old  Michel, 
the  huntsman, — who,  urged  by  what  he  consid- 
ered an  emergency,  and  his  privileges  as  a  faith- 
ful and  confidential  servant,  had  ventured  that 
morning  to  approach  his  mistress  at  a  much  ear- 
lier hour  than  she  was  in  the  habit  of  admitting 
persons  on  business.  But  before  he  had  time  to 
more  than  begin  the  relation  of  his  perplexities, 
she  had  cut  him  short — in  her  terse,  peremptory- 
way — to  inquire  if  there  was  any  news  of  Tatiana, 
and  he  had  blurted  out  what  he  knew.  She  was 
dead.  Somehow,  her  dreams  had  been  full  of  the 
old  Tartar  nurse  all  night ;  fitful  dreams,  that  were 


not  sedative  in  their  effects,  but  had  filled  her 
mind  with  vague  uneasiness  and  retrospective 
thoughts  which  over  and  over  again  brought  be- 
fore her  scenes  and  events  of  the  past  that  she 
would  fain  have  forgotten;  and  now  came  the 
news  that  she  was  dead.  She  had  not  expected 
this,  although  she  had  issued  such  imperative  or- 
ders for  Tatiana's  illness  to  be  concealed  from  the 
young  Count  when  he  got  back,  knowing  that  if 
he  heard  but  a  hint  of  it  he  would  go  to  her  with- 
out loss  of  time;  and  fearing  that  she,  unnerved 
by  suffering  and  the  dread  of  possible  death, 
might  reveal  things  to  him  which  it  was  desirable 
he  should  be  kept  in  ignorance  of. 

Her  maid  had  brought  in  her  tea  at  the  usual 
hour  that  morning,  but,  when  questioned,  had 
thought  it  more  discreet  to  pretend  ignorance  of 
what  had  happened,  knowing  that  news  of  the 
event  would  throw  the  Princess  into  a  state  of  ex- 
citement which  would  rebound  unpleasantly  on 
herself.  Feodor,  wiien  summoned,  also  pleaded 
ignorance,  and  was  dismissed  with  a  sharp  repri- 
mand for  not  being  better  informed;  but  now  old 
Michel — under  fear  of  nothing  except  that  the 
Samoyeds,  who  were  growling  and  swearing  that 
the  heat  would  kill  their  animals,  although  the 
mercury  was  full  twenty  degrees  below  zero, 
would  bolt,  and  put  an  end  to  the  reindeer  race — 
spoke  out,  for  what  was  the  decrepid  Tartar  witch 
to  him,  compared  with  the  fine  sport  which  at 
much  trouble  and  pains  he  had  provided  for  the 
noble  youngsters,  Count  Dimitri  and  his  guests  ? 

He  was  not  prepared,  however,  for  the  effect 
produced  by  his  words  upon  his  mistress;  her 
quick  start,  her  sudden  pallor,  the  rigidity  of  her 
figure  sitting  bolt  upright  in  her  great  cushioned 
armchair,  the  white  gleam  of  her  eyes — and, 
drawing  back  a  step,  he  straightened  himself  up 
and  said  apologetically: 

"  I'm  sorry,  your  highness,  to  be  the  bearer  of 
ill  tidings,  but  there's  them  Samoyeds  that  nought 
could  persuade  to  wait  a  day  longer,  because  they 
say  it's  too  warm  here  for  their  beasts;  and  if 
they  go  away,  your  highness,  the  sport's  over.  I 
know  the  lad  will  be  cut  up  about  his  old  nurse 
dying,  but  where's  the  use?  It  won't  bring  her 
back  to  life  to  give  up  the  race." 

He  called  the  young  Count  "lad,"— he  would 
never  be  anything  more  to  that  stout,  faithful  old 
heart,  not  if  he  lived  to  have  gray  hairs,  and  have 
his  breast  covered  with  decorations,  and  make  his 
name  glorious,  for  had  he  not  often  cradled  him, 
an  infant,  in  his  arms,  and  when  older,  borne 
him  time  and  again  upon  his  stalwart  shoulders 
when  stalking  through  the  forest  for  game !  The 
daring  boy  was  as  the  apple  of  his  eye ;  he  loved 
him,  and  took  pride  in  his  manly  beauty  and 
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courage,  and  even  thought  that  Dimitri's  unreason- 
able rages  were  highly  becoming  to  him. 

"  Have  you  seen  Count  Dimitri  ? "  She  never 
called  him  lad,  nor  forgot  his  rank.  "  Has  he 
heard  ?  "  she  asked — in  a  low,  hoarse  voice. 

"No,  your  highness;  he's  fast  asleep  yet,"  re- 
plied Michel,  in  an  aggrieved  tone,  glancing  to- 
wards the  clock  over  the  mantel. 

"  Ah-ah ! "  she  ejaculated,  with  sudden  relief. 
"  The  young  require  much  sleep." 

"But,  your  highness,  he'll  lose  the  sport — 
those  fellows  growl  and  grumble  about  the  heat, 
when  it's  as  much  as  a  body's  ears  are  worth  to 
go  out  uncovered ;  and  if  he  wants  to  keep  them 
he  ought  to  see  them  himself,  or " 

Michel  expressed  that  they  would  be  off  by  put 
ting  his  hands  together,  then  spreading  them  out 
with  every  finger  apart. 

"  Count  Dimitri  should  not  neglect  his  guests. 
Are  they  also  asleep  ?" 

"  No,  your  highness ;  they've  been  up  an  hour, 
and  had  their  breakfast,  and  are  out  in  the  stables 
betting  on  the  Samoyeds'  blasts ;  they  be  so  full 
of  the  race  that  they  made  me  come,  your  high- 
ness, to — to — find  out " 

"  I  understand,"  she  answered,  briefly,  then  fell 
into  thought;  while  Michel  waited,  watching 
her,  and  wondering  what  she  could  be  turning 
over  within  that  old  bowed  head  of  hers. 

The  Princess  Dimitri-Dousko'i  knew  very  well 
that  it  would  not  do  to  go  too  far  with  the  boy; 
she  must  be  very  prudent  lest  he  should  suspect 
that  she  had  some  hand  in  keeping  him  away  from 
the  death-bed  of  the  woman  who  had  been  a  mother 
to  him,  and  who,  she  knew,  held  the  secrets  of  his 
life ;  she  therefore  thought  it  would  be  advisable  to 
show  respect  to  her  in  his  name.  She  looked  up, 
and  spoke. 

"  Give  my  compliments  to  the  Count's  friends, 
Michel,  and  ask  them  to  be  kind  enough  to  enjoy 
themselves  without  him  to-day ;  he  will  be  greatly 
distressed  by  this — by  the  death  of  his  old  nurse, 
and  will  wish  to  show  some  respect  to  her  mem- 
ory. Tell  Isaac  to  see  to  their  hampers,  and  get 
them  off  as  quickly  as  possible." 

"  And,  your  highness,  you'll  make  it  all  right 
with  the  young  Count?"  said  Michel,  his  gray 
bushy  eyebrows  lowering  over  his  eyes,  while  his 
voiced  dropped  into  something  very  like  a  growl 
of  dissatisfaction, — for  what  pleasure  would  it  be 
to  him  without  Dimitri  ? 

"  Have  no  fear.  Go  now,"  she  answered,  curtly ; 
and  he  disappeared. 

Make  it  all  right  with  the  young  Count !  Would 
that  she  might  be  able  to  make  it  all  right  with 
him  for  herself!  The  fearless  heart  of  the  woman 
quailed  at  the  bare  thought  of  the  possibility  of 


hints  that  he  might  have  heard!  What  might  he 
not  already  have  wheedled  out  of  the  dead  wo- 
man in  the  days  past?  what  wild  imaginations 
might  not  have  grown  up,  full-fledged,  in  his 
brooding  silences  ? 

"Dead!  dead!"  she  whispered,  clutching  the 
arms  of  her  chair  until  the  sinews  of  her  hands 
stood  out — and  the  swollen  veins,  like  great  purple 
worms,  seemed  to  writhe  over  them.  "And  her 
secret  dead  with  her!  Blessed  Lady  of  Kazan! 
how  I  thank  thee!  But  the  boy — how  he  will  fret, 
and  what  a  wild  fury  he'll  be  in  when  he  hears 
she  is  dead,  and  that  he  was  not  with  her!  He'll 
fancy  she  was  neglected!  he'll  never  stop  to  think 
how  suddenly  death  sometimes  comes." 

She  touched  her  bell,  and  Peodor,  with  blanched 
face,  not  knowing  what  was  in  store  for  him,  ap- 
peared, his  feet  drawn  together,  his  hands  folded 
before  him  as  if  he  were  a  model  posturing  for  an 
artist.  But  he  might  have  spared  himself  all  un- 
easiness; for,  without  raising  her  eyes  except  to 
glance  towards  him,  the  Princess  directed  him  to 
go  and  wait  in  Count  Dimitri's  apartments  until 
he  awoke,  and  tell  him  that  she  wished  particu- 
larly to  see  him  as  soon  as  he  was  dressed — then 
dismissed  him.  Her  maid  now  came  in  with  her 
breakfast ;  but  a  goblet  of  steaming  tea,  with  a  thin 
slice  of  Sicilian  lemon  floating  in  it,  was  the  only 
refreshment  that  she  took;  the  small,  tempting 
dishes  to  which  she  usually  did  ample  justice 
were  sent  away  untasted ;  and  she  girded  up  her 
courage  for  what  was  impending — the  shadow  of 
which  gave  her  a  sensation  of  such  unrest  that 
even  with  her  strong  will  it  was  with  difficulty 
she  could  remain  seated. 

And  when  at  last  Dimitri  awoke,  and  all  that 
had  passed  the  night  before  came  little  by  little 
to  him  as  his  slumbering  faculties  aroused  them- 
selves, and  he  remembered  that  the  key  of  the 
mystery  that  he  had  so  long  sought  to  penetrate 
was  now  actually  in  his  possession,  he  felt  there 
was  the  greatest  necessity  for  being  cautious  and 
prudent  to  avert  suspicion,  the  slightest  indiscre- 
tion ;  and  he  knew  that  his  every  movement  would 
be  watched,  and  his  hopes  be  probably  frustrated 
at  the  very  instant  they  seemed  to  be  on  the  verge 
of  fulfilment.  Then  came  the  recollection  of  the 
poor  old  dead  face  in  its  peaceful  calm,  lying  over 
yonder  in  the  hut,  clothed  with  the  grandeur  of 
the  mystery  of  death ;  he  thought  of  the  tender  love 
that  had  survived  all,  and  been  patient  and  strong 
for  him  and  with  him  to  the  very  last,  and  he 
buried  his  face  in  his  pillow  and  wept  bitterly. 
When  the  passion  of  his  grief  subsided  it  left  his 
heart  cool  and  his  brain  clear.  A  crisis  in  his 
life  had  come ;  his  boyhood  was  behind  him,  his 
face  turned  to  the  future ;  they  might  not  know 
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or  observe  it,  but  Dimitri  was  no  longer  a  boy,  and 
would  meet  whatever  befel  him  as  a  man — and 
that  he  would  show  them.  He  dressed  himself, 
unlocked  his  door  and  went  into  the  anteroom, 
where  he  found  Feodor  waiting,  who,  having  de- 
livered his  message,  disappeared  quickly,  dreading 
to  be  questioned.  Dimitri  walked  over  to  the 
small  table,  where  his  tea  was  steaming  over  a 
spirit-lamp,  its  aroma  diffusing  a  vapory  odor 
such  as  we  who  get  our  teas  deteriorated  by  being 
brought  from  across  the  seas  are  strangers  to. 
Brought  overland  from  the  "  Flowery  Kingdom," 
into  Russia,  that  which  gives  life  to  the  plant 
called  tea  remains  unimpaired  in  the  health-giving 
properties  which  the  chemistry  of  nature  imparts, 
but  which  the  subtle  and  permeating  salts  of  the 
ocean  in  a  measure  destroys.  Dimitri  quaffed  a 
goblet  of  the  hot,  fragrant  liquid,  and  felt  re- 
freshed and  strengthened  in  his  resolves,  one  of 
which  was  that  he  would  control  his  temper  in 
the  approaching  interview  with  his  aunt  if  he 
should  be  obliged  to  bite  through  his  tongue — that 
temper  of  his  which  had  never  known  curb  or 
rein,  which  people  were  wont  to  say  "  he  got  from 
his  father,  who  got  his  from  the  devil";  and  as 
most  evil  passions  are  due  to  that  source,  it  is 
probable  they  were  not  far  wrong.  He  wondered 
what  his  aunt  wanted  with  him,  then  suddenly  be- 
thought himself  of  his  friends  the  Samoyeds  and 
the  reindeer  race.  What  should  he  do  ?  He  won- 
dered if  they  would  not  let  him  off,  and  enjoy  the 
sport  without  him ;  for  how  could  he  go,  and  she 
lying  there  dead  in  the  hut — and  that,  his  treasure, 
in  the  earth  under  her  bed  ?  Some  rogue,  no  longer 
in  fear  of  her,  might  steal  it  while  searching  for 
the  gold  of  which  it  was  said  she  had  an  abun- 
dance secreted  in  holes  and  corners.  This  thought 
quickened  his  movements,  and  hastening  through 
the  long  corridors  to  the  apartments  of  the  Prin- 
cess, he  was  instantly  admitted.  Having  saluted 
her,  he  knelt  a  moment  for  her  blessing,  then 
drawing  a  chair  quite  near  her,  waited  to  hear 
what  she  might  have  to  say.  The  haughty  old 
woman  fixed  her  clear,  old  eyes  upon  his  counte- 
nance, scanning  every  line,  as  if  she  sought  to 
penetrate  what  lay  beneath ;  but  there  was  no  sign 
there  that  indicated  knowledge  of  any  unusual 
event  or  emotion.  At  last  she  spoke — her  voice 
low,  her  words  gentle. 

"I  have  sad  news  for  thee,  Dimitri,  my  son. 
Tatiana  died  suddenly  last  night."  Then  she 
paused,  expectant  of  a  wild  outbreak. 

"  I  know  it,  madame  my  aunt,"  he  replied — so 
calmly  that  she  was  not  only  astonished,  but 
relieved,  and  imagined  that  some  of  the  attend- 
ants had  informed  him  of  the  event  on  his  way  to 
her  apartments. 


"And," — she  continued, — "knowing  that  you 
would  naturally  be  grieved,  I  directed  Michel  to 
take  your  friends  out  in  the  Samoyed  sleds,  and 
they  are  gone." 

"Thanks,  madame  my  aunt;  I  have  no  heart 
for  reindeer  races  when  my  best  friend  lies  dead. 
I  am  glad  they  are  off." 

"  It  would  have  been  a  great  consolation  to  the 
faithful  old  servant  to  have  seen  thee,  Dimitri," 
she  continued — without  noticing,  seemingly,  that 
he  spoke  of  her  as  "  his  best  friend,"  although  it 
galled  her  and  sent  a  flicker  of  white  light  to  her 
eyes — "  but  thou  wert  absent,  and  en  pen  d'heure 
Dieu  Idbeure.  I  sent  post  haste  for  Dr.  Pestel, 
who  would,  I  knew,  do  all  that  human  skill 
could  do  to  save  her;  but  that  is  the  news  they 
brought  me  this  morning :  '  She  is  dead.' " 

"  I  was  with  her,"  he  answered,  in  low,  concen- 
trated tones. 

"With  her!  Impossible!"  screamed  the  Prin- 
cess, suddenly  white  with  dread  and  rage. 

"My  troika  ran  into  Pestel's  last  night,  as  mine 
was  turning  into  the  gate,  and  his  coming  out. 
He  told  me,  and  I  went  straight  to  her." 

"And  what  did  she  tell  thee?  What  did  she 
^ay  to  thee,  Dimitri  ?  Her  mind,  they  say,  was 
wandering;  she  saw  things!"  exclaimed  the 
Princess,  in  excited  tones. 

"I  saw  her  a  very  short  time.  What  should 
she  have  to  tell  me?  She  was  dying  then,  and 
wanted  a  priest  of  her  faith.  I  got  a  sled  and 
brought  him." 

"Oh,  mad,  foolish  boy!  "  she  cried;  then,  check- 
ing herself,  but  almost  breathless,  she  asked: 
"  From  a  distance,  Dimitri  ?  Wert  thou  long 
away  ? " 

"  Some  versts  away  perhaps ;  I  did  not  notice. 
My  business  was  not  to  measure  distances  but  to 
fetch  the  priest  she  wanted,  and  I  would  have 
tried  to  bring  him  if  he  had  been  at  the  North 
Pole." 

"  And  then  ? " 

"And  then,  having  brought  him,  I  left  him 
•with  her;  and  when  he  finished  the  rites  for  the 
dying  I  went  to  her  bedside,  and  she  blessed  me, 
and  died." 

"  And  told  thee  no  wild,  improbable  stories  of 
the  past?" 

"Nothing,"  answered  the  boy,  looking  full  into 
her  eager,  expectant  eyes. 

"  Ah-h-h !"  breathed  the  old  Princess,  in  a  deep 
sigh  of  relief.  "Poor  Tatiana!  Faithful  from 
first  to  last !  Always  faithful !  But,  Dimitri,  my 
son,  thou  wert  imprudent  to  fetch  a  Latin  priest; 
how  didst  thou  know  where  to  find  him  ?" 

She  was  determined  to  find  out,  if  possible ;  for 
how  could  she  be  sure  that  Tatiana  did  not  con- 
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fide  certain  family  secrets  to  him,  to  be  hereafter 
imparted  to  Diinitri ;  what  would  be  more  natural 
than  for  her  to  have  done  so;  and  if  she  could 
only  track  him,  she  was  powerful  enough  to  have 
him  sent,  on  her  complaint,  to  the  mines  of  Siberia. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 

(No.  6.) 

BY  KEY.  J.  ADAM. 

Immediately  on  receipt  of  Father  Serra's  letter 
the  Viceroy  and  Visitor-General  called  at  the 
College  of  San  Fernando  and  solicited  the  Father 
Guardian  to  send  thirty  additional  religious,  stat- 
ing that  it  was  their  desire  that  besides  the  exist- 
ing Missions  of  San  Diego,  San  Carlos  and  San 
Buenaventura,  five  others  should  be  established — 
namely  those  of  San  Francisco,  Santa  Clara,  San 
Gabriel,  San  Antonio  de  Padua,  and  San  Luis 
Tolosa.  The  thirty  religious  were  cheerfully 
placed  at  their  disposal,  and  the  Viceroy  and 
Visitor-General  provided  them  with  vestments, 
chalices,  bells,  and  such  utensils  as  were  neces- 
sary for  the  new  Missions.  They  also  gave  them 
money  to  the  amount  of  $1,000  to  defray  the 
necessary  expenses  of  housebuilding  and  the 
cultivation  of  the  soil,  together  with  $400  for  the 
travelling  expenses  of  each  missionary.  Who, 
reading  of  the  munificence  of  the  civil  authorities 
a  century  ago,  will  not  notice  the  sad  contrast 
presented  nowadays?  Then  no  expense  was 
spared  in  the  building  and  decoration  of  churches 
and  the  propagation  of  the  faith — now,  on  the  con- 
trary, churches  and  religious  houses  are  despoiled 
of  their  property,  and  every  effort  is  making  to 
eradicate  religious  principles,  to  propagate  irre- 
ligion  and  infidelity. 

Royal  orders  were  issued  for  the  packet  boat  to 
start  with  the  missionaries  immediately  on  their 
arrival  at  St.  Blase,  which  was  in  October,  1770, 
but  owing  to  some  hindrance  they  were  detained 
there  until  the  2d  of  January  the  following  year, 
when  the  ten  destined  for  Upper  California  started, 
arriving  at  San  Diego  on  the  12th  of  March. 
They  proceeded  thence  to  Monterey  to  receive  their 
several  appointments.  The  other  twenty,  destined 
for  Lower  California,  were  not  so  fortunate.  After 
a  narrow  escape  from  shipwreck,  the  vessel  in 
which  they  were  was  run  ashore  on  an  uninhabited 
and  barren  part  of  Colima,  whence  they  had  to 
make  the  best  of  their  way  on  foot,  a  distance  of 
six  hundred  miles,  to  Loretto.  One  of  their  number 
died  of  fatigue  and  exhaustion  on  the  way,  and  the 
others  did  not  reach  Loretto  until  the  end  of  Au- 
gust, 1771.  In  the  mean  time  his  Excellency  An- 


tonio Maria  Bucarely  had  succeeded  the  Marquis 
de  Croix  in  the  Viceroyalty  of  Is  ew  Spain. 

Great  was  the  joy  of  Father  Serra  when  on  the 
21st  of  May  he  welcomed  the  ten  new  missionaries 
that  were  sent  him,  and  he  availed  himself  of  their 
presence  and  aid  in  celebrating  the  Feast  of  Corpus 
Christ!  this  year  even  with  greater  solemnity  than 
the  year  before.  They  had  solemn  high  Mass 
with  deacon  and  subdeacon,  and  twelve  of  the 
religious  took  part  in  the  procession.  Immedi- 
ately after  the  Feast  the  several  a;:  pointments  of 
the  missionaries  were  made.  Fathers  Francis 
Dumetz  and  Louis  Jaime  were  sent  to  San  Diego 
in  place  of  the  then  incumbents,  who  wished  to 
retire;  Fathers  Antonio  Paterna  and  Antonio 
Gonzalez  were  to  found  the  Mission  of  San  Buena- 
ventura; and  Fathers  Angelo  Somera  and  Peter 
Benito  Cambron  that  of  San  Gabriel.  Six  relig- 
ious yet  remained  at  Monterey,  but  two  of  these 
were  intended  for  San  Antonio,  and  other  two  for 
San  Luis  Obispo,  Father  Crespi  alone  finally  re- 
maining with  Father  Serra  at  Monterey, 

While  some  sailors  and  Indians  were  engaged 
in  cutting  the  timber  necessary  for  constructing 
the  Mission  of  Carmelo,  Father  Serra,  accompa- 
nied by  a  party  of  a  few  soldiers,  well  provisioned 
and  equipped,  traversed  the  wild  and  rugged  ridge 
known  as  the  Mountains  of  Santa  Lucia,  alter- 
nately walking  and  climbing  till  they  reached  a 
beautiful  canon,  which  they  called  Robles,  as  oak 
trees  were  there  in  great  plenty.  Here  also  they 
discovered  a  fertile  plain,  with  a  beautiful  river 
running  through  its  midst,  which  they  called  the 
San  Antonio.  They  were  so  well  pleased  with  this 
valley,  in  which  there  was  an  abundance  of  water 
even  in  the  month  of  July,  that  they  selected  it  as 
the  site  of  a  Mission.  The  mules  were  unloaded, 
the  bells  hung  to  a  tree,  and  Father  Serra  himself 
rang  them.  Father  Pierras,  one  of  his  compan- 
ions, said  to  him:  "Why  do  you  tire  yourself 
ringing  these  bells,  Father  ?  You  know  this  is  no 
place  for  a  church;  no  Indians  are  to  be  seen 
around."  "Would  to  God,"  replied  Father  Serra, 
"that  its  sound  could  be  heard  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth,  or  at  least  by  all  the  pagans  that  inhabit  the 
surrounding  hills  and  mountains!"  They  then 
raised  the  large  mission  cross,  made  a  shelter  with 
the  branches  of  trees,  erected  an  altar,  and  Father 
Serra  celebrated  Mass  in  honor  of  St.  Anthony  of 
Padua,  Patron  of  the  Mission,  on  the  14th  of  July 
(1771).  But  one  Indian — attracted  very  likely  by 
the  sound  of  the  bell — was  present  at  the  Holy 
Sacrifice.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  Gospel,  Father 
Serra  turned  to  preach,  as  usual;  seeing  an  Indian 
present,  he  exclaimed:  "I  trust  in  God  and  in  the 
intercession  of  St.  Anthony  of  Padua  that  this  his 
Mission  will  be  the  centre  of  a  large  population  of 
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Christians ;  for  we  see  here  what  has  not  happened 
at  any  other  of  our  foundations, — an  Indian  present 
at  the  first  Holy  Sacrifice.  He  will  certainly  com- 
municate to  others  what  he  has  seen."  After  Mass 
he  called  the  Indian  to  him,  treated  him  very 
kindly,  and  made  him  some  presents.  It  was  as 
as  the  good  Father  had  predicted.  That  same  day 
other  Indians  came,  and  in  course  of  time  the  Mis- 
sion of  San  Antonio  became  one  of  the  most  flour- 
ishing. Houses,  church,  and  a  fort  were  immedi- 
ately begun.  The  confidence  of  the  natives  in  the 
Fathers  ripened  into  a  childlike  affection,  and  they 
would  bring  them  their  seeds  for  safe  keeping,  tell- 
ing them  to  take  what  they  wished  for  themselves. 
Fifteen  days  after  the  establishment  of  the  Mis- 
sion of  San  Antonio,  Father  Serra  returned  to  Mon- 
terey, and  the  two  Fathers  that  remained  applied 
themselves  to  learn  the  Indian  language — a  most 
tedious  task — in  order  the  better  to  carry  on  the 
work  of  instruction.  Two  years  afterwards  we  are 
assured  by  Father  Palon  that  there  were  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty-eight  Christians  at  the  Mission. 
Among  them  he  says  was  an  old  woman  of  about 
one  hundred  years,  named  Agreda,  who  when 
asked  what  was  her  motive  in  applying  for  bap- 
tism, said  that  while  still  young  she  had  heard  her 
parents  frequently  speak  of  a  man,  dressed  in 
a  gray  habit  and  with  a  cord  around  his  waist, 
who  had  preached  to  them  the  same  things  she 
was  now  hearing  from  the  Franciscan  mission- 
aries. Others  of  the  Indians  corroborated  this 
testimony  of  the  old  woman,  assuring  the  father 
that  it  was  a  fact. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  Sweet  Singer:  Adelaide  Anne  Procter. 

She  sang  of  Love — the  love  whose  fires 
Burn  with  a  pure  and  gentle  flame, 

No  passion-lights  of  wild  desires 
Red  with  the  lurid  glow  of  shame. 

She  sang  of  angels,  and  their  wings 
Seemed  rustling  through  each  soft  refrain; 

Gladness  and  sorrow,  kindred  things 
She  wove  in  many  a  tender  strain. 

She  sang  of  Heaven  and  of  God, 
Of  Bethlehem's  star  and  Calvary's  way, 

Gethsemane — the  bloody  sod; 
Death,  darkness,  resurrection-day. 

She  sang  of  Mary; — Mother  blest, 
Her  sweetest  carols  were  of  thee! 

Close  folded  to  thy  loving  breast, 

How  fair  her  home  in  heaven  must  be! 
-From  The  Catholic  World  for  October. 


A  Late  Martyr  in  China. 

FATHER  JOHN  JOSEPH  MARY  BAPTIFAUD. 

News  has  lately  been  received  of  the  martyr- 
dom of  Rev.  Father  Baptifaud,  at  a  place  called 
Pien-Kiao,  in  the  Vicariate-Apostolic  of  Yun-nan, 
China.  Father  Baptifaud  was  only  in  his  29th 
year.  He  was  a  native  of  Nebouzat,  in  the  dio- 
cese of  Clermont,  France,  and  entered  the  Semi- 
nary of  Foreign  Missions  as  subdeacon  on  the 
15th  of  September,  1871.  He  was  ordained  dea- 
con on  the  25th  of  May,  1872,  and  priest  on  the 
21st  of  the  September  following.  On  the  6th  of 
November  of  the  same  year  he  set  out  for  Yun- 
nan, where  he  arrived  on  Holy  Thursday,  the 
10th  of  April,  1873.  He  remained  there  with 
Mgr.  Ponsot  until,  the  15th  of  September,  ap- 
plying himself  to  the  study  of  the  Chinese  lan- 
guage and  making  such  extraordinary  progress  that 
he  became  an  object  of  wonder  to  the  Christians 
of  the  place.  Mgr.  Ponsot  entertained  a  great 
affection  for  him  on  account  of  his  gentle  and 
cheerful  disposition,  and  it  was  not  without  re- 
luctance that  he  resigned  him  to  Rev.  F.  Le  Guil- 
cher,  to  replace  Rev.  Paul  Tchao,  a  native  priest 
who  met  with  his  death  in  attending  the  cholera 
patients  sometime  before.  For  eleven  months 
Father  Baptifaud  zealously  discharged  the  duties 
of  the  holy  ministry,  until  September,  1874.  A 
minister  of  the  evil  one  having  at  this  time  set 
himself  up  to  be  worshipped,  and  issued  a  procla- 
mation that  "a  new  king "  was  born  there,  a  true 
son  of  Heaven,  who  would  unite  the  whole  earth 
under  his  sceptre,  a  great  number  of  the  credu- 
lous pagans  gave  in  their  adherence  to  him.  The 
Christians  were  also  called  upon  to  join  in  the 
revolt  against  the  Emperor  then  on  the  throne, 
and  in  which  a  great  many  of  the  chief  manda- 
rins had  joined.  Father  Baptifaud  did  not  dis- 
semble his  sentiments  concerning  this  new  self- 
constituted  deity  and  emperor.  On  the  15th  of 
September  last  year  he  received  a  summons  to  ap- 
pear before  him ;  but  he  paid  no  heed  to  it.  On 
the  19th  he  was  urged  to  go,  but  still  refused; 
and  on  that  very  evening  a  band  of  brigands  en- 
tered Pien-Kiao,  which  is  a  market-town  of  300 
inhabitants.  The  fou-ye,  or  Lieutenant-Governor, 
around  whom  the  Christians  and  other  faithful 
subjects  assembled,  made  a  vigorous  resistance; 
butthe/<?w-ye  having  at  last  fallen  by  the  hand  of  a 
member  of  his  own  household,  the  brigands  gained 
the  ascendancy.  The  good  pastor  had  hastened 
to  the  pretorium  at  the  first  alarm,  evidently  with 
the  intention  of  being  near  his  beloved  Christians 
and  to  give  the  last  absolution  to  such  as  might 
fall.  As  soon  as  the  brigands  recognized  him 
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they  bound  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  he  was 
on  his  knees  when  he  received  three  cuts  from  a 
knife  on  the  head  and  throat.  .Thus  died  in  the 
early  days  of  an  apostolate  which  promised  to 
produce  much  fruit,  John  Joseph  Mary  Baptifaud, 
a  martyr  to  faith,  duty,  and  love  for  his  flock. 
His  head  had  been  completely  severed  from  his 
body.  Some  pious  widows  who  went  to  beg  his 
remains  restored  the  head  to  its  place  and  buried 
the  precious  remains. 


Letter  from  Geneva. 

GENEVA,  Oct.  2, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — Pardon  me  if  I  presume  that 
you  are  interested  in  my  whereabouts.  But  let  me 
justify  the  presumption  by  saying  I  only  desire  to  be 
logical.  One  cannot  write  a  letter  to-day  from  Chil- 
lon  and  to-morrow  from  Geneva  without  having  trav- 
ersed the  intermediate  distance.  I  make  this  state- 
ment in  the  full  knowledge  that  there  are  certain 
geniuses  who  can  sit  down  in  their  own  rooms  and 
indict  letters  from  Jericho,  Bagdad,  or  the  North 
Pole,  with  amazing  facility.  I  cannot  accomplish  that 
much.  To  write  from  Chillon,  I  must  needs  have 
been  there,  and  I  think  I  can  venture  on  the  state- 
ment that  I  now  write  in  Geneva.  If  you  desire  an 
affidavit— official  too— consult  the  postmark.  I  trav- 
elled from  Chillon  to  Vernayaz,  and  in  passing 
through  that  lovely  part  of  Switzerland  it  was  my 
pleasure  to  travel  through  a  Catholic  Canton.  The 
good  old  Catholic  Canton  of  Valais  never  allowed  a 
heretic  to  settle  inside  the  borders.  I  speak  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  The  entrance  to  either  side  of  the 
canton  is  guarded  by  a  pass,  and  that  which  adjoins 
the  Canton  of  Vaudois  has  been  called  the  Thermopy- 
lae of  Switzerland.  Zuinglius  tried  to  enter  there 
with  an  armed  force,  but  every  rock  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  ancient  town  of  St.  Maurice  rained  down  a  very 
deluge  of  missiles  of  every  description,  so  that  the 
Zuinglians  were  fain  to  confine  their  gospel  of  war  to 
the  Canton  of  Vaud.  Protestantism  has  been  estab- 
lished in  Switzerland  by  force,  and  every  inch  of  con- 
quest has  been  stoutly  disputed.  It  is  a  singular  fact 
that  when  peace  was  restored,  and  the  sword  of  per- 
secution laid  aside,  Protestantism  made  no  inroads 
into  the  Catholic  cantons,  while,  on  the  contrary, 
Catholicity  began  to  take  root  and  flourish  in  the 
Protestant  cantons,  until  it  became  the  powerful  ele- 
ment which  is  being  persecuted  anew  this  day. 

Crossing  the  great  Salvan  Pass,  I  was  in  the  lovely 

VALE  OF  CHAMOCNY. 

Its  bright,  green  meadows  seem  thrice  beautiful  in 
their  modest  contrast  with  the  snowy  mountains  all 
around.  This  is  Catholic  Savoy,  teeming  with  Catho- 
lic traditions,  and  the  dearest  (because  most  ancient) 
of  all  is  the  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God,  whose 
image  is  enshrined  upon  the  wildest  and  most  im- 
practicable peaks  of  the  Alps.  The  very  generation 
of  the  Savoyards  which  now  persecutes  the  Church  in 


Italy  is  that  which  left  the  dearest  and  most  sacred 
remembrances  in  Savoy.  The  memory  of 

MARIA  CHRISTINA, 

sister  of  the  present  King  of  Italy,  is  sacred  in  Savoy, 
and  there  are  beggars  in  the  Alpine  passes  to-day  who 
tell  with  enthusiasm  of  the  bright  smile  of  Christina, 
which  was  far  more  cheering  than  the  liberal  alms  she 
always  gave.  The  memory  of  Charles  Albert  too  is 
held  in  benediction.  He  was  a  doughty  warrior,  a 
little  errant  at  times,  but  he  never  forgot  the  deep 
significance  of  the  white  cross  which  figures  in  the  es- 
cutcheon of  the  King  of  Italy  to-day.  To  defend  the 
Church  was  his  glory.  What  a  falling  off  in  his  lineal 
descendants! 

I  left  Chamouny  by  the  Col  de  Voza.  As  I  stood  up 
there,  where  the  clouds  would  have  held  high  court 
on  a  misty  day,  I  saw  an  avalanche  roll  down  from  the 
summit  of  Mont  Blanc.  A  roar  as  of  distant  thunder 
awoke  the  echoes  of  the  mountains,  and  as  the  great 
mass  sped  down  the  mountain  side  a  snowy  vapor 
arose,  it  seemed,  to  the  blue  sky  above.  It  is  pleasant 
to  be  among  the  mountains,  and  alone, — and  you  are 
on  sacred  ground  too,  where  man  rarely  stands.  You 
stand  upon  gigantic  altars,  whose  rugged  magnifi- 
cence is  ever  showing  forth  the  power  and  the  glory 
of  Him  who  bade  them  arise  aloft  in  the  beginning. 
It  may  not  be  insalutary  to  remark  here,  and  the 
thought  struck  me  as  I  stood  upon  the  Col  de  Voza, 
that  some  of  the  greatest  manifestations  of  the  Divin- 
ity, recorded  in  Scripture,  were  made  on  the  mountain 
tops.  God  thundered  forth  His  Eternal  Command- 
ments from  the  rocky  heights  of  Sinai.  Moses  prayed 
in  the  solitude  of  the  mountains,  when  the  children  of 
Israel  fought  in  the  vale  below.  The  summit  of  Tha- 
bor  witnessed  an  effulgence  of  the  Divinity  which  no 
man  can  describe,  no  pencil  portray,  and  which  is 
beautifully  recorded  for  us  in  the  simple  exclamation 
of  the  plain-spoken  Peter,  "  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to 
be  here."  A  certain  Sermon  was  delivered  on  the 
Mount,  the  immortal  Code  of  our  religion;  and  the 
Eight  Beatitudes  first  found  a  hearing  up  there.  In 
fine,  when  He  left  the  world  to  go  to  the  Father,  He 
left  His  last  footprint  on  the  summit  of  Olivet,  for  He 
loved  the  mountains  and  their  uncontaminated  soli- 
tude. I  was  loth  to  descend  into  the  valley  on  the 
other  side  of  the  mountain.  But  1  had  still  a  great 
way  to  go.  I  passed  through  the  charming  villages  of 
St.  Nicholas  and  St.  Gervais.  Their  Catholic  names 
made  me  glad.  St.  Gervais  is  a  sweet  place  to  live  in 
during  the  summer  months.  It  is  surrounded  on  all 
sides  by  fir-clad  mountains,  and  is  itself  built  upon  a 
charming  eminence,  overlooking  an  angry  cataract 
resounding  in  the  glen  below.  Sallanches  h's  one  of 
the  principal  cities  of  Upper  Savoy,  and  its  noble 
church  would  do  credit,  in  point  of  architectural 
grandeur,  to  the  Eternal  City  itself.  Kluses  too  is  an- 
other  nucleus  of  wealth  and  importance,  and  among 
the  archives  there  are  several  pompous  documents 
which  narrate  how,  in  the  year  of  grace  one  thousand 
and  a  fraction,  his  majesty  the  rightful  Duke  of  Savoy 
did  visit  that  place  in  his  own  person,  and  how  the 
mayor  of  the  city  did  acquit  himself  right  creditably 
in  a  set  speech,  and  how  at  the  end  of  the  visit  the 
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Duke  did  bestow  on  the  church  of  Kluses  a  golden 
chalice,  according  to  the  precedent  established  by  his 
ancestors.  Alas!  the  present  representative  of  the 
House  of  Savoy  makes  no  presents  to  the  churches, 
but  we  hear  of  confiscations  quorum  vcl  quarum  infini- 
tus  est  numerus,  and  public  auctions  of  sacred  vessels 
and  robes  of  God's  ministers.  From  Kluses  I  took  the 
Chamouny  diligence  to  Geneva.  I  might  exhaust  a 
paragraph  on  the  inmates  of  the  diligence,  especially 
on  the  Englishwoman  with  the  red  hair  and  the 
Blucher  hat,  who  yawned  forever,  and  wondered  what 
the  crosses  on  the  wayside  meant.  "  Salvation,"  I  re- 
plied, just  as  we  came  across  the  frontier  of  Savoy, 
where  a  cross  had  been  planted  on  the  very  boundary 
line. 

And  now  I'm  in  heretical  Geneva.  I  found  the 
good  Catholic  priests  in  secular  habiliments,  and  they 
seemed  very  uncomfortable.  My  slaughtering  acquaint- 
ance is  not  married  yet,  but  an  attempt  will  be  made 
to  tie  the  knot  in  a  few  days.  I  say  attempt,  but  that  is 
all.  Obstatvotum;  I  cannot  use  the  English  word  to  des- 
cribe his  state;  but  he  will  not  be  married.  God  joins 
nothing  together  there,  for  the  elements  are  contrary. 

The  news  from  Italy  is  eminently  consoling. 

THE  CATHOLIC  CONGRESS  OF    FLORENCE 

is  more  than  a  counterpoise  to  the  Scientific  Congress 
of  Palermo,  where  atheistic  ideas  were  ventilated  and 
applauded.  The  Council  was  presided  over  by  the 
Duke  Salviati,  the  same  who  presided  at  the  Catholic 
Congress  of  a  year  ago.  The  Archbishop  of  Florence 
was  the  honorary  president.  The  programme  was 
worthy  of  a  council  of  Bishops.  I  will  merely  give  you 
the  general  heads,  reserving  the  resolutions  for  another 
communication. 

I.  RELIGIOUS  WORKS, 

comprising  religious  associations  of  both  sexes,  the 
promotion  of  the  sanctification  of  the  Sunday  and 
holydays,  the  adoration  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
against  blasphemy,  Peter's-Pence,  the  redemption  of 
Ecclesiastics  from  the  military  conscription,  assistance 
for  destitute  ecclesiastics,  the  Apostolate  of  Prayer, 
the  Italian  Chapel  at  Paray-le-Monial,  the  Third  Order 
of  St.  Francis. 

II.  WORKS  OF  CHARITY, 

and  under  this  head  come  the  efforts  to  exercise  a 
Christianizing  influence  upon  Italian  legislation,  es- 
pecially in  what  concerns  the  administration  of  char- 
itable institutions. 

III.  EDUCATION. 

Liberty  of  education;  the  O'Connell  League  for  the 
liberty  of  education  is  to  be  encouraged.  Parliament 
to  be  petitioned  for  such  liberty;  and,  in  doing  so, 
grace  is  not  asked,  but  justice. 

IV.  THE  PRESS. 

Obscene  and  blasphemous  publications  to  be  elimi- 
nated— Catholic  journals  to  be  scattered  in  the  rail- 
way stations,  in  the  cafes,  in  the  hotels.  Gratuitous 
publications  to  be  distributed  among  the  poor. 

THE  FIFTH  SECTION 

comprises  Christian  Art — Architecture  and  Painting, 
Sculpture  and  Music.  Such  is  the  programme  of  de- 


liberations. It  was  discussed  to  the  letter  by  men 
who  are  well  versed  in  each  question,  and  there  is  no 
doubt  but  that  their  resolutions  will  bear  the  stamp  of 
Christian  wisdom.  The  Catholic  aristocracy  of  Italy 
appeared  en  masse.  Over  eight  hundred  Italian  Catho- 
lic gentlemen  were  present  from  the  different  provinces 
of  Italy.  The  Holy  Father  sent  them  a  Brief,  contain- 
ing sound  advice.  "  Beware?  said  he,  "  that  false  breth- 
ren do  not  come  among  you — that  is  to  say,  those  who 
are  imbued  with  false  opinions,  or  who  do  not  con- 
sider or  who  do  not  understand  the  intrinsic  nature, 
attitude,  malice,  of  the  present  disturbances;  imagin- 
ing themselves  wise,  think  that  contrary  principles 
may  be  reconciled,  and  that  peace  and  concord  may  be 
restored  between  the  most  bitter  etfemies  of  religion 
and  its  followers,  by  means  of  this  or  that  political 
agreement;  as  if  it  were  possible  to  heal  a  mortal  and 
internal  wound  by  applying  a  light  poultice  outside. 
They  who  go  about  crying  '  Peace '  know  not  the  way 
of  peace,  which  only  consists  in  the  quiet  of  perfect  or- 
der. While  they  make  belief  of  promoting  peace,  they 
scatter  dissensions  among  brethren,  take  away  the 
vigor  of  that  unity  so  unassailable  to  the  enemy,  and 
who,  without  knowing  it,  favor  their  cause  very  effi- 
ciently. Above  all,  drive  far  from  you  the  most  fatal 
snares  of 

LIBERAL  CATHOLICISM, 

which  will  either  render  your  zeal  and  labors  useless, 
or  weaken  their  effect,  or  render  them  sterile  entirely. 
Cling  solidly  to  the  profession  made  in  the  last  Con- 
gress (Venice),  for  you  know  that  your  purpose  is  in 
harmony  with  the  judgment  of  this  Holy  See;  and 
all  those  who  wander  away  from  its  teaching,  trusting 
in  their  own  wisdom,  wander  away  from  the  truth." 
His  Holiness  has  addressed  a  congratulatory  Brief  to 
the  Bishop  of  Angers,  on  his  project  of  erecting  a 
Catholic  University  in  that  city.  He  rejoices  with  the 
illustrious  Prelate  on  the  success  of  the  law  for  the 
liberty  of  education  in  France,  and  says  that  the  na- 
tion is  revindicating  her  ancient  honor.  He  counsels 
perseverance  in  the  good  work.  He  concludes  :  "  In- 
deed, the  true  and  clear  knowledge  of  what  is  right 
and  just  will  be  no  small  advantage  to  religious  soci- 
ety, which  is  disturbed  for  a  long  time  by  frequent 
revolutions,  which  have  introduced  many  errors  into 
the  laws.  Meanwhile,  with  all  our  heart,  we  bless 
your  project,  and  we  trust  that  this  situation,  united 
with  the  other  branches  of  education,  will  soon  in- 
crease, and  become  so  perfect  as  to  merit,  by  an  ex- 
perience of  its  fruits,  the  praise  and  approbation  of 
this  Holy  See." 

The  five  Cardinals  who  were  reserved  in  petto  last 
March  have  been  proclaimed  in  the  recent  Consist- 
ory. They  are,  of  the  Order  of  Priests:  Mgr.  Ruggero 
Antici  Mattei,  Auditor  of  the  Apostolic  Chamber, — 
born  in  Recanati*  March  23, 1811;  Mgr.  Salvatore  No- 
bili  Vitelleschi,  Secretary  of  the  Sacred  Congregation 
of  Regular  Bishops  for  Ecclesiastical  Immunities, — 
born  in  Rome,  July  21, 1818;  Mgr.  Giovan^^jmeoni, 
Apostolic  Nuncio  to  Madrid,-^-born  i 
cember  27, 1816.  Of  the  Order  of 
renzo  Randi,  Vice-Chamberlain  .of/ 
Church,— born  in  Bagnacavallo, 
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Mgr.  Bartolomeo  Pacca,  Majordomo  of  His  Holinc 
— born  in  Benevento,  February  25, 1817.  After  these 
His  Holiness  proclaimed  as  Cardinal  Priest  of  the  Holy 
Roman  Church,  Mgr.  Geoffrey  Brossais  Saint-Marc, 
Archbishop  of  Rennes,  born  in  Rennes,  February  4, 1803. 
Before  the  allocution,  he  opened  the  mouth  of  Cardi- 
nal McCloskey,  and  assigned  him  as  his  titular  the 
venerable  Church  of  Santa  Maria  supra  Minervam. 

Cardinal  Gasparo  Grasselini  is  dead.  He  died  at 
Frascati  on  the  16th  ult.  He  was  born  in  Palermo, 
Jan.  16,  1786.  He  was  Governor  of  Rome  in  1847, 
when  the  the  Holy  Father  was  obliged  to  fly  to  Gaeta. 
He  was  also  subsequently  Governor  of  Bologna  and 
the  Legations.  His  work  on  the  Temporal  Sovereign- 
ty of  the  Pope  is  a  masterpiece.  He  was  the  titular 
Cardinal  of  the  Pantheon.  jReguiescat  in  pace. 

AKTHUK. 


The  Evil  of  Drunkenness  and  Dancing. 

"  Drunkenness,"  say  the  Irish  Bishops  in  their 
magnificent  pastoral  letter,  just  issued,  "drunken- 
ness has  wrecked  more  homes,  once  happy,  than 
ever  fell  beneath  the  crowbar  in  the  worst  days  of 
eviction ;  it  has  filled  more  graves  and  made  more 
widows  and  orphans  than  did  the  famine;  it  has 
broken  more  hearts,  blighted  more  hopes,  and  rent 
asunder  family  ties  more  ruthlessly  than  the  en- 
forced exile  to  which  their  misery  has  condemned 
emigrants.  Against  an  evil  so  widespread  and 
pernicious,  we  implore  all  who  have  at  heart  the 
honor  of  God  and  the  salvation  of  souls,  to  be  filled 
with  holy  zeal.  We  warn  parents  and  employers 
that  they  are  bound  to  set  in  their  own  persons  an 
example  of  temperance  to  those  who  are  subject 
to  them,  and  to  watch  lest  through  their  own  neg- 
ligence those  entrusted  to  their  charge  should  fall 
victims  to  driuk."  To  this  warning  they  add  an- 
other on  those  "dangerous  amusements  in  theatres 
and  elsewhere,  in  which  the  delicacy  of  Christian 
feeling  is  outraged  by  representations,  either  un- 
blushingly  licentious,  or  more  dangerous  still 
from  the  half-veiled  indecencies  they  suggest. 
To  these  we  must  add  the  improper  dances  which 
have  been  imported  into  our  country  from  abroad, 
to  the  incalculable  detriment  of  morality  and 
decency.  Such  dances  have  always  been  con- 
demned by  the  pastors  of  the  Church.  This  con- 
demnation we  here  renew ;  and  we  call  upon  all 
to  whom  God  has  intrusted  the  care  of  immortal 
souls  to  use  every  exertion  to  banish  from  our 
midst  what  is  clearly  of  itself  an  occasion  of  sin." 
And  they  quote  St.  Francis  of  Sales,  "that  most 
indulgent  of  spiritual  guides,"  as  addressing  to 
people  of  the  world  the  warning  that  "  innumer- 
able souls  are  suffering  eternal  punishment  for 
sins  they  had  committed  in  dancing,  or  which 
were  occasioned  by  dancing." 


Catholic  Notes. 

"We  thank  Rev.  Fathers  Manogue  and  Clark,  and 

their  assistants  at  Virginia  City,  Nevada,  for  favors  to 
the  AVE  MARIA. 

The  Right  Rev.  D.  Manucy,  Vicar-Apostolic  of 

Brownsville,  Texas,  has  changed  his  residence  from 
Brownsville  to  Corpus  Christi,  Texas. 

A  few  copies  of  the  AVE  MARIA,  No.  5  of  Vol.  5, 

are  wanted  to  complete  sets.  We  will  gladly  pay  15 
cts.  apiece  for  copies  of  this  number. 

There  are  now  six  German  monasteries  of  the 

Franciscan  Order  in  the  West,  at  Teutopolis,  St.  Louis, 
Cleveland,  Memphis,  Herman  and  Quincy. 

We  begin  this  week  a  new  story  for  our  younger 

readers,  written  for  them  by  the  authoress  of  the 
beautiful  Catholic  tales,  "  Dame  Dolores,"  "  Tyborne," 
etc. 

As  a  result  of  the  recent  Mission  in  St.  Patrick's 

Church,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  twenty-seven  converts  from 
other  denominations  sought  admission  into  the  Catho- 
lic Church. 

The  new  Boston  Cathedral  is  rapidly  approach- 
ing completion.  The  pews  are  all  set  up,  and  so  is  the 
organ;  the  altar  also  is  nearly  finished.  It  will  be 
ready  for  use  in  December. 

On  Sunday,  October  17th,  the  corner-stone  of  the 

new  Polish  Church  of  St.  Stanislaus  Kostka,  at  Shamo- 
kin,  Northumberland  County,  Pa.,  was  laid  by  the  Rt. 
Rev.  Bishop  of  Harrisburg. 

Miss  Mary  Stanton,  of  Chicago, — formerly  a 

Methodist, — was  received  into  the  Church  at  Chester- 
ton, Ind.,  on  the  17th  inst.,by  Rev.  Father  Lang,  pastor 
of  St.  Patrick's  Church  at  that  place. 

Dr.  Rogers,  being  no  longer  editor  of  the  Central 

CatTiolic,  is  prepared  to  give  Lectures  as  formerly.  Ap- 
plications should  be  made  as  early  as  possible  by  those 
who  wish  to  engage  his  services,  as  he  will  undoubt- 
edly receive  many  invitations. 

In  the  will  of  the  late  James  H.  Tallon  is  the 

following  bequest:  To  the  Most  Rev.  John  J.  Williams, 
Archbishop  of  Boston,  and  his  successors  in  said  office, 
$500,  in  aid  of  the  building  of  the  new  Cathedral,  with 
the  request  that  Masses  be  celebrated  for  the  repose 
of  his  soul. — Boston  Pilot. 

The  Catholic  Bishops  of  the  Province  of  Quebec 

have  issued  a  lengthy  Pastoral  Letter  in  which  they 
treat  of  the  authority  and  power  of  the  Church,  its  re- 
lations to  the  State,  the  duties  and  rights  of  the  Bish- 
ops and  priests,  Catholic  liberalism,  the  right  of  burial 
in  consecrated  ground,  etc. 

A  despatch  from  Rome,  dated  Saturday,  October 

16,  says:  It  is  asserted,  in  consequence  of  the  Pope's  in- 
tercession, the  Emperor  William  of  Germany  has  re- 
mitted one  year  of  Cardinal  Ledochowski's  term  of 
imprisonment  for  resisting  the  Prussian  ecclesiastical 
laws,  and  that  a  full  pardon  will  probably  follow. 

Gabriel  Max,  a  German  artist,  is  said  to  have  pro- 
duced a  painting  with  a  most  extraordinary  character- 
istic. It  is  a  representation  of  the  face  of  our  Saviour. 
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At  a  distance,  the  eyes  appear  to  be  closed ;  but  as  one 
advances  they  seem  to  open  gradually  until  they  bend 
upon  the  spectator  a  mournful  and  pathetic  gaze. 

The  Rev.  Alexander  8.  Healy,  pastor  of  St. 

James's  Church,  Boston,  died  in  that  city  on  the  21st 
inst.,  after  a  lingering  illness.  He  was  born  at  Macon, 
Ga.,  in  1836,  and  was  a  brother  of  the  Bishop  of 
Portland  and  the  President  of  Georgetown  College. 
Father  Healy  was  one  of  the  most  popular  priests  in 
the  archdiocese,  and  his  death  will  be  mourned  by 
thousands  of  friends  and  acquaintances.  An  obituary 
notice  will  appear  in  our  next. 

A  society  of  Catholic  ladies,  to  be  called  the 

Ladies'  Catholic  Indian  Missionary  Society,  is  projected 
in  Washington.  The  announcement  was  made  a  week 
or  two  ago  from  the  pulpit  of  St.  Aloysius'  Church  in 
that  city.  The  praiseworthy  object  of  this  Society  is 
to  raise  funds  for  the  support  of  the  Indian  Missions. 
It  is  proposed  to  establish  in  every  parish  in  the  United 
States  a  branch  of  this  Society,  and  an  appeal  is  to  be 
made  to  this  effect.  We  hope  to  hear  more  of  this  char- 
itable enterprise,  one  which  will  be  the  means  of  pro- 
curing for  the  poor  Indians  the  blessings  which  the 
Government  denies  them. 

There  is,  it  appears,  says  the  London  Tablet,  a 

special  reason  why  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  New 
York  has  chosen  the  Church  of  the  Minerva  as  his 
presbyteral  title.  One  intimately  connected  with  that 
church  was  the  first  Bishop  of  New  York,  though  he 
never  succeeded  hi  taking  possession  of  his  See.  F. 
Luke  Concannen  was  an  Irish  Dominican  who  at  the 
beginning  of  this  century  was  Prior  of  San  Clemente, 
and  also  Professor  of  Philosophy  at  the  Minerva,  and 
Librarian  of  the  famous  Casanatensian  Library  in  that 
monastery.  He  was  made  first  Bishop  of  New  York 
by  Pius  VII,  in  1808,  but  going  to  Naples  to  find  a 
vessel  in  which  to  take  his  passage  to  America,  he  was 
thrown  into  prison  as  a  British  subject,  and  lingered 
there  until  his  death  in  1810.  He  would  have  been  as- 
tonished indeed  if  he  could  have  been  told  that  in  six- 
ty-five years  his  successor — the  third  from  himself — 
would  not  only  be  the  Archbishop  of  a  flourishing 
province  out  of  which  another  archbishopric  has  been 
carved,  but  would  also  be  a  member  of  the  Sacred 
College,  and  Cardinal  Priest  of  the  great  church  of  his 
own  order. 

A  few  days  ago,  three  Indians  from  the  distant 

Pueblos  of  New  Mexico  made  their  appearance  in  the 
city  of  Washington,  having  accomplished  the  long, 
and  to  them  most  wonderful  journey,  alone  and  unat- 
tended. They  arrived  at  Washington  utter  strangers 
to  the  Babel  and  its  ways.  Meeting  by  the  merest 
chance  a  Spanish-speaking  American,  they  were  taken 
to  the  Department  of  the  Interior,  and  introduced  to 
the  Commissioner.  That  official  was  taken  by  surprise, 
and  it  must  be  said  that  he  promptly  espoused  their 
cause,  and  cared  for  the  intrepid  travellers.  The  fol- 
lowing simple  story  was  told  by  them.  For  centuries 
they  have  pastured  their  flocks  in  the  vicinity  of  their 
villages  without  let  or  hindrance.  Peacefully  pursu- 
ing their  harmless  agricultural  lives,  they  have  sup- 
ported themselves  and  their  families.  Now,  inter- 


lopers, Americans  and  Mexicans,  are  taking  little  by 
little  their  pastures  from  them,  and  it  seems  to  be  but 
a  question  of  time  when  they  will  be  rendered  paupers, 
and  become,  in  fact,  what  our  beneficent  Government 
now  terms  them,  wards  of  the  nation.  Commissioner 
Smith,  we  are  glad  to  say,  has  sent  them  back  with 
promises  to  right  their  wrongs,  and  handsomely  en- 
dowed with  presents.  The  leader  of  the  party,  an  old, 
gray-haired  grandsire,  was  specially  anxious  to  find  a 
Spanish-speaking  priest,  and  friends  soon  ascertained 
where  his  want  could  be  supplied,  and  on  the  morning 
of  their  departure  for  their  home,  in  the  Church  of  St. 
Aloysius  the  three  old  men  received  Holy  Communion, 
and  went  their  way,  fortified  indeed  by  a  greater 
strength  then  all  the  promises  of  man.  And  now, 
what  will  Mr.  E.  P.  Smith  do  in  this  matter?  He 
has  insisted,  in  spite  of  petitions  and  facts,  on  giving 
the  agency  of  these  Indians  to  the  Presbyterians.  In 
the  fifteen  or  more  Pueblos  they  all  have  churches  and 
resident  priests.  The  only  real  need  of  an  Agent  is  to 
protect  these  peaceful  people  from  invasion  such  as 
they  came  to  the  Capital  to  complain  of,  and  concern- 
ing which  the  Presbyterian  Agent  refused  to  take  any 
action.  They  have  schools,  and  the  fact  that  the  three 
Indians  of  whom  we  write  both  speak,  and  read  and 
write  Spanish,  is  a  proof  of  their  efficiency.  Mr.  Smith 
was  spoken  of  the  other  day  by  the  Independent  as  a  just 
and  Christian  man,  who  had  done  honor  to  his  office. 
Let  him  show  himself  worthy  of  this  praise,  and  earn 
ttoe  gratitude  of  these  people  by  restoring  them  to  the 
official  care  of  the  Catholic  Church. — Catholic  Review. 


New  Publications. 

SADLIER'S  EXCELSIOR  GEOGRAPHIES,  Nos. 

1,  2  and  3. — Copies  of  these  text-books  bave  been 
sent  us  for  notice.  We  have  examined  them  with 
some  care,  and  on  the  whole  are  much  pleased  with 
them  and  do  not  hesitate  to  recommend  them  to  the 
inspection  of  Catholic  teachers.  It  is  to  be  regretted, 
however,  that  the  compiler  of  these  books,  instead 
of  borrowing  the  text  of  Monteith's  Geographies, 
had  not  written  new  ones,  for  as  far  we  can  judge 
from  the  original  matter  the  compiler  was  well 
qualified  for  such  a  work.  As  it  is,  Mr.  Sadlier's 
Geographies  have  the  appearance  of  being  "  dished 
up."  We  have  to  remark  however  that  anyone  who 
examines  them  closely  will  find  that  they  have 
been  revised  with  care  and  adapted  for  Catholic 
schools.  In  our  judgment  the  maps  are  too  small, 
but  good  wall-maps  will  supply  this  defect.  All 
the  illustrations  throughout  are  fair,  and  many  are 
very  good;  the  Primary  Geography  (No.  1)  is 
based  on  the  object  system,  and  there  are  pictures 
on  almost  every  page.  As  regards  the  binding, 
printing  and  general  "  get  up  "  of  the  Excelsior 
Series,  they  reflect  credit  on  Mr.  Sadlier,  to  whom 
we  wish  a  long  career  of  usefulness  as  a  Catholic 
publisher. 
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The  Catlwlic  Record,  though  il  comes  a  month 

later  than  the  other  magazines,  is  none  the  less  wel- 
come for  that.  The  October  number  has  the  fol- 
lowing table  of  contents,  among  which  are  several 
very  entertaining  articles:  I,  Patricius  Eugene 
Moriarty,  O.  S.  A. :  II,  The  Maiden  and  the  Flower ; 
III,  "  The  Way  out" ;  IV,  Estranged ;  V,  The  Three 
Ambrosian  Sepulchres;  VI,  On  the  Bridge;  VII, 
The  Temporal  Power  of  the  Popes — Is  its  Neces- 
sity Obviated  by  the  So-called  Law  of  the  Papal 
Guarantees  ?— Article  VIII;  VIII,  My  two  Part- 
ners; IX,  Editorial  Notes;  X,  New  Publications. 

We  have  received  from  Fischer  &  Bro.,  Day- 
ton, Ohio,  Missa  in  Hon.  S.  Aloysii,  for  two  or  three 
voices,  composed  by  John  Singenberger,  President 
of  the  American  Caecilia  Society.  The  composer 
of  this  Mass  no  doubt  wished  to  remove  every  ob- 
stacle to  the  formation  of  choirs  in  country  places, 
by  making  the  music  as  easy  as  possible.  Where- 
ever  there  are  two  or  three  persons,  male  or  female, 
or  a  few  children,  this  Mass  can  be  mastered. 
Father  Witt  is  averse  to  composing  in  such  a 
simple  style  for  the  Church,  as  he  says  it  has  a 
tendency  to  encourage  laziness  in  directors  and 
members  of  choirs;  but  Prof.  Singenberger, 
knowing  the  wants  of  our  country,  and  that  in 
hundreds  of  places  a  beginning  must  be  made 
before  they  can  aspire  to  something  better,  endeav- 
ors to  supply  the  proper  material,  and  for  this  he 
deserves  the  thanks  of  all  who  are  interested.  The 
low  price  (35  cts.)  is  an  additional  recommenda- 
tion. 

The  Catholic  World  and  Manhattan  Monthly 

for  November  have  reached  us.  As  we  have  not 
had  time  before  going  to  press  to  read  the  mag- 
azines of  the  month  we  simply  give  the  contents 
of  each. 

The  Catholic  World:  I,  Freemasonry;  II, 
Sir  Thomas  More — A  Historical  Romance;  III, 
Is  She  Catholic?;  IV,  Are  You  My  Wife?;  V, 
^Eschylus  (Poetry) ;  VI,  A  Precursor  of  Marco 
Polo ;  VII,  A  Paraphrase  from  the  Greek  (Poetry) ; 
VIII,  The  Law  of  God  and  the  Regulations  of  So- 
ciety ;  IX,  Duration ;  X,  An  Incident  of  the  Reign 
ofTerrror;  XI,  The  Charities  of  Rome;  XII,  Song 
(Poetry);  XIII,  Progress  versus  Grooves;  XIV, 
Traces  of  an  Indian  Legend;  XV,  Finding  a  Lost 
Church;  XVI,  New  Publications. 

The  Manhattan:  I,  All  Saints  and  All  Souls ; 
II,  Our  dear  Westchester  Home;  III,  Money  and 
its  Materials ;  IV,  Literary  Labor ;  V,  Song  Writ- 
ers, and  their  Songs ;  VI,  Irish  Colleges  since  the 
Reformation— No.  2;  VII,  Laurelside;  VIII,,  Mr. 
Maurice  (Continued);  IX,  Famous  Memories  of 
the  Month ;  X,  Waiting  for  the  Train  at  Rochester; 
XI,  Indian  Mounds  in  California;  XII,  The  New 
York  Catholic  Protectory ;  XIII,  The  Martyr  of 


Ecuador;   XIV,  Miscellany;   XV,  Current  Publi- 
cations. 


-  J.  Murphy  &  Co.  have  in  press  "  The  Stu- 
dent's Manual  of  English  Literature,"  by  Rev.  O. 
L.  Jenkins,  A.  M.,  late  President  of  St.  Charles' 
College,  Ellicott  City,  Md.,  and  formerly  President 
of  St.  Mary's  College,  Baltimore  ;   and  also  a  new 
edition  of  Father  Hill's  "  Philosophy." 

-  P.  M.  Haverty  announces  "  The  Angel  of  the 
Altar,"  a  book  of  devotions  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  by 
the  author  of  "  The  Dove  of  the  Tabernacle. 


For  the  Pope. 

Through   Very   Rev.  Father  Bernard,  New  Melleray 
Abbey,  Iowa,  (Michael  Cleary,  2.00) $25  00 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  QTH  TO  THE  16TH  DAT  OF  OCTOBER. 
Ninety-three  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  regis- 
ter; seventy-three  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  our  prayers;  conversion  has  been  asked 
for  twenty-one  persons  and  two  families;  perseverance 
for  four  persons;  nine  spiritual  and  three  temporal  fa- 
vors have  been  solicited.  Among  the  particular  recom- 
mendations are  eight  families,  five  religious  communi- 
ties, three  congregations,  three  schools,  and  one  asy- 
lum. Among  the  conversions  asked,  several  are  Prot- 
estants, and  several  apostates  and  infidels. — ACatholic 
lady  requests  the  conversion  of  her  husband,  and  also 
that  he  may  consent  to  send  her  children  to  the  Catho- 
lic schools. — Prayers  are  asked  for  the  peace  and  re- 
conciliation of  a  family. — Prayers  for  a  vocation  to  the 
holy  ministry. — A  lady  asks  our  prayers  to  obtain  that 
the  persecuted  Russian  Catholics  may  be  enabled  to 
reach  their  new  homes  in  Kansas,  secured  by  their 
agent;  also  for  the  success  of  the  building  of  anew 
church  in  honor  of  our  Lady  under  the  title  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Prairies,  and  for  several  other  intentions. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "The  young  man  whom  I  wrote  about  being 
very  dissipated,  and  whom  I  had  recommended  to  the 
prayers  of  the  Association,  has,  thanks  to  God,  entirely 
changed.  He  took  the  pledge  and  joined  the  temper- 
ance society  last  Sunday .".... "Last  week  my  father 
was  on  the  point  of  death,  was  given  up  by  the  doc- 
tors, and  anointed.  But  we  used  the  blessed  water  as 
directed,  and,  thank  God  and  the  Blessed  Virgin,  he 
is  now  well.  Please  say  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving 
in  honor  of  our  Blessed  Lady  for  this  and  other  favors." 
...."A  gentleman  who  was  once  a  Catholic,  but  had 
fallen  away  through  a  mixed  marriage,  has  now  re- 
turned to  the  Church  and  promises  to  do  better." 
OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  SISTER  MARY 
LOUISA,  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  Cascade,  Iowa,  who 
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died  lately  in  Chicago.  SISTER  MARY  OF  THE  DIVINE 
HEART,  of  the  Convent  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  West 
Philadelphia,  who  died  on  the  5th  of  October,  in  the  23d 
year  of  her  age  and  the  5th  of  her  religious  life.  MI- 
CHAEL GORMAN,  Sr.,  of  South  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  who  died 
October  12th.  MRS.  MARY  BARRETT,  of  Paynonnock, 
Conn.,  who  died  September  23d.  MRS.  ELIZABETH  LY- 
TLE,  of  Castroville,  Texas",  who  departed  this  life  the 
24th  of  September.  Miss  MARY  MCCAFFREY,  of  Chi- 
cago, who  departed  this  life  on  the  25th  of  September, 
in  the  23d  year  of  her  age,  after  a  long  and  painful 
illness,  borne  with  truly  Christian  patience.  She  was 
several  times  strengthened  by  the  Holy  Sacraments  of 
our  Church  and  was  fully  resigned  to  God's  holy  will. 
MR.  FRANCIS  MANN,  who  died  Sept.  26th,  and  DR. 
MATTHEWS,  who  died  Sept.  9th. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.S.C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  8.  H. 

NOTE. — Such  as  have  heretofore  written  for  water 
of  Lourdes  and  have  not  received  it  should  write 
again,  as  we  have  lately  obtained  a  fresh  supply. 
Please  give  the  full  address  with  each  letter. 


Katie's  Day;  Or  the  Good  Intention. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  TYBORNE,"  "  OUR  LADY'S  JAS- 
MINE," "HOLIDAY  TALES,"  ETC.,  ETC. 

Some  priests  once  gave  a  mission  to  a  large 
number  of  children ;  when  it  was  over,  they  gave 
each  of  them  a  large  card  upon  which  the  words 
"Rule  of  Life"  were  printed  in  great  black  let- 
ters. Then  were  the  Rosary  Mysteries  on  the 
card,  morning  and  evening  prayers,  and  many 
other  holy  things.  But  amongst  them  all  was  one 
little  instruction,  called  the  Good  Intention, 
which  told  the  children  to  say  at  the  beginning, 
middle,  or  end  of  every  action,  "  My  Jesus,  I  do  all 
for  the  love  of  You." 

Upon  one  of  the  evenings  of  the  mission,  the 
priest  had  talked  to  the  children  about  prayer;  he 
knew  that  almost  all  the  boys  and  girls  who  were 
there  had  to  work  hard  all  day  long  for  their  liv- 
ing, and  were  apt  to  think  that  they  were  too  busy 
or  too  tired,  when  night  came,  to  pray  to  God.  Then 
he  spoke  a  great  deal  about  the  Good  Intention, — 
how,  if  the  children  would  remember  to  make  it 
often,  that  they  would,  as  it  were,  live  in  the  pres- 
ence of  God,  and  gain  a  great  deal  of  merit. 

There  was  one  girl  who  listened  attentively,  and 
resolved  to  use  this  little  short  prayer  just  as  the 
missionaries  told  her.  Her  name  was  Katie  Byrne. 
She  had  often  sung  the  Good  Intention  at  the  con- 


vent school  when  the  clock  struck  and  the  children 
changed  from  one  lesson  to  another,  but  she  had 
never  thought  much  of  the  meaning  of  the  words 
before. 

Katie  was  far  from  perfect.  She  was  not  a 
very  sweet-tempered  girl,  nor  a  particularly  in- 
dustrious one ;  but  there  was  one  good  thing  about 
her,  she  really  wished  to  please  God.  If  I  describe 
one  day  of  her  life,  I  shall  be  better  able  to  make 
you  understand  how  she  carried  out  her  resolution 
than  in  any  other  way,  and  I  will  begin  upon  a 
Monday  morning.  Just  as  six  o'clock  struck, 
Mrs.  Byrne,  Katie's  mother,  called  out :  "  Now, 
girls,  make  haste;  it  is  time  to  get  up";  and  as 
soon  as  Katie  heard  her  she  was  out  of  bed,  had 
made  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  and  said  her  Good 
Intention.  Rose,  Katie's  next  sister,  who  lay  by 
her  side,  was  awake  too,  but  did  not  move  till  Mrs. 
Byrne  called  out  again,  more  crossly  than  before. 
Then  she  got  up,  but  only  because  she  was  afraid 
her  mother  would  come  and  give  her  a  good  shak- 
ing, if  she  did  not  do  as  she  was  told  directly ;  and 
all  the  time  she  was  putting  on  her  clothes  she 
was  thinking  to  herself  how  disagreeable  it  was  to 
have  to  get  up  so  early.  Katie,  who  was  dressing 
as  fast  as  possible,  was  so  full  of  her  good  inten- 
tion that  she  had  no  time  for  anything  besides. 
The  two  girls  were  dressed  nearly  at  the  same  time, 
and  both  knelt  down  to  say  their  prayers.  Rose 
said  quite  as  long  ones  as  Katie,  but  she  did  not 
think  over  them  as  her  sister  did.  Then  the  work 
of  the  day  began. 

"Katie,  you  must  go  to  Mrs.  Wallace's  to-day 
instead  of  Rose;  her  chilblains  are  too  bad,  and 
her  boots  aren't  home  from  the  mending  either," 
said  her  mother. 

Now  this  made  Katie  rather  sulky ;  for  it  was 
not  pleasant  to  have  to  walk  half  a  mile  in  the 
dark  and  frost  to  clean  a  door-step  in  one  of  the 
new  terraces — and  get  scolded  by  a  cross  cook  af- 
ter all,  as  was  often  the  case. 

Mrs.  Byrne  always  would  have  her  girls  mind 
her,  and  told  Katie  not  to  give  her  any  of  her  non- 
sense, but  be  off  at  once.  So  Katie  set  off;  but  she 
had  not  gone  many  steps  before  she  recollected 
her  Good  Intention,  and  those  few  words  some- 
how made  the  way  seem  much  shorter  and  the 
morning  not  near  so  cold.  She  hurried  along  so 
fast  that  she  nearly  fell  down  on  the  slippery 
pavement,  and  soon  found  herself  in  front  of  No. 
12,  in  the  terrace,  where  all  the  blinds  and  shut- 
ters were  still  closed.  The  bell,  which  Katie 
pulled  gently,  as  she  thought,  rang  so  loud  and 
long  that  she  was  quite  frightened,  and  could 
scarcely  wish  the  cook  good  morning  when  she 
slowly  opened  the  door,  yawning  and  only  half 
dressed. 
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"What  ever  are  you  come  for?"  called  out  the 
cook,  who  had  never  seen  Katie  before. 

"Please,  uia'm,  to  do  the  door-step.  My  sister's 
feet  are  so  bad,  mother  sent  me  instead." 

"You  don't  look  big  enough,"  grumbled  the 
cook;  "but  as  you're  here,  I  suppose  you  must 
stop.  The  pail  is  all  ready  for  you  in  the  scul- 
lery, and  there's  plenty  of  water." 

Katie  had  to  grope  in  the  dark  kitchen  before 
she  could  find  what  she  wanted,  and  her  fingers 
were  so  cold  that  she  could  hardly  use  them. 
However,  her  Good  Intention  carried  her  through ; 
and  she  had  finished,  and  was  looking  at  the  clean, 
shining  step,  and  thinking  how  well  she  had  done 
it,  when  the  cook,  now  quite  trim  and  smart,  came 
to  look  at  it. 

"  Dear,  what  a  time  you've  been ! "  cried  Mrs. 
Cook;  "and  not  done  it  at  all  well,  after  all!  A 
great  girl  like  you  ought  to  know  how  to  do  a 
door-step  better  than  that." 

She  forgot  she  had  called  Katie  little  a  short 
time  ago;  but  her  mistress  had  just  been  scolding 
her  for  being  up  so  late,  and  that  had  put  her  out 
of  humor  and  made  her  quite  unjust. 

"  Mrs.  Marsh,  you  can  tell  the  girl  to  come  in 
here  for  her  sixpence,"  called  out  a  shrill  voice 
from  within. 

Katie  accordingly  crept  tremblingly  to  the 
dining-room  door,  where  sat  the  owner  of  the  voice, 
Mrs.  Wallace  herself,  before  a  white-covered  table 
spread  with  all  sorts  of  nice  things  for  breakfast. 
There  was  a  silver  urn  hissing  away  merrily, 
pretty  china  cups,  little  hot  cakes,  as  Katie  called 
the  rolls,  swimming  in  butter,  and  two  or  three 
jugs  of  milk  and  cream.  There  were  two  little 
girls  sitting,  waiting  patiently,  near  their  mamma, 
and  a  nice  rosy  baby-boy,  just  as  big  as  Katie's 
little  Tommy  at  home,  sitting  in  his  high  chair, 
and  tapping  his  spoon  on  the  table  to  show  that 
he  at  least  was  in  a  hurry.  There  was  besides  a 
bald  gentleman,  with  only  a  little  gray  hair  on  his 
head,  reading  a  paper  in  a  corner;  and  as  Katie 
came  in  the  lady  turned  to  him,  saying:  "My 
dear,  have  you  got  any  silver?" 

"  Don't  bother!  "  called  out  the  gentleman,  gruf- 
fly; and  the  lady  began  looking  in  her  own  purse 
for  the  bit  of  silver  she  wanted.  Oh  dear!  the 
sight  of  that  purse,  full  of  bright  shillings,  half- 
crowns  and  gold  sovereigns,  made  Katie's  mouth 
water,  as  people  say.  "Bless  me!  I'm  very  sorry, 
but  1  have  only  a  fourpenny  piece — not  one  single 
sixpence.  You  must  tell  your  mother  I  will  owe 
her  the  two  pence,  and  pay  her  altogether  to  mor- 
row," said  Mrs.  Wallace  at  last,  after  rummaging 
vainly  amongst  her  money  for  some  time;  and, 
making  a  sign  to  Katie  to  leave  the  room,  she  be- 
gan to  pour  out  the  coffee  and  to  fill  up  the  chil- 


dren's cups  with  warm  milk.  Katie  was  so  much 
disappointed  she  could  not  move,  and  the  tears 
came  into  her  eyes.  She  knew  they  had  not  a 
penny  in  the  house  at  home,  as  her  father  was  in 
the  hospital  with  a  broken  arm,  and  her  mother 
wanted  the  whole  sixpence  sadly  to  buy  food  for 
them  all. 

The  eldest  little  Miss  Wallace  was  what  is 
called  a  very  sharp  child  for  her  age.  Her  nurse 
said  she  was  much  too  sharp  sometimes ;  and  she 
spoke  out  quite  loud  when  she  caught  a  glimpse 
of  poor  Katie's  sorrowful  face.  "  Mamma,  if  you 
have  not  a  sixpence,  you  have  got  a  shilling ;  do 
give  her  one;  she  looks  so  hungry!" 

Mrs.  Wallace  was  by  no  means  fond  of  parting 
with  her  shillings,  and  she  told  Miss  Janie  not  to 
be  impertinent,  but  to  make  haste  and  finish  her 
breakfast  before  her  French  governess  came.  But 
the  second  Miss  Wallace,  who  was  a  tender-hearted 
little  thing,  scrambled  up  to  her  papa,  who  was 
still  reading  his  paper,  and  begged  in  a  very  coax- 
ing voice  for  some  monejr  for  the  poor  girl  who 
had  cleaned  their  door-step  that  morning.  "  So- 
phy would  give  her  her  bright  new  penny — in- 
deed she  would,"  she  lisped,  "but  it  had  fallen 
down  that  nasty  hole  in  the  nursery  floor,  and  no- 
body could  get  it  out." 

Mr.  Wallace  did  not  like  to  be  troubled,  but  he 
was  rather  good-natured,  as  well  as  very  fond  of 
his  little  Sophy;  so  he  put  his  hand  into  the 
pocket  of  his  coat  and  pulled  out  four  fat  penny 
pieces,  which  he  said  she  might  give  to  the  girl. 

Mrs.  Wallace  was  not  very  well  pleased,  how- 
ever; she  muttered  that  she  should  stop  the 
money  out  of  her  next  day's  wages — an  idea  which 
made  Katie  turn  quite  cold  in  the  midst  of  her  de- 
light and  surprise;  and  she  was  certainly  rather 
glad  when  Mr.  Wallace  called  out,  in  an  angry 
gruff  voice :  "  I  say  you'll  do  nothing  of  the  sort 
Emma !  what  I  give  I  give,  and  you'll  pay  her  as 
usual  to-morrow." 

[TO  BE   CONTINTED.] 


BOLESLAUS  the  Fourth,  King  of  Poland,  had  en- 
graven upon  a  plate  of  gold  the  image  of  his  father, 
whom  he  always  venerated :  he  wore  it  suspended 
from  his  neck,  and  when  he  was  to  say  or  do  any- 
thing of  importance,  ne  tooK  this  image,  and  kit- 
ing it  respectfully,  said :  "  My  father,  I  wish  I  may 
not  do  anything  unworthj^  of  your  name."  Would 
not  Christians  be  much  more  reserved  in  their 
words  and  actions,  if,  carrying  about  tlieTn  the 
image  of  Jesus  crucified,  they  would  look  at  it  and 
say,  like  this  great  king,  when  they  would  be  in 
danger  of  sullying  their  innocence :  O  my  Divine 
Saviour,  never  permit  me  to  do  anything  unworthy 
Thy  disciple. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  NOVEMBER  6,  1875. 


No.  45. 


ALL  SAINTS. 


FROM  A  DISCOURSE  OF  FATHER  BURKE,  O.  P. 


"  Praise  ye  the  Lord  in  His  saints.    Praise  Him  in 
the  firmament  of  His  power." 

These  words  are  found  in  the  150th  Psalm,  and 
they  tell  us,  dear  friends,  a  great  and  important 
truth ;  that  is  to  say,  that  the  Almighty  God  wishes 
us  to  praise  Him  in  His  saints;  that  He  wishes  us 
to  reflect  upon  their  lives,  and  understand  their 
character,  and,  as  far  as  we  can,  to  discover  how 
the  power  of  the  Almighty  God  is  reflected  in 
them.  "Praise  Him  in  the  firmament  of  His 
power."  We  know  that  the  first  duty  of  man  is  to 
praise  the  Lord  God  who  made  him ;  that  God  made 
us  capahle  of  praising  Him,  that  all  other  creatures. 
can  only  serve  Him,  according  to  the  limited  re- 
sources of  their  inferior  nature,  living  up  to  that 
natural  law  under  which  they  live,  and  by  which 
they  are  governed;- that  man  alone,  having  the 
highest  power  of  love,  and  freedom  of  will,  is  capa- 
ble of  intelligently  praising  G0d,  who  is  intellect 
itself; — and,  therefore,  to  man  alone  is  the  precept 
given,  "Praise  ye  the  Lord."  And  that  praise, 
dear  friends,  is  twofold.  It  consists,  first  of  all,  in 
the  faith  by  which  we  humble  our  intelligence  to 
the  truths  that  God  has  revealed ;  and  in  the  word 
of  praise,  by  which  we  magnify  the  Lord  our  God, 
as  Mary  did,  when  she  said:  "  My  soul  doth  mag- 
nify the  Lor3f;  and  my  spirit  rejoiceth  in  God  my 
Saviour."  Secondly,  God  expects  us  to  praise 
Him  in  the  action  of  our  lives; — not  merely,  by 
word  of  mouth,  proclaiming  the  faith  that  is  in  us ; 
but,  according  to  the  word  of  'the  Apostles,  who 
says :  "  With  theheart  webelieve  unto  justification, 
and  with  the  mouth  we  make  confession  unto  sal- 
vation." Just  as  when  he  says,  "  Out  of  the  ful- 
ness of  the  heart  the  mouth  speaketh."  This  we 
give  to  God,  in  our  daily  prayer,  in  our  Sunday 
Mass,  and  in  all  the  offices  and  liturgy  of  the 


Church.  It  ascends  as  incense  before  the  eye  of 
God,  and  falls  as  music  on  His  ear. 

But  there  is  another  and  far  higher  praise  that 
God  demands  from  us;  and  it  is  the  prayer,  not 
of  the  lips,  but  the  prayer  of  the  life  and  of  the 
will ;  the  prayer  of  our  daily  actions,  conforming 
themselves  to  the  will  of  God — without  which  all 
praise  by  mere  word  of  mouth  is  as  if  it  were  noth- 
ing. Wherefore,  the  Lord"  Himself  said  of  old,  re- 
proaching the  Jewish  people:  "These  people 
praise  Me,  indeed,  with  their  lips;  but  their  heart 
is  far  removed  from  Me."  This  double  praise  is 
meant  in  the  word  of  Scripture,  "Praise  ye  the 
Lord  in  His  saints."  And  it  involves  a  twofold 
application.  First  of  all,  it  involves  the  applica- 
tion of  knowing  something  of  these  saints  of 
God.  For  how  can  we  praise  God  in  His  saints 
unless  we  know  something  about  these  saints? 
unless  we  know  something  of  their  lives,  of  their 
spirit,  of  their  action  ?  the  generation  in  our  own 
minds  of  admiration  for  them ;  also  the  study  of 
their  glorious  and  heroic  lives ;  and  thus  praise 
the  Author  of  all  grace  in  the  wonderful  manifes- 
tation of  all  the  graces  which  He  has  made  in 
His  saints."  This  is  the  meaning  of  the  text, 
"Praise  ye  the  Lord  in  His  saints."  For  the 
Almighty  God  means  more  when  He  says  this; 
He  commands  us  not  only  to  know  them,  but 
to  study  their  lives,  and  to  have  some  knowl- 
edge of  them;  therefore,  to  have  some  reason  for 
our  praise:  that  is,  to  enter  into  the  character  of 
the  saints;  to  try  to  enter  into  their  interior  lives, 
and  clothe  ourselves  in  their  virtue,  by  trying  to  im- 
itate them  in  the  purity  and  heroism  of  their  lives, 
and  thus  to  praise  the  Lord  truly  in  His  saints  by 
reproducing  these  saints  in  ourselves. 

This  is  the  meaning  of  the  words  of  the  Apostle, 
when  he  says,  "  Brethren,  be  ye  imitators  of  me  as 
I  also  am  of  Christ."  We  ought  to  praise  God 
through  His  saints,  first  of  all,  by  our  admiration 
of  them.  "  God  is  wonderful  in  His  saints."  Sec- 
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ondly,  there  is  the  praise  of  the  Lord  by  the  im- 
itation of  the  saints.  "  Be  ye  imitators  of  me  as  I 
also  am  of  Christ,"  says  St.  Paul.  And  it  is  worthy 
of  remark  that  amongst  the  forms  that  error  takes 
in  opposition  to  the  Church  of  God,  the  very  first 
dogma  of  the  devil,  in  this  our  day,  is — that  there 
are  no  saints ; — that  there  is  no  homage  due  to  them ; 
— that  there  is  no  imitation  due  to  them : — that  there 
is  no  praise  due  to  God  through  them,  for  them> 
or  in  them.  Man,  according  to  this  new  dogma 
of  error,  stands  alone  with  God ;  and  there  is  no 
character,  no  matter  how  noble,  no  matter  how 
God-like  or  glorious,  to  intervene  between  man 
and  God.  This  is  the  last  resolution  of  human 
pride;  this  is  the  very  spirit  of  Protestantism;  this 
is  the  last  climax  of  the  pride  of  human  intelli- 
gence, climbing  up  to  God  without  that  ladder  of 
sanctity  and  saintly  example  that  the  Almighty 
God  Himself  has  placed  there  between  man  and 
Him.  The  sin  of  the  devil,  I  hold,  was,  that  find- 
ing himself  under  the  rule  of  the  Most  High  God, 
exalted  in  his  spirit,  he  said:  "I  will  climb  up  on 
high ;  I  will  fly  to  the  summit  of  all  things ;  I  will 
seat  myself  on  the  throne  of  God ;  and  I  will  be 
like  unto  the  Most  High."  So  the  genius  of  Prot- 
estantism says,  "  Let  no  Virgin  Mother,  no  apostle 
or  martyr,  appear  before  my  eyes.  I  despise  them 
all.  I  alone  stand  upon  the  earth,  and  am  able  to 
lay  hold  upon  God  by  divine  faith,  through  the 
Son  of  God ;  and  I  will  allow  no  saint,  no  interces 
sor,  to  intervene  between  me  and  that  God  to  whom 
I  aspire."  That  is  the  pride  of  the  human  intellect ; 
while  the  Almighty  God,  in  Scripture,  declares  to  us 
that  the  praise  most  acceptable  to  Him — that  praise 
which  fills  His  Heart  with  joy — is  the  praise  that 
comes  to  Him  in  the  practical  form  of  sanctity  of 
life;  the  praise  that  comes  through  His  saints. 
Therefore  the  Psalmist  says:  "Praise  ye  the  Lord 
in  His  saints — praise  Him  in  the  firmament  of  His 
power." 

My  friends,  have  you  reflected  upon  it  that  it  is 
not  without  a  divine  philosophy  that  the  Almighty 
God  has  raised  up  these  saints  whom  we  celebrate, 
and  has  put  them  before  us?  We  know  that  by 
the  divine  grace  of  God  our  vocation  is  to  become 
holy  and  perfect.  "This  is  the  will  of  God,  that 
ye  be  perfect  even  as  your  Heavenly  Father  is  per- 
fect." We  know,  moreover,  that  law  alone,  pre- 
cept alone — no  matter  how  holy  it  be ;  even  though 
it  come  from  the  mind  of  God — is  not  sufficient  to 
make  men  holy  or  perfect.  There  are  other  things 
required  besides  law.  First  of  all  is  required  the 
precept  of  the  law,  that  man  may  know  his  duty. 
Secondly  is  required  the  grace  of  God,  by  which 
man  may  be  enabled  to  perform  that  duty.  And 
thirdly  is  required  some  example,  some  form, 
some  type,  by  which  we  may  know  how  we  are  to 


perform  that  duty.  God  condescended,  in  the 
mystery  of  the  Incarnation,  to  our  weakness  and  to 
our  necessities;  and  not  only  sent  down  the  law, 
in  the  person  of  Jesus  Christ — not  only  sent  down 
grace  in  the  person  of  Jesus  Christ,  His  Son ;  but  He 
also  sent,  in  the  Sacred  Humanity  of  our  Lord,  a  di- 
vine example  by  which  all  men  may  know  how  they 
are  to  become  holy  and  pleasing  to  God.  Where- 
fore the  Saviour  Himself  said :  "  I  have  given  you 
an  example,  that  as  I  have  done,  you  may  also  do." 
But  such  is  the  infinite  distance  that  separates  us, 
worms  of  the  earth — men  full  of  weakness,  full  of 
passion,  full  of  misery,  and  yet  full  of  pride — such 
is  the  infinite  separation  that  divides  us  from  our 
divine  Lord — the  infinite  and  perfect  God,  Jesus 
Christ — that  we  might  lose  heart,  and  say  to  our- 
selves "I  never  could  do  it!"  Contemplating 
Him,  we  might  say  to  ourselves:  "  He  was  the  Son 
of  God,  God  Himself,  True  God  of  True  God- 
how  can  I  imitate  so  high,  so  heavenly,  so  God- 
like an  example?"  "  Oh,  Lord!  Eternal  Father!" 
we  might  exclaim:  "Thou  hast  propounded  to  us 
too  difficult  a  task.  Thou  hast  given  us  a  labor 
more  than  man  can  accomplish.  I  cannot  become 
like  the  Divine  Son,  who  is  all-sinless,  all-perfect, 
infinite  and  omnipotent  strength  itself.  God,  will- 
ing to  take  from  out  the  mouth  of  every  man 
every  excuse  for  not  being  holy;  God,  anxious 
that  we  should  all  render  to  Him  the  praise  of  holi- 
ness of  life  as  well  as  the  praise  of  word  from  our 
lips,  raises  up  in  His  Holy  Church  saints  in 
every  walk  of  life,  and  puts  them  before  us,  that, 
through  them,  imitating  them,  we  may  become 
like  to  Jesus  Christ.  Saints,  that  is  to  say  men — 
flesh  and  blood  like  ourselves;  with  human  pas- 
sions, with  human  weaknesses,  aye!  with  human 
sins  hanging  around  them; — in  order  that  every 
one  may  know  that  even  as  they  became  holy, 
through  God's  grace,  so  we  may  become  holy,  and 
that  the  word  of  excuse  for  sin  may  be  taken  out 
of  the  mouth  of  every  sinner.  That  is  the  reason 
why  the  Almighty  God  raised  up  saints  in  His 
Church.  Thus,  for  instance,  a  man  might  say  to 
Himself:  " I  have  fallen  into  sin!  I  have  denied 
my  Saviour,  I  have  crucified  my  Lord — even  this 
Lord  of  mine; — made  a  mockery  of  Him  by  my 
weakness,  by  my  impurity,  by  my  infidelity.  How 
can  I  rise  again?  Christ  never  did  this.  Christ 
is  the  only  emblem,  the  only  sign  and  model  of 
holiness  that  God  has  given  us."  St.  Peter,  chief 
of  the  Apostles,  comes  before  us,  and  sayelh: 
"  Brother,  fellow-sinner,  friend :  I  also  denied  our 
Lord  and  Master,  and  swore  an  oath  that  I  knew 
Him  not.  I  abandoned  Him  in  the  hour  of  His 
weakness,  suffering  and  Passion.  Friend,  thou 
hast  done  no  worse  than  I.  But,  behold,  He 
glanced  upon  me  with  His  eyes,  and  under  the 
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light  of  those  eyes  of  His  I  turned  to  Him  with 
love  again,  and  went  out  weeping.  I  made  my 
tears  my  bread,  during  many  years.  I  have 
learned  how  to  break  my  heart.  Do  you,  fellow- 
sinner,  as  I  have  done,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  I  am 
to-day  in  the  Kingdom  of  God." 

Thus,  through  every  range,  every  degree  of  sin, 
we  find  some  saint,  the  ty:  e  of  the  sinner,  until  we 
come  to  that  degree  of  sin  for  which  the  world  has 
no  remedy.  The  woman  who  ought  to  be  the  high- 
est, and,  consequently,  when  fallen  is  the  lowest, 
because  it  is  written,  "  Corruption  of  that  which  is 
most  perfect,  most  pure,  is  always  the  worst  form 
of  corruption."  The  woman,  who  ought  to  be  the 
type  of  purity,  because  the  reflection  of  Mary,  the 
Mother  of  God — the  highest  type  of  womanhood  on 
the  earth ;  the  woman,  who  ought  to  be  the  crea- 
tress of  purity  by  the  breath  of  her  lips ; — she,  fallen 
into  sin,  unlike  any  other  sinner;  in  her  the  sin 
becomes  the  very  life  of  her  life ;  the  fallen  woman 
is  the  very  embodiment  of  sin.  The  Scripture  says 
of  her :  "  I  have  known  a  woman  more  bitter  than 
death,  her  hands  are  nails ;  her  heart  is  a  sepulchre ; 
and  her  chamber  is  the  door  into  the  inner  place 
of  hell ;  he  who  is  a  sinner  shall  be  caught  by  her." 
The  woman  for  whom  the  world  has  no  remedy 
save  to  leave  her  to  her  misfortune;  again — the 
woman  whose  sin  is  said,  of  old,  to  be  as  bitter  as 
damnation;  the  touch  of  which  is  corruption  and 
eternal  death ; — is  there  no  hope  for  such  a  sinner 
as  this?  Oh!  my  friends,  such  a  one  walked  the 
streets  of  Jerusalem,  of  old ;  and  the  wickedest 
sinner  in  it  turned  aside  with  shame;  the  veriest 
debauchee — Pharisee  or  Publican — gathered  up 
his  robes,  and  went  over  to  the  other  side  of  the 
way,  that  the  living  sin,  the  contamination  of  hell, 
might  pass  witoout  touching  him.  But,  in  the 
hour  of  divine  power  and  benediction,  she  came  to 
the  feet  of  Christ ;  she  heard  that  He  was  in  the 
hall  of  the  Pharisee's  house,  sitting  at  His  meal. 
She  entered ;  and  the  moment  she  caught  sight  of 
His  blessed  face  she  was  afraid  to  look  at  Him, 
and  she  crept  around  until  she  came  behind  him — 
creeping  like  a  brute  beast,  on  her  hands  and 
knees,  and  then  gathering  herself  around  His  feet, 
like  a  serpent,  she  caught  them  in  her  hands,  and 
the  moment  she  touched  Him  her  sinful  heart  was 
broken  within  her  by  the  burden  of  sin,  and  it  dis- 
solved itself  into  tears !  A  fountain  burst  from  her 
eyes.  With  these  tears  she  washed  His  feet;  and 
with  the  hair  of  her  beautiful  head  she  wiped  them, 
and  broke  on  the  marble  pavement  the  alabaster 
box  of  ointment,  and  poured  out  its  contents  upon 
Him.  And  He — the  infinite  God  of  purity — vouch- 
safed to  bend  and  turn  His  eyes  upon  the  woman, 
and  said:  "  Oh!  Mary,  rise:  thou  art  purified  and 
made  holy ;  great  is  the  remission  that  is  given  to 


thee,  because  great  is  the  love  that  is  in  thy  heart." 
And  Mary  Magdalen — the  living  sin — who  was  the 
embodiment  of  sin — the  very  incarnation  of  hell 
— arose  from  the  feet  of  Jesus  Christ,  as  pure  as  the 
highest  angel  that  ministers  before  the  throne  in 
heaven. 

Thus  do  we  see,  for  the  consolation  of  every  sin- 
ner— no  matter  how  false,  how  vile,  he  may  be — 
the  Almighty  God  has  raised  up  His  saints;  and 
they  pass  before  us  in  that  magnificent  yearly  lit- 
urgy of  the  Church— now  a  martyr ;  now  one  who 
preserved  his  purity  from  early  youth,  and  in 
whom  sanctity  was  a  development  and  not  a 
change;  now  a  holy  monk  or  confessor;  now  a 
virgin.  And  they  all  pass  before  us  and  say: 
"  Brothers,  is  there  one  amongst  you  who  has  not 
fallen  even  as  I  have?"  "Be  ye  imitators  of  me, 
as  I  also  am  of  Christ."  This  is  the  philosophy 
of  the  Church  of  Almighty  God  in  putting  these 
saints  before  you. 

But,  my  friends,  though  we  celebrate  them  day  by 
day  throughout  the  Church  every  year,  still  the 
Holy  Catholic  Church,  the  great  prolific  mother  of 
all  sanctity,  does  not  for  an  instant  pretend  that  in 
her  canonized  saints  she  puts  before  us  all  those 
whose  names  are  written  in  the  Book  of  Life. 
Among  the  hidden  saints,  whose  names  are  not 
known  there  may  be  those  who  outshine  to-day  even 
Augustine  in  all  his  glory,  and  all  the  highest  saints 
whom  we  imagine  to  have  the  highest  places.  We 
do  not  know.  The  Church  selects  some  of  the  most 
heroic,  whose  heroism  was  known  to  her  by  human 
means,  whose  lives  were  public,  whose  characters 
attest  that  every  sanctity  was  abounding.  So  we 
take  an  apostle  one  day ;  another  day  a  martyr ; 
the  next  day  a  virgin ;  the  next  day  a  number  of 
martyrs,  who  suffered  death  in  some  particular  sit- 
uations. But  the  Church  of  God  does  not  pretend 
to  confine  her  saints  within  the  circle  of  her  sol- 
emn canonization,  We  are  aware  that  on  this  day 
of  November,  called  "All  Saints'  Day,"  she  takes 
one  day  in  the  year  to  offer  up  gratitude  to  the  mul- 
titude of  saints  whose  names  are  not  known  to  men, 
but  are  written  in  bright  colors  of  gold  in  the  Book 
of  Life.  Thus,  again,  by  this  supplementary  festi- 
val service,  the  Church  pours  forth  her  praise  to 
God,  in  and  through  her  hidden  saints. 

And  who  are  these  ?  They  exist  in  every  nation 
that  has  embraced  the  Cross.  There  is  no  race,  no 
people,  that  have  ever  embraced  the  Gospel,  that 
have  not  produced  these  fruits  of  sanctity.  The 
ancient  Asiatic  kingdoms,  even  under  the  Old 
Law,  produced  them.  We  know  little  about  their 
names;  and  yet  we  know  of  the  multitudes  that 
died  in  the  reign  of  the  wicked  king,  because  they 
refused  to  violate  the  Sabbath ;  we  know  of  the 
multitudes  that  died  in  the  persecutions  that  came, 
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time  after  time,  sweeping  over  the  Jewish  people; 
•we  know  that  in  the  first  three  hundred  years  after 
the  Church  was  established,  to  be  a  Christian  man 
was  to  be  a  martyr;  and  that  every  nation,  every 
province  of  the  earth  that  embraced  Christianity, 
brought  forth  its  martyrs,  not  in  hundreds,  but  in 
thousands  and  hundreds  of  thousands.  The  Cata- 
combs of  Rome  were  filled  with  them;  the  plains 
of  Asia  and  Northern  Africa  were  covered  with 
them ;  their  hordes  lay  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  Italy  and  Southern  Gaul.  There  they 
were  dead  in  the  Catacombs  of  Rome,  as  I  myself 
have  witnessed,  in  some  ol  the  chambers  where 
they  found  the  slain  bodies  of  the  martyrs.  We 
know  not  their  names.  There  may  be  men  and 
women,  and  holy  children,  who  shed  their  blood 
for  God,  and  went  up  to  heaven.  God  only  knows 
how  many  there  were ;  how  many  sacrifices  they 
endured,  and  how  much  sanctity  they  possessed. 
They  have  come  down  from  the  stream  of  time, 
and  we  find  that  every  nation  that  ever  yet  valued 
the  Gospel,  valued  the  Holy  Catholic  religion,  was 
obliged  to  suffer  for  it  in  some  form  or  other.  Even 
in  England — though  history  tells  me  the  Anglo- 
Saxons  never  took  kindly  to  Catholicity,  though 
they  produced  many  good  and  glorious  saints,  yet 
their  spirit  throughout  was  hostile  to  Rome ;  and 
hostility  to  Rome  means  hostility  to  the  Catholic 
Church — even  there,  God  alone  knows  the  number 
of  saints  of  ancient  Britain,  the  Christian  souls  that 
were  put  to  death  by  the  Saxon  invaders  in  the  vari- 
ous persecutions  that  came  over  them,  until  that 
terrific  persecution  that  came  in  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, when  England  was  called  upon  to  become 
Protestant.  But,  like  the  dove  that  Noah  sent 
forth  from  the  ark,  which  fluttered  over  the  wide 
expanse  of  water  and  found  no  resting-place  until 
it  returned  to  the  place  from  whence  it  came,  even 
so  do  the  men  of  mind,  considering  the  glories  of 
the  Catholic  Church,  in  contemplating  the  fact 
that  there  is  no  resting-place  elsewhere,  return  to 
the  ark  of  life;  to  deliver  the  highest  evidence  of 
the  grace  of  God  upon  this  earth,  revealing  itself 
in  every  form  of  Christian  sanctity. 


Ave  Maria. 

In  desert  deep,  on  mountain  wild, 
A  hermit  Saint  once  dwelt, 

The  wild  beasts'  roar  he  heeded  not, 
In  silent  prayer  he  knelt. 

Full  many  a  time  the  queen  of  night 

Illumed  his  lonely  cell, 
Full  many  a  time  the  sunbeams  too, 

In  merry  radiance  fell. 

From  matin  chime,  till  shades  of  eve, 
Of  prayers  but  one  he  breathed — 


To  Mary,  Virgin  ever  pure, 
A  garland  bright  he  wreath'd. 

"Ave  Maria!"  sighed  his  heart, — 

And  this  was  all  he  said, — 
Yet  mounting  high,  by  angels  borne, 

At  Mary's  throne  'twas  laid. 

Unseen  by  all  save  one,  he  passed 

His  peaceful,  happy  life, 
Till,  full  of  merit,  Heaven  decreed 

Should  end  earth's  mortal  strife. 

And  now  to  human  view  was  given 
A  sight  most  wondrous  rare, 

For  from  his  humble  grave  there  rose 
A  lily,  pure  and  fair. 

In  golden  letters,  finely  carved, 

On  leaves  of  snowy  white, 
"Ave  Maria!"  loved  salute! 

Shone  forth,  most  wondrous  bright. 

Thus  had  the  Queen  of  Heaven  proved, 
By  this  most  precious  flow'r, 

That  Gabriel's  words  she  loves  to  hear, 
Those  words  so  full  of  pow'r. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XII.— [CONTINUED.] 
"  She  told  me  long  ago,  and  I  promised  her  then? 
that  if  she  were  ill  or  dying,  no  matter  when  or 
where,  I  would  bring  him  to  her  if  I  knew  it  in 
time.  And  I  would  have  fetched  him  if  the  Emperor 
himself  had  forbidden  it  under  pain  of  death! 
What  right  have  men  to  bring  human  laws  be- 
tween God  and  the  souls  of  His  creatures?"  he 
burst  out;  then  suddenly  restrained  himself,  for 
he  had  much  at  stake,  and  must  be  prudent. 

"We  will  not  discuss  the  question,"  she  replied, 
veiling  the  white  scintillation  of  her  eyes  by 
looking  down,  as  she  calmly  answered  him,  "as 
no  necessity  will  hereafter  arise  to  hold  inter- 
course with  a  false  priest,  an  enemy  to  our  faith." 
She  suspected,  but  was  not  certain,  that  she  knew 
full  well  who  this  priest  was,  and  that  his  resi- 
dence was  in  a  poor  outlying  hamlet  belonging  to 
the  Dimitri-DouskoI  estate,  but  she  could  not 
bring  him  to  punishment  for  exercising  his  func- 
tions under  an  interdict,  until  she  had  some  cer- 
tain information  and  more  conclusive  proof  than 
mere  suspicions. 

"No,"  answered  the  young  Count,  with  assumed 
carelessness,  "  he  is  nothing  to  me  now,  or  his 
religion;  and  I  never  expect  to  see  his  face  again. 
But  there's  one  favor  I  beg  of  your  highness — it 
is  the  last  I  will  ever  trouble  you  with  on  her 
account" 
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"  Name  thy  request,  Diniitri." 

"Give  me  permission  to  bury  her  on  the  spot 
where  she  died.  The  ground  outside  is  too 
deeply  frozen  to  dig  a  grave,  and  if  she  be  left 
there  until  a  thaw,  the  wolves  will  get  in  and 
tear  her  body  to  pieces.  I  know  if  she  could 
speak  she  would  ask  to  be  covered  up  from  the 
eyes  of  men  in  her  last  refuge,  the  grave,  as  soon 
as  may  be.  No  one  will  ever  use  the  hut  of  the 
'old  witch,'  as  they  called  her;  it  will  fall  to 
ruin;  let  then  its  ruins  be  her  tomb."  He  took 
her  hand  and  smoothed  it  between  both  of  his 
own.  The  little  caress,  and  the  eager,  wistful 
look  in  the  boy's  face,  touched  her ;  and  perhaps 
some  expiatory  sentiment  inclined  her  to  let  him 
have  his  will  in  this  matter. 

"  Dost  thou  wish  this  very  much,  Ditnitri  ?  It  is  a 
singular  idea,  but  as  she  cannot  be  laid  in  conse- 
crated ground  it  were  perhaps  as  well  for  the 
honor  of  our  house  that  an  old  and  faithful  serv- 
ant should  have  decent  burial  on  our  own  lands. 
Yes:  I  see  no  reasonable  objection  to  it.  You 
say  truly,  no  one  would  ever  consent  to  live  in  the 
hut;  and  your  father  built  it  for  her,  which  would 
prevent  my  ordering  its  destruction.  It  is  hers; 
let  it  cover  her  in  death,  as  in  life." 

"Thanks,  inadame,"  replied  Dimitri,  kissing 
the  withered  hand  that  he  held.  "One  more 
favor,  then  I  have  done.  I  will  watch  there  to- 
day, and  do  not  wish  to  be  disturbed.  Not  one 
of  the  superstitious  serfs  on  the  estate  would 
remain  there  long  enough  to  keep  the  wolves  out 
if  they  came  prowling  from  the  forest  on  the  trail 
of  Death.  I  have  no  dread — though  death  is  an 
awful  thing,  and  this  is  the  first  time  I  have  seen 
it  face  to  face ;  and  could  she  speak,  it  is  what 
she  would  best  like." 

"  But  thy  young  friends,  Dimitri  ?  " 

"  I  will  see  them  when  they  get  back;  they  are 
fine  fellows,  and  will  excuse  me  until  to-morrow." 

"Very  well.  Order  what  thou  wilt  from  the 
village  for  the  burial,  and  then  Dimitri,  my  son, 
when  thou  hast  buried  her  out  of  sight,  let  thy 
heart  turn  more  kindly  towards  thine  own  flesh 
and  blood.  A  letter  came  from  thy  mother  to-day." 

"From  the  pale  nun  at  Troi'tza?j"  he  asked. 

"  From  thy  mother,  I  said ;  and  she  desires  to 
see  thee;  it  is  feared  she  cannot  live  long." 

"My  mother — ill — dying!"  repeated  the  boy, 
slowly,  as  if  hoping  that  his  inner  heart  would 
respond  to  words  which  by  the  laws  of  nature 
should  have  thrilled  it ;  but  he  listened  in  vain : 
they  went  no  deeper  than  his  lips ;  they  touched 
no  chord  of  his  being,  nor  even  quickened  a 
single  pulse.  Was  he  then  without  natural  affec- 
tion? he  asked  himself.  Were  the  most  sacred 
instincts  dead  within  him?  A  troubled  expres- 


sion stole  over  his  countenance,  and  a  deeper 
gloom  shadowed  his  eyes.  His  aunt  placed  her 
own  construction  upon  the  changed  expression  of 
his  face. 

"Thou  must  consider  her  saintly  life,  Dimitri, 
and  be  comforted,"  she  said.  "  Sorrows  like  this 
must  come,  but  she  will  leave  thee  a  heritage  of 
virtues  such  as  have  already  made  more  glorious 
our  illustrious  name."  This  haughty  old  Princess 
evidently  thought  Heaven  Itself  honored  by  the 
service  of  one  of  her  race.  Dimitri  bowed  over 
her  hand,  pressed  his  lips  lightly  upon  it,  then 
turned  to  go  away,  feeling  conscience-stricken 
and  remorseful  at  his  own  utter  want  of  filial  de- 
votion. Could  it  be  that  her  having  so  long  sep- 
arated her  life  from  his  by  devoting  herself  to  re- 
ligion in  the  cloisters  of  Troitza  was  the  cause  of 
it;  that  Heaven  had  absorbed  all  her  natural 
affections,  and  jealously  obliterated  his?  The 
problem  was  too  deep  an  one  for  Dimitri  to  solve. 
His  aunt  recalled  him  as  he  was  going  away. 

"  One  moment,  Dimitri,  my  son :  should  any 
papers  or  writing  be  found  in  the  hut  down  yon- 
der, bring  them  to  me  without  reading  them." 

"Is  it  likely  that  Tatiana  should  have  left  pa- 
pers or  writing?  But  let  Isaac  come  with  me, 
and  search,"  he  answered,  feeling  perfectly  sure 
that  the  old  steward's  courage  would  be  strained 
to  the  uttermost  in  looking  under  the  bed  where 
the  corpse  lay,  without  disturbing  it  to  search 
under  the  floor. 

"If  she  has  left  any  such  scraps  lying  about, 
thou  shalt  have  them,  madame  my  aunt,"  he  re- 
plied, as  he  left  her  presence.  "All,  all,  except 
my  legacy — that  is  mine,  mine,  and  no  power  shall 
tear  it  from  me!"  was  his  secret  determination. 

"Really,"  said  the  Princess  Dimitri-DouskoT, 
well  satisfied  with  the  interview,  which  she  had 
expected  to  be  so  different,  "  my  nephew  is  grow- 
ing rational.  That  old  creature  kept  his  mind  in 
a  fever  by  mysterious  hints  from  time  to  time,  and 
now  that  she  is  gone  there'll  be  an  end  of  it;  and 
Dimitri,  no  longer  troubled  by  wild  fancies,  will 
settle  himself  to  the  business  of  his  life,  and  be- 
come an  honor  to  his  name.  He's  a  fine,  brave 
boy;  a  noble,  honorable  spirit;  and  he  will  yet 
live  to  wipe  off  the  only  stain  upon  the  escutcheon 
of  our  house." 

And  so  she  exulted — never  dreaming,  in  this  first 
hour  of  security  that  she  had  enjoyed  for  years, 
that  all  she  most  dreaded  was  near  its  accomplish- 
ment. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


To  make  steady  progress  in  perfection,  it  is  not 
a  question  of  multiplying  our  exercises,  but  of 
increasing  our  fervor. — St.  Francis  of  Sales. 
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A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California, 

(No.  7.) 

BY  KEV.  J.  ADAM. 

I  visited  the  mission  of  San  Antonio  for  the 
first  time  in  the  year  1867,  when  returning  from 
the  Diocesaa  Synod  held  at  Los  Angeles.  It  was 
early  in  the  beautiful  month  of  May,  and  I  will 
never  forget  the  lovely  panorama  presented  before 
us  as  we  approached  the  Mission — a  number  of 
small  hills,  whose  tops  were  crowned  with  lofty 
pines,  forming  a  kind  of  amphitheatre,  and  the 
plains  covered  with  a  rich  velvet  green,  adorned 
with  myriads  of  flowers  of  various  colors.  We 
drove  close  to  the  banks  of  the  River  San  Antonio, 
and  while  crossing  a  creek  one  of  our  party  re- 
marked that  there  must  certainly  be  gold  mixed 
with  the  sand  at  the  bottom.  I  alighted  to  quench 
my  thirst,  but  failed  to  discover  any  gold  there. 

It  is  said  that  the  adobes  of  which  the  Mission 
is  built  contain  a  great  deal  of  the  precious  metal — 
the  water,  sand  and  clay  of  which  they  were  com- 
posed being  admixed  with  gold  dust.  But  would 
it  pay  to  destroy  the  adobes  and  extract  the  gold  ? 
If  it  would,  we  doubt  whether  the  sacred  character 
of  the  edifice  would  have  protected  it  from  the 
avarice  of  the  gold-hunters.  On  arriving  at  the 
Mission  we  were  disappointed  at  hearing  that 
Father  Ambris,  the  pastor,  was  absent  in  Monterey. 
I  was  very  anxious  to  make  his  acquaintance. 
He  was  the  only  Mexican  secular  priest  in  the  di- 
ocese, had  the  early  history  of  the  country  treasured 
up  in  his  memory,  and  was  eye-witness  to  many 
facts  connected  with  the  secularization  of  the  Mis- 
sions and  the  surrender  of  the  country  to  the  United 
States.  Father  Ambris  came  to  California  when 
quite  young,  as  a  seminarist  to  the  first  Bishop  of 
California,  the  Right  Rev.  Garcia  Diego,  and  was 
it  seems  the  Benjamin  of  his  Grace.  Whether 
saying  Mass,  at  table,  or  travelling,  young  Ambris 
was  always  at  the  Bishop's  side.  Many  are  the 
amusing  anecdotes  I  have  heard  from  the  lips  of 
this  good  father,  and  many  the  pleasant  hours  I 
spent  in  his  company,  amused  at  their  recital. 
Among  others  was  one  in  which  the  good  father 
himself  was  a  leading  character — one  which  marks 
the  almost  patriarchal  simplicity  of  the  persons 
concerned.  It  was  the  3d  of  October,  eve  of  the 
Feast  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisium;  the  Bishop, 
calling  Ambris,  told  him  to  go  to  the  tower  and 
ring  the  bells,  as  customary  on  the  eve  of  great 
festivals,  in  honor  of  the  Seraphic  Founder  of  the 
Franciscan  Order.  The  young  man  did  as  he  was 
told ;  but  while  in  the  tower,  an  old  friar  being  much 
annoyed  by  the  sound  of  the  bells  at  this  unusual 
time,  and  not  understanding  the  reason  of  their 


ringing,  called  one  of  the  lay-brothers  and  asked 
who  was  making  such  a  noise.  Being  told  that  it 
was  young  Ambris,  he  ordered  the  door  of  the  belfry 
to  be  locked.  The  seminarian  having  finished  his 
commission,  came  down  only  to  find  himself  locked 
in,  and  although  he  made  all  the  noise  he  possi- 
bly could  there  was  no  one  around  to  hear  him. 
So  he  had  to  stay  where  he  was,  and  bide  his 
chances.  Dinner-time  came;  but  when  the  din- 
ner-bell rang,  poor  Ambris  had  to  make  up  his 
mind  to  keep  fast  in  honor  of  8t.  Francis,  whether 
he  willed  it  or  not.  The  aged  Bishop,  going  to 
the  table  as  usual,  asked  for  his  seminarian; 

being  told  that  Father had  him  locked  up 

in  the  bell-tower,  he  felt  displeased,  and  without 
saying  a  word  he  retired  to  his  room  without 
touching  the  dinner.  The  poor  old  friar  did  the 
same.  Meantime,  Ambris  being  still  a  prisoner 
for  his  apparent  misconduct  in  the  eyes  of  the  an- 
cient dignitary  of  the  house,  the  Bishop  finally 
gave  orders  for  his  liberation.  As  soon  as  he  came 
out,  the  old  father  spoke  to  him  in  a  complaining 
manner  for  having  gone  to  ring  the  bells  on  his 
own  hook — but  what  was  his  dismay  and  conster- 
nation when  told  that  it  was  done  by  the  order  of 
his  superior,  the  Bishop,  and  that  his  grace  was 
grieved  and  displeased  with  the  good  friar  for 
having  locked  him  in.  The  latter  at  once  went  to 
the  Bishop's  room  and  humbly  apologized  for  hia 
conduct  and  the  grief  it  had  caused  him,  stating 
that  if  he  had  known  his  grace  had  ordered  the 
bells  to  be  rung  he  would  not  have  interfered.  The 
two  aged  men  shed  tears,  embraced  each  other, 
and  they  concluded  that  as  Ambris  was  now  at  lib- 
erty to  join  them  they  would  go  to  dinner,  which 
they  accordingly  did. 

We  had  scarcely  arrived  at  the  Mission  when  an 
old  Indian,  almost  a  centenarian,  came  to  pay  his 
respects  to  us,  and  then  went  to  ring  the  bell,  to 
announce  that  there  would  be  Mass  on  the  mor- 
row. As  I  heard  that  bell  for  the  first  time,  a 
pleasing,  tingling  sensation  ran  through  my  veins, 
for  I  thought  it  was  probably  the  very  same  with 
which,  a  hundred  years  before,  Father  Serra  called 
the  Indians  to  the  glad  tidings  of  the  Gospel — and 
the  words  of  St.  Paul  presented  themselves  forci- 
bly to  my  mind — "Jesus  Christ  yesterday,  and  to- 
day :  and  the  same  for  ever."  *  Yes,  I  said,  for  the 
last  hundred  years  without  intermission  this  bell 
has  been  rung  morning,  noon,  and  night,  and 
the  same  hand  that  now  holds  the  bell-rope  has 
performed  the  same  office  for  nearly  a  century. 
Once,  at  its  well-known  sound,  thousands  of 
Indians  responded  to  the  call ;  men  stopped  on 
their  way,  women  ceased  their  task,  children 
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their  play,  and  all  with  one  accord  recited  the 
"  Angelus."  Now  I  see  around  me  only  ruins, 
one  or  two  Indians,  relJcts  of  a  once  numerous 
tribe,  but  the  bell  still  calls  to  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
and  to  prayer  as  before.  Ah!  I  said  to  myself, 
time  indeed  makes  wonderful  changes,  but  our 
Holy  Religion  is  ever  the  same,  one  and  un 
changeable.  With  these  and  similar  thoughts  in 
my  mind  I  went  to  sleep,  and  long  before  day- 
break I  was  again  aroused  by  the  voice  of  the  bell. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  old  Indian's  only  mission  on 
earth  was  to  call  people  to  prayer— both  during 
the  day  and  the  night — saying  to  them,  in  the 
words  of  St.  Peter:  "Brethren,  be  sober,  and 
watch,  for  your  adversary  the  devil  is  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour."  Though  tired  after  our 
travels,  we  could  not  resist  the  voice  of  that  bell, 
and  so  got  up,  early  as  it  was,  in  order  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  saying  Mass  before  resuming  our 
journey. 

Twice  afterwards  I  had  the  pleasure  of  visiting 
San  Antonio,  and  each  time  found  Father  Ain- 
bris  at  home.  This  good  priest  wishes  only  to 
live  and  die  amid  the  ruins  of  San  Antonio.  He 
was  the  first,  and  so  far  the  last,  parish  priest, 
propria  dictus,  appointed  in  California  at  the  time 
that  Canon  Law  was  in  full  force,  this  country 
then  belonging  to  Mexico.  He  was  first  sent  by 
Bishop  Garcia  Diego  as  parish  priest  to  Monterey, 
but  had  to  attend  other  points  as  they  might  be 
left  vacant,  among  them  San  Juan,  Santa  Cruz, 
Santa  Clara,  and  even  Mission  Dolores,  near  San 
Francisco.  What  now  forms  part  of  two  dioceses 
was  formerly  uader  his  spiritual  care. 

At  the  nomination  of  Bishop  Alemany,  of  Mon- 
terey, Father  Ambris  in  1850  went  to  San  Antonio, 
where  he  has  since  preferred  to  remain,  sharing 
the  hardships  and  privations  of  his  parishioners, 
although  the  Bishop  has  offered  him  another  par- 
ish where  he  could  be  more  at  his  ease.  No 
doubt  our  Lord  will  amply  reward  him  for  his 
spirit  of  self-devoting  sacrifice. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


St.  Louis  in  Olden  Times. 

REMINISCENCES  OF  BISHOP  ROSATI  AND  THE  BUILD- 
ING OF  THE  CATHEDRAL  OF   ST.  LOUIS. 


An  address  of  Hon.  Wilson  Primm  before  the 
Missouri  Historical  Society  is  so  full  of  reminis- 
cences of  an  historic  character  that  we  deem  no 
apology  necessary,  notwithstanding  our  very  lim- 
ited space,  for  some  extracts  from  it.  The  honor- 
able gentleman  introduced  his  address  with  a 
reference  to  two  lithographic  pictures  presented 
by  him  to  the  Society  on  the  part  of  Peter  A. 


Berthold,  Esq.,  whose  father,  Bartholomew  Ber- 
thold,  figured  extensively  in  the  early  commerce 
and  enterprise  of  the  now  great  city  of  St.  Louis. 
He  said  the  two  pictures  were  true  to  nature,  and 
presented  a  striking  contrast  to  the  church-archi- 
tecture of  modern  times,  and  were  the  first  pro- 
ductions of  the  lithographic  art  introduced  into 
St.  Louis  by  Mr.  Jules  Hatawa. 

The  incidents  narrated  by  Mr.  Primm  will  prove 
interesting  to  other  of  our  readers  than  those  in  St. 
Louis,  as  similar  ones  can  be  found  in  all  of  our 
large  cities,  and  will  we  hope  be  placed  on  record 
ere  the  memory  of  them  passes  away.  We  con- 
tinue in  the  words  of  the  honorable  gentleman : 

One  of  these  pictures,  it  will  be  observed,  represents 
the  log  church  and  "Presbytere"  parsonage,  a  full 
description  of  which  was  embodied  in  a  paper  read  by 
me  before  the  Society  in  1867.  The  other  represents  the 
brick  church  edifice  which  supplanted  the  log  church 
under  the  administration  of  Bishop  Louis  Guillaume 
Valentine  Du  Bourg.  South  of  this  church  are  seen 
the  same  old  "  Presbytere,"  built  in  the  early  Spanish 
times,  and  the  college  building  established  by  the 
same  Bishop,  in  which  some  of  our  best  citizens  from 
Louisiana,  Kentucky,  Illinois  and  Missouri  were  edu- 
cated, under  such  professors  as  Rev.  Joseph  Niel,  Leo 
Deys,  Father  De  Neckere,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Louisi- 
ana, Revs.  Messrs.  Michaud  and  Edmund  Sauluier,  and, 
par  excellence,  our  fellow-citizen,  Capt.  Elihu  H.  Shep- 
ard,  who  made  good  scholars  by  never  sparing  the 
ferule.  Among  the  pupils  of  this  first  college  in 
Missouri  I  can  remember  William  and  Peter  Ken- 
nedy, of  Louisiana;  Ninian  Edwards,  from  Illinois; 
Thomas  January,  of  Kentucky;  from  St.  Louis: 
Henry  Choteaw,  Gustave  Soulard,  Pascal  H.  St.  Cyr, 
Leon  Cheuie,  William  F.  Ferguson,  Peter  A.  Berthold, 
and  others.  Out  of  one  hundred  and  thirty-four  stu- 
dents who  at  one  time  attended  that  college,  I  can 
count  only  ten  now  living.  Of  the  professors,  my 
old  friend  Captain  Shepard  is  the  only  one  who 
survives,  and  he  deserves  to  live  a  hundred  years  more. 

On  the  right  hand  of  this  picture  is  seen  the 
graveyard  in  which  were  interred  the  remains  of 
those  who  had  died  in  the  Catholic  faith,  from  the 

foundation  of  the  city This  brick  church,  of 

which  Gabriel  Paul  was  amateur  architect,  never  at- 
tained completion,  its  walls  remaining  unplastered, 
no  ceiling,  only  the  bare  rafters  and  roof,  and  so  it 
remained  up  to  the  time  of  its  destruction  by  fire. 
That  rough  temple,  however,  was  for  years  the  scene 
of  the  most  solemn  and  imposing  ceremonies  of  Cath- 
olic worship. 

Bishop  Du  Bourg  was  a  man  of  magnificent  pres- 
ence and  aesthetic  tastes;  he  delighted  to  invest  the 
ceremonies  of  his  church  with  the  pomp  and  splendor 
which  environed  the  worship  of  God  in  the  temple  of 
Jerusalem.  In  those  early  days,  when  in  St.  Louis, 
at  least,  "  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young,"  when 
a  pianoforte  was  to  be  found  in  perhaps  only  three 
houses  throughout  the  town,  the  Bishop,  by  unremit- 
ting exertion,  succeeded  in  combining  from  amongst 
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his  parishioners  and  non-Catholic  friends  an  orches- 
tral and  vocal  choir,  which  to  my  humble  thinking 
was  not  inferior  to  any  such  in  the  churches  of  the 
the  present  day.  Such  instruments  as  were  needed, 
and  not  to  be  procured  here,  he  sent  for  to  Europe, 
and  my  oldest  son  has  now  in  his  possession  a  violon- 
cello which  was  thus  brought  from  France,  and 
which  connoisseurs  say  is  an  instrument  of  the  finest 
tone.  Mrs.  Coursault  was  the  accomplished  organist ; 
Gabriel  Paul,  the  father-in-law  of  my  old  friend  and 
law  partner,  George  R.  Taylor,  first  violin;  Col.  Rene 
Paul, his  brother,  violoncello;  Manuel  Baron  de  Hodia- 
mont,  alto;  John  J.  Doubberman,  an  eminent  por- 
trait painter,  Frederick  L.  Billon,  once  comptroller 
of  the  city  of  St.  Louis,  and  John  G.  Stevenson,  en- 
gaged in  commerce,  but  enthusiastically  devoted  to 
rnuaic,  were  the  flutists;  and  as  occasion  required, 
Storrs  and  Blanchard,  both  inclyti,  the  one  on  the  bas- 
soon, the  other  on  the  clarionet,  formed  an  instru- 
mental combination  which,  with  the  delicacy  of  true 
art,  sustained,  instead  of  overpowering,  the  mass 
sung  by  the  sweet  voices  of  Mrs.  Clemence,  wife 
of  Henry  Choteau  and  daughter  of  Mrs.  Corsault,  of 
Miss  Aglae  Generalli,  of  Miss  Therese  Bosseron, 
aided  by  the  tenor  of  Augustine,  a  mulatto  slave  of 
the  Bishop,  an  accomplished  musician,  whose  voice 
Brignoli  might  have  envied,  and  the  basso  of  Father 
De  Neckere,  whose  tones  were  like  the  soft,  rounded, 
but  powerful  intonations  of  the  thunder.  These,  and 
others  whom  I  do  not  now  recollect,  constituted  the 
orchestral  and  vocal  choir,  which,  with  the  magnifi- 
cence of  the  Catholic  service,  made  the  old,  old  brick 
church  attractive  to  all  denominations.  .  .  . 

On  the  35th  of  last  month,  August,  1875, 1  attended 
divine  service  in  the  old  Cathedral.  It  was  the  Feast 
of  St.  Louis,  Louis  IX,  the  patron  Saint  of  our  city, 
a  king  on  whose  feast-day  in  the  old  brick  church 
during  Bishop  Du  Bourg's  time  the  entire  congrega- 
tion would  join  in  a  song  of  praise  to  one  who,  by  his 
virtues  and  his  famous  deeds,  was  enshrined  as  a 
saint  in  the  French  heart;  a  monarch  who  from  his 
tenderest  infancy  held  the  sceptre  of  ancestral  kings;  a 
monarch  who  preserved  his  soul  from  vice,  and  who  be- 
fore wielding  supreme  command  over  men  had  learned 
submission  to  his  God.  I  was  struck  with  the  differ- 
ence in  the  character  of  the  music  between  now  and 

then The  Kyrie  sung  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Louis 

on  the  29th  of  August,  1875,  as  an  artistic  production, 
with  all  its  fugues,  roulades,  trills  and  tremulos,  was 
no  doubt  very  pleasant  to  the  ear  of  an  opera  fre- 
quenter, but  I  must  confess  that  it  jarred  upon  my 
nerves,  and  made  me  wish  for  a  return  to  the  solemnity 
which  pervades  the  Gregorian  chant,  and  which  cul- 
minates in  the  pathos  and  majesty  of  the  Preface. 

I  remember  well  the  pomp  and  circumstance  which 
in  the  days  of  Bishop  Du  Bourg  attended  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  feast  of  "  Corpus  Christi."  Repositories  in 
several  quarters  of  the  town,  adorned  with  flowers 
and  silks  and  laces,  with  carpets  spread  on  the  av- 
enues leading  to  each  of  them,  and  these  avenues  bor- 
dered with  fragrant  shrubs  and  with  green  boughs 
freshly  cut  from  the  adjacent  forest;  the  parishioners, 
old  and  young,  following  in  silent  and  pious  proces- 


sion; the  priest  and  celebrant  reverently  bearing  in 
his  hands  the  Eucharist;  the  silken  dais  fringed  with 
gold,  supported  at  each  corner  by  four  of  the  most 
venerable  and  eminent  citizens;  the  guard  of  honor 
armed  with  muskets,  seemingly  to  preserve  a  deco- 
rum which  none  would  have  dared  to  violate;  the 
pure  young  maidens,  robed  in  white  garments  as 
spotless  as  themselves,  scattering  rose-leaves  and 
flowers  from  the  tiny  baskets  which  each  one  bore-, 
the  thurifers  turning  at  every  ten  steps  and  flinging 
up  incense  to  the  Incarnate  God;  the  exposition  of 
the  Sacrament  at  the  repository;  the  multitude  kneel- 
ing on  the  ground;  the  hymns  of  praise  from  hun- 
dreds of  voices;  the  Benediction  of  the  Sacrament, 
with  the  words  of  the  priest:  " Benedicat  vos  Omnipo- 
tent Deus,  Paler  et  Filiuset  Spiritus  Sanctus  " ;  the  firing 
of  guns,  the  smoking  of  incense,  and  the  showers  of 
roses  which  followed  a  Benediction  heartfelt  by  pas- 
tor and  flock.  Such  scenes  were  always  calculated  to 
impress  the  minds  of  old  and  young  with  the  duties 
and  obligations  of  a  religion  which  binds  the  creature 
to  the  Creator,  and  imposes  obedience  to  His  laws. 
It  gave  them,  too,  an  assurance  that  the  Benediction, 
thus  solemnly  pronounced  by  the  priest,  if  they  were 
humble  and  sincere  of  heart,  would  be  ratified  by  his 
Master  in  Heaven.  AlasJ  such  touching  ceremonies 
could  not  now  be  repeated.  The  atheist,  the  infidel, 
the  iconoclast,  would  obstruct,  would  disperse  them, 
and  forbid  the  exercise  of  customs  which  always 
tended  to  purify  and  adorn  religious  and  social  exist- 
ence. 

But  we  are  living  in  an  age  of  progress:  can  we 
say  that  we  are  living  in  an  age  of  improvement? 
In  those  days  our  jails  were  empty;,  now  we  have 
to  increase  their  dimensions  to  suit  the  increased 
number  of  criminals.  I  am  advancing  in  years,  and 
when  bringing  back  to  memory  the  happy  days 
which  I  have  known,  I  am  tempted  to  say  with  the 
poet,  "  Et  dulces  moriendo,  reminiscitur  Argos." 

Bishop  Du  Bourg  having  been  appointed  to  the  see 
of  Montauban,  in  France,  was  succeeded  by  Bishop 
Joseph  Rosati,  a  native  of  Italy,  a  Prelate  whose  his- 
tory is  interwoven  with  that  of  our  city  in  the  estab- 
lishment of  orphan  asylums,  hospitals,  schools  for 
poor  children,  and  many  other  eleemosynary  institu- 
tions. "The  evil  that  men  do  lives  long  after  them, 
but  the  good  which  they  have  done  oft  lies  buried 
with  their  bones."  And  so  it  is  with  the  good,  the 
noble,  the  hospitable  Bishop  Rosati,  whose  love  of 
music,  of  painting,  of  sculpture,  of  architecture,  of 
everything  calculated  to  embellish  human  life,  was 
always  auxiliary  to  the  grand  idea  of  the  greater 
glory  of  God,  an  idea  which  on  the  entablature  of  the 
Cathedral  erected  under  his  auspices  was  carved  in 
letters  that  will  not  disappear  until  the  structure 
crumbles  away:  "Deo  Uni  et  trino."  Those  who  re- 
member him  are  few  in  number,  gray-haired,  curved 
in  the  spine,  and  like  the  animal  in  the  Enigma  of 
(Edipus,  walking  at  night  on  three  legs. 

Good  Bishop  Rosati!  After  the  termination  of  a 
festival  Mass  he  would  meet  the  members  of  the  choir, 
and,  rubbing  his  hands  together,  say:  "My  children, 
you  must  dine  with  me."  No  excuse  would  be  re- 
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ceived,  and  in  the  dining-room  of  the  old  "Presby- 
tere"  we  sat  down  to  a  dish  of  Ravioli,  made  of  Parme- 
san cheese  and  gracious  knows  how  many  other  in- 
gredients; to  fish  and  flesh,  all  washed  down  with  a 
generous  glass  of  Bordeaux,  the  whole  dinner  enliv- 
ered  by  the  conversation  of  men  versed  in  sacred,  pro- 
fane and  social  knowledge;  and  the  solemn  " Benedi- 
cite"  which  dissolved  our  pleasant  reunion  stamped 
upon  our  hearts  respect  and  love  for  our  pastors,  and 
a  resolve  to  merit  their  approbation. 

Bishop  Rosati  deeming  the  brick  church  edifice  in- 
6ufficient  and  illy  adapted  to  the  wants  of  an  increas- 
ing congregation,  determined,  if  possible,  to  build  a 
new  one.  On  Sunday,  the  twenty-eighth  of  March,  1830, 
from  the  pulpit,  he  invoked  an  assemblage  of  the  par- 
ishioners, their  meeting  to  take  place  on  the  fourth  of 
April  ensuing.  On  that  day  the  meeting  was  accord- 
ingly held;  Bishop  Rosati  was  appointed  president,  and 
our  venerable  deceased  fellow-citizen,  Marie  Philip 
Leduc,  secretary.  At  this  meeting  it  was  resolved  to 
build  a  new  church,  which  is  the  present  Cathedral  on 
Walnut  street.  As  one  of  the  means  of  effecting  this 
object,  it  was  decided  to  lease  the  north  half  of  the 
church  block,  where,  the  record  says, '  the  ancient  cem- 
etery and  the  old  church  stands.'  At  the  same  meet- 
ing, William  Higgins,  Marie  Philip  Leduc,  John 
O'Rourke,  Michael  Rourke,  Louis  Menard  and  James 
C.  Lynch,  were  appointed  a  standing  committee  with 
full  power  to  adopt  all  measures  which  they  might 
deem  necessary  to  accomplish  the  proposed  end,  and 
to  fill  all  vacancies  which  might  occur  in  their  body. 
At  the  committee-meeting  of  the  6th  of  April,  1830, 
Wilson  Primm  was  appointed  permanent  secretary, 
and  continued  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  that  office  until 
the  completion  of  the  Cathedral,  the  disposition  of  the 
pews  therein,  and  the  consecration  of  the  edifice. 
Subsequently,  William  Higgins  having  died,  and  Lewis 
Menard,  Patrick  Walsh  and  John  O'Rourke,  resigned, 
Colonel  Rene  Paul,  Hugh  O'Neal,  senior,  and  General 
Bernard  Pratte,father  of  Bernard  Pratte, former  Mayor 
of  this  city,  were  appointed  to  fill  the  vacancies  thus 
created  in  the  committee;  and  upon  the  committee, 
thus  composed,  devolved  the  entire  labor  and  duty  of 
providing  the  ways  and  means  for  the  accomplishment 
of  the  intended  object,  and  settling  upon  the  architec- 
tural designs  and  details  of  a  structure,  which,  when  it 
had  been  completed,  under  their  wise  supervision,  was 
considered  the  finest  and  most  imposing  church  edi- 
fice west  of  the  Alleghany  Mountains. 

The  committee  set  on  foot  private  subscriptions  for 
the  building  of  the  church  and  the  removal  of  the 
dead  from  the  graveyard,  a  loan  of  eight  thousand 
dollars  generously  proffered  by  Bishop  DuBourg  was 
gratefully  accepted;  and  the  north-half  of  block  No. 
59  was  leased  to  George  Morton  and  Joseph  C.  La- 
veille.  As  a  personal  reminiscence  it  may  not  be 
obtrusive  to  state  that  Wilson  Primm  was  then  a  law 
student  under  our  lamented  Edward  Bates,  that  this 
student  drew  up  in  duplicate  this  complicated  lease 
to  Morton  and  Laveille,  for  which  he  was  paid  the  sum 
of  ten  dollars,  the  first  fee  he  ever  earned,  and  which 
at  the  time  made  him  feel  like  a  millionaire.  ... 

The  foregoing  summarized  details  connected  with 


the  building  of  the  Cathedral  are  taken  from  the  rec- 
ords of  the  committee,  now  in  my  possession;  therein 
I  maybe  deemed  to  have  been  prolix,  but  the  building 
of  that  edifice,  the  mode  of  obtaining  pecuniary  means, 
the  prices  of  labor  and  material  in  those  days,  and  above 
all,  the  preservation  of  the  names  of  men  who  in  the 
cause  of  religion  gratuitously  gave  up  their  time,  de- 
voted their  energies  and  talents,  and  contributed  of 
their  substance — these  are  reasons  which  may  pardon 
a  prolixity  which  perhaps  trenches  upon  your  patience 
Of  all  the  men  whom  I  have  mentioned  as  being  con- 
nected with  the  rearing  of  that  edifice,  only  two  survive 
— John  Withnel  and  the  one  who  now  addresses  you. 
All  the  others  have  gone  to  their  long  account. 
Requiescant  in  pace. 

On  the  26th  of  October,  1834,  according  to  previous 
determination  of  the  committee,  the  Cathedral  was 
consecrated  with  a  magnificence  and  pomp  which 
were  never  before  witnessed  in  St.  Louis.  Joseph  F. 
Maraglianowas  at  that  time  organist  of  the  Cathedral, 
under  the  appointment  of  Bishop  Rosati,  and  at  the 
celebration  of  the  grand  High  Mass  on  the  occasion  of 
the  consecration  had  for  aids  the  vocal  choir  of  which 
I  have  before  spoken,  with  the  addition  to  it  of  such 
other  well  cultivated  voices  and  skilful  musicians  as 
Miss  Hay,  Mesdames,Duhring  and  Menkins,  and  Britton 
A.  Hill,  Esq.,  all  of  whom  continued  to  be  Maragliano's 
choir,  assisting  him  in  the  services  of  the  Cathedral 
until  he  left  St.  Louis.  So  that  on  the  day  of  the  con- 
secration, Maragliano  was  not,  nor  was  he  ever  before 
then,  under  the  necessity  of  "  drilling  new  recruits  to 
make  them  an  efficient  choir  in  rendering  his  difficult 
music."  The  music,  that  is  the  Mass  sung  on  that  oc- 
casion, was  not  his:  it  was  a  Mass  by  Di  Monti,  the 
beauties  of  which  have  paled  before  a  species  of  rhetor- 
ico-bombastic  composition  which  now  seems  to  be  the 
fashion,  and  which,  if  they  were  living,  would  bring  a 
blush  upon  the  brow  of  those  masters  who  were  the 
true  exponents  of  church  music.  "  Palmam  qui  meruit 
ferat." 

I  cannot  close  this  paper  without  quoting  from  an 
article  on  the  subject  of  this  Cathedral  which  appeared 
in  the  St.  Louis  Republican  of  August  15,  1875,  and 
which  is  eminently  generous  in  spirit  and  language: 
"But  it  is  fit  that  all  who  cherish  the  memories  of  the 
past,  who  have  a  regard  for  the  preservation  of  this, 
the  most  important  historical  monument  left  to  us, 
should  join  in  the  work  of  maintaining  and  keeping  in 
order  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Louis.  It  is  not  alone  a  work 
for  the  Catholics  to  do,  but  in  a  large  sense  it  is  a 
special  work  for  the  Protestants  as  well.  It  belongs  to 
all;  it  is  historical." 


RELIGION  never  appears  greater  than  in  death, 
when  the  world  seems  most  contemptible. 

If  you  commit  a  venial  fault,  make  an  act  of  the 
love  of  God  and  of  contrition,  purpose  amend- 
ment, and  forthwith  resume  your  wonted  tranquil- 
ity.  To  remain  troubled  after  a  fault  is  a  great 
fault,  for  a  troubled  soul  is  incapable  of  doing  the 
least  good. — St.  Liguori. 
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Of  all  the  vices  to  which  men  at  the  present 
day  are  addicted,  there  is  none  to  which  we  can 
trace  so  much  misery  as  to  that  of  the  excess  of 
drink.  It  seems  to  be  the  principal  source  from 
which  all  other  vices  emanate.  For  is  it  not  true 
that  it  is  only  when  rendered  insensible  through 
the  free  use  of  liquors  that  men  are  fitted  to  com- 
mit such  atrocious  crimes  as  we  daily  read  of? 
deeds  at  the  thought  of  which  they  would 
revolt  in  their  sober  hours.  Ruin  and  dark  de- 
spair are  the  results  of  intoxication.  Throughout 
the  whole  land  resounds  the  cry  of  temperance. 
Yet  every  day  we  see  fall  around  us  men  on  whom 
the  nation  depends  for  success — young  men  of 
extraordinary  abilities,  talented  and  refined  by 
nature,  fitted  to  adorn  society,  and  who  might 
have  elevated  the  character  of  those  less  fortu- 
nate beings  who  have  not  had  the  advantages  of 
cultivation — step  by  step  go  down,  until  they  are 
degenerated  to  a  level  with  the  brute.  Strong 
drink  is  the  cause.  There  must  be  some  cause 
for  this  insatiable  appetite  for  strong  drink. 
Bad  company,  and  drinking  to  be  sociable,  are 
two  causes  and  means  by  which  this  taste  was 
cultivated.  But  here  is  a  young  man  who  never 
kept  bad  company.  Those  with  whom  he  asso- 
ciated were  strictly  moral,  yet  he  is  fond  of  drink* 
and  drinks  to  excess. 

Let  us  follow  this  young  man  to  the  home  of 
his  childhood  days.  Were  they  all  strictly  tem- 
perate? Here  is  the  wine-cellar;  here  is  the 
sideboard;  plenty  to  drink,  and  no  restraint. 
"My  little  son  cannot  take  this  so  strong:  I  will 
sweeten  it  and  make  it  palatable  for  him."  How 
many  times  have  these  words  been  repeated ;  and 
the  kind  mother,  thinking  she  will  relieve  the 
little  cherub's  feverish  brow,  prepares  some  of 
the  best  cognac  and  doses  her  infant  boy,  when, 
on  the  contrary,  she  only  heightens  the  fever;  and 
the  cry  for  more  is  oft  repeated,  and  every  time 
the  thirst  is  satisfied.  It  is  used  as  a  remedy  on 
all  occasions.  In  the  course  of  a  few  years  it  will 
be  thought  best  to  restrain  the  boy,  and  give  him 
what  now  he  most  desires.  Perhaps  he  yields, 
though  reluctantly,  but  whatever  opportunity  oc- 
curs will  he  not  avail  himself  of  it  to  satisfy  that 
longing  which  has  been  cultivated  under  the  pa- 
rental roof?  If  mothers  will  then  begin  to  instil 
habits  of  temperance  into  the  young  mind,  and 
keep  an  ever  watchful  eye  over  the  boy  develop- 
ing into  manhood,  there  will  not  be  as  many 
noble  youths  brought  to  an  untimely  and  worse 
than  a  drunkard's  grave,  for  the  most  part  caused 
by  the  use  of  liquor  in  childhood. — Catholic 
Union. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— • — A  handsome  school-house,  cost  $30,000,  has 
been  built  at  Camden,  N.  J.,  by  Father  Fitzsimmons. 

An  authentic  portrait  of  Joan  of  Arc  has  been 

lately  found  in  Paris.  It  is  said  to  be  the  work  of 
Power,  a  Scottish  artist,  whom  the  Maid  of  Orleans 
highly  esteemed. 

The  Archbishop  of  Quebec,  at  present  engaged 

in  his  pastoral  visit  throughout  his  diocese,  goes  to 
Rimouski,  on  the  4th  of  November,  to  consecrate  the 
new  college  there. 

Five  priests  and  three  lay-brothers  of  the  Soci- 
ety of  Jesus,  and  twelve  Irish  Sisters  of  Mercy,  re- 
cently left  England  for  South  Africa.  A  college  and 
mission  are  to  be  established  at  Grahamstown. 

The  Pope  has  given  a  copy  of  Murillo's  "Immac- 
ulate Conception  "  to  be  raffled  for  at  a  fair  in  aid  of  St 
Paul's  Church,  Worcester,  Mass.,  with  the  request 
that  the  list  of  subscribers  and  the  name  of  the  winner 
be  sent  him. 

We  have  been  informed,  says  the  San  Francisco 

Monitor;  by  several  persons  who  are  in  a  position  to 
know  the  facts,  that  Very  Rev.  Father  Prendergast 
has  declined  his  nomination  as  Coadjutor-Bishop  of 
Grass  Valley. 

The  French  Catholic  papers  give  particulars  of 

the  death  of  Prince  Adalbert,  the  last  of  the  eight 
children  of  Louis  I,  of  Bavaria.  He  was  a  good  citi- 
izen,  in  the  truest  sense,  an  excellent  Catholic,  and 
his  loss  will  be  greatly  deplored  in  Bavaria. 

The  Rev.  William  Hockin,  M.  A.,  for  the  last 

thirty  years  Rector  of  St.  Endellion,  near  Wadebridge, 
in  Cornwall,  England,  was  recently  received  into  the 
Church.  As  in  the  instance  of  the  late  Mr.  Hawker, 
Mr.  Hockin  breathed  his  last  only  a  day  or  two  after 
he  had  given  in  his  adhesion  to  Catholicism. — R.  I.  P. 

Monsignor  Michael,  Metropolitan  of  Servia,  has 

issued  an  appeal  to  the  Christian  people  of  Europe, 
calling  upon  them  in  the  name  of  humanity  and 
Christianity,  to  speedily  assist  the  oppressed  and  un. 
fortunate  Bosnians  and  Herzegobinese,  especially  the 
aged  men  and  starving  women  and  children. 

The  Very  Rev.  Alexius  Edelbrook  was  conse- 
crated Abbot  of  the  Benedictine  Monastery  of  St 
Louis  of  the  Lake,  on  the  25th  of  October,  at  St. 
Cloud,  Minn.,  in  the  presence  of  three  Bishops,  thirty 
priests,  fifty  monks,  and  a  large  congregation  of 
people.  The  celebrant  was  Bishop  Seidenbush,  of 
Northern  Minnesota,  assisted  by  Bishop  Grace,  of  St. 
Paul,  and  Bishop  Krautbauer,  of  Green  Bay. 

Rt.  Rev.  Francis  Mora,  D.  D.,  Coadjutor-Bishop 

of  Los  Angeles,  solemnly  blessed  a  chapel  at  Apto, 
under  the  patronage  of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel,  on 
the  17th  ult.  A  lovely  statue  of  Our  Lady  was  made 
in  Barcelona  for  this  chapel.  The  Chapel  of  Our  Lady 
is  situated  on  a  hill  near  the  Bay  of  Monterey,  and, 
having  some  resemblance  to  Mount  Carmel,  is  very 
appropriately  named;  it  will,  besides,  serve  as  a 
memento  of  the  Mission  of  Carmelo,  now  in  ruins, 
at  the  other  side  of  Monterey. 
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On  the  7th  of  October,  His  Holiness  gave  audi- 
ence to  Gen.  Agar,  the  special  Envoy  of  the  Shah  of 
Persia.  The  General,  who  was  received  in  the  throne- 
room,  with  all  the  honors  paid  to  an  Ambassador,  pre- 
sented the  Pope  with  an  autograph  letter  from  the 
Shah,  thanking  His  Holiness  for  his  letter  and  pres- 
ents, and  informing  him  that  orders  have  been  issued 
to  all  the  authorities  throughout  Persia  that  Roman 
Catholics  are  to  be  protected  and  respected  in  the  ex- 
ercise of  their  religion.  His  Holiness  expressed  his 
thanks  to  the  General  for  all  the  good  news  of  which 
he  was  the  bearer.  Next  day  he  was  present  with  one 
of  his  suite,  both  being  Catholics,  at  a  Mass  celebrated 
by  the  Pope.  They  afterwards  received  Holy  Com- 
munion from  the  hands  of  His  Holiness. 

The  conservative  Protestants  of  Prussia  have  a 

journal  called  HeicJisbote,  which,  some  days  ago,  dis- 
cussing the  probable  effects  of  the  politico-ecclesias- 
tical war  in  the  German  Empire,  made  use  of  the 
following  noteworthy  remarks:  "The  struggle  be- 
tween the  Church  and  the  State  weakens  much  more 
the  Protestant  than  the  Catholic  Church.  The  domi- 
nation of  the  faithless  people,  a  domination  ever  more 
strengthened  by  the  internal  legislation  of  the  State, 
menaces  the  Protestant  Church  with  complete  disso- 
lution. If,  one  day,  this  internal  malady  should  reach 
its  highest  point  and  cause  a  violent  catastrophe, 
thanks  to  this  policy,  it  might  happen  that  the  State 
would'have  no  other  means  of  saving  the  social  order 
than  by  throwing  itself  into  the  arms  of  the  Roman 
Church,  which  by  its  marvellous  organization  is  ca- 
pable of  resisting  all  tempests,  and  which  would 
make  it  pay  for  the  succor  which  she  would  afford 
it." 

The  London  Telegraph  of  a  recent  date  has 

the  following: — "The  leases  of  the  greater  part  of 
the  property  on  the  east  side  of  High  street,  Shore- 
ditch,  having  recently  lapsed,  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
shops  between  Bethnal-Green  road  and  the  parish 
church  are  about  to  be  demolished  for  the  purpose  of 
rebuilding,  and  on  Saturday,  while  the  workmen  were 
engaged  in  excavating  the  foundation  of  the  shop 
known  as  the  Bonnet  Box,  an  immense  chest,  6  feet 
long,  3%  feet  wide,  and  3  feet  deep,  was  discovered 
buried  at  a  considerable  depth  from  the  surface,  in  that 
part  which  has  not  hitherto  been  built  upon.  Great 
difficulty  was  experienced  in  getting  it  to  the  surface, 
the  weight  being  very  great.  On  opening  it,  it  was 
found  to  contain  a  large  quantity  of  church  plate,  con- 
sisting, among  other  things,  of  a  ciborium,  two  silver 
pyxes,  an  antique  chalice,  an  elaborately  chased 
lamp  of  great  size,  and  a  number  of  articles  the  actual 
uses  of  which  have  not  as  yet  been  ascertained.  Near 
this  spot,  in  pre-Reformation  times,  stood  a  convent, 
and  it  is  known  that  on  the  dissolution  of  the  monas- 
teries many  objects  of  art  which  decorated  the  church 
disappeared  and  were  never  accounted  for.  A  local 
antiquary,  who  examined  these  articles  on  Saturday, 
states  that  in  the  middle  of  the  last  century  other  treas- 
ure was  found  near  here,  amongst  it  a  quantity  of 
stained  glass. 

The  Lawrence  (Mass.)  American  of  the  15th  inst. 


says: — "It  is  not  often,  unfortunately,  that  Protes- 
tants are  willing  to  make  as  many  personal  sacrifices 
for  their  faith  as  the  Catholics  are  always  ready  to 
make  for  theirs.  That  is  one  reason  why  Catholicism 
has  so  firmly  held  its  ground  through  many  centuries. 
The  only  firmly  established  charitable  institution  in 
this  city  supported  by  voluntary  agencies  is  the 
Orphan  Asylum,  and  where  does  the  money  for  it 
come  from?  Largely  out  of  the  pockets  of  poor  Irish 
servants  and  workmen,  some  of  the  latter  of  whom,  it 
will  be  remembered,  at  the  Orphan  Asylum  Fair  gave 
as  much  as  a  month's  wages  to  this  one  special  ob- 
ject. On  Monday,  there  was  a  parade  of  Irish  Catho- 
lic temperance  societies  in  this  city — an  imposing 
demonstration  in  all  respects.  It  represented  the 
moral  suasion  idea  of  temperance  rather  than  the  no- 
tion, which  is  almost  exclusively  a  Protestant  one,  of 
the  effectiveness  of  law  in  making  men  temperate. 
The  sacrifice  to  the  participants  in  Monday's  parade, 
in  respect  to  loss  of  time  and -day's  wages,  was  consid- 
erable. How  often  have  we  found  Protestant  advo- 
cates of  prohibition,  or  that  greater  number  of  them 
who  are  believers  in  kindlier  influences  than  those  of 
law,  ready  to  make  the  same  sacrifices  in  proportion 
to  their  means?  We  do  not  refer  to  this  incident  to 
invite  discussion,  but  in  the  hope  that  examples  of 
the  kind  which  was  afforded  yesterday  may  lead  those 
of  other  religious  faiths  to  stand  by  opinions,  and  as- 
sist in  furthering  them  to  the  extent  of  making  sacri- 
fices of  money  and  time.  That  kind  of  devotion  to 
opinions,  whether  upon  religion  or  temperance,  has 
always  been  a  marked  characteristic  of  the  Catholics; 
and,  say  what  you  will  about  other  matters,  it  is  a 
trait  which  does  them  no  little  honor." 

Marshal  MacMahon  invested  Cardinal  Brossais 

Saint-Marc,  Archbishop  of  Rennes,  with  the  Cardinal's 
beretta,  in  the  chapel  of  the  Elysee,  on  the  10th  inst. 
At  half-past  10  the  President  received  Monsignor  Tali- 
ani,  the  Papal  Ablegate,  and  Count  Folicaldi,  of  the 
Noble  Guard,  who  brought  the  beretta.  Monsignor 
Taliani  addressed  a  Latin  allocution  to  Marshal  Mac- 
Mahon. The  Ablegate  concluded  by  wishing  every 
prosperity  to  France,  and  to  the  Marshal,  who  compli- 
mented him  on  having  been  chosen  for  the  mission. 
The  Marshal  and  his  household,  the  new  Cardinal,  the 
Papal  Nuncio  and  Delegate,  and  the  Ministers  present, 
then  went  to  the  chapel,  where  low  Mass  was  said  by 
the  Curd  of  the  Madeleine.  The  Ablegate,  after  read- 
ing his  Brief,  gave  the  beretta  to  the  Marshal,  who 
placed  it  upon  the  Archbishop's  head.  After  the  cere- 
mony was  ended,  the  new  Cardinal  addressed  the  Mar- 
shal and  thanked  him  for  presiding  at  the  investiture, 
a  fact  which,  he  said,  testified  to  the  good  relation  ex- 
isting between  the  Pope  and  France.  The  Archbishop 
said:  "This  spectacle  consoles  the  heart  of  a  Bishop 
for  the  sadness  which  strikes  him  at  the  sight  of  i he  suf- 
ferings of  his  well-beloved  chief  by  the  thought  that 
we  have  in  our  dear  France  the  happiness  of  enjoying 
religious  peace,  the  principal  guarantee  of  peace  for 
the  country  as  well  as  liberty  for  its  citizens.  ...  I 
know  that  by  honoring  me  with  this  high  dignity  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff  wished  above  all  to  give  to  the 
clergy  and  faithful  of  Brittany  a  striking  proof  of  his 
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paternal  tenderness  for  the  devotion  and  love  which 
his  Breton  children  have  always  shown  him.  I  know 
also  that  by  bringing1  me  to  the  notice  of  His  Holiness 
you  remembered,  Monsieur  le  President,  that  a  few 
mo7iths  back  you  visited  the  Catholic  Province  of 
Brittany,  and  that  it  showed  you  by  its  welcome,  so 
cordial  and  sympathetic,  how  much  Christian  prin- 
ciples give  security  to  public  order,  and  by  this  very 
reason  even  to  those  who  have  received  the  difficult 
mission  of  governing  peoples.  As  to  the  new  Cardi- 
nal, be  convinced  Monsieur  le  Marechal,  that  he 
will  constantly,  according  to  the  obligations  o  bis 
charge,  endeavor  to  maintain  the  spirit  of  peace  and 
agreement  which  ought  to  exist  in  the  relations  of 
Church  and  State.  I  pray  God,  Monsieur  le  Mare- 
chal, to  shower  His  most  abundant  blessings  not  only 
on  the  Head  of  the  State,  but  also  on  the  father  who 
by  his  private  virtues  knows  how  to  command  the 
respect  of  all."  The  Marshal  replied  as  follows:  "  Mon- 
signeurle  Cardinal,  I  attach  the  greatest  importance  to 
that  prerogative  which  has  allowed  me  to  invest  you 
with  the  insignia  of  the  high  dignity  which  has  been 
conferred  on  you.  I  see,  like  you,  in  the  decision  of 
His  Holiness,  a  fresh  testimony  of  the  good  relation 
which  exists  between  His  Holiness  and  my  Govern- 
ment. I  am  happy  at  having  been  able  to  contribute 
to  the  elevation  among  the  Princes  of  the  Church  of 
a  Prelate  who  has  shown  so  many  virtues  in  the  ac- 
complishment of  his  mission.  I  have  not  forgotten 
the  welcome  which  I  received  in  your  Diocese,  and 
I  know  with  what  affection  you  are  surrounded.  I 
thank  you  for  the  prayers  which  you  address  to 
Heaven  for  my  family  and  myself." 


New  Publications. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  are  subscribers 

to  Father  Weninger's  "Lives  of  the  Saints"  will 
be  glad  to  hear  that  Mr.  O'Shea  has  just  published 
the  fourth  part,  for  April.  It  is  uniform  with 
those  already  issued,  and  is  embellished  with  one 
of  Dore's  illustrations — Christ  Healing  the  Sick. 
This  series  of  Lives  should  be  in  the  possession 
of  every  Catholic  family.  The  parts  are  sold  for 
$1  each,  which  places  them  within  reach  of  every- 
one. 

LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  PAUL  SEIGXERET.    Translated 
from  the  French  by  N.  R.    New  York:  P.  O'Shea. 

This  is  a  very  interesting  biography  of  one  of 
the  martyrs  of  the  Commune  in  1871,  Paul  Seig- 
neret,  a  seminarist  of  St.  Sulpice.  To  seminarians 
this  volume  will  have  a  special  attraction,  and 
we  wish  that  a  copy  might  be  put  into  the  hands 
of  every  Catholic  young  man.  We  advise  our 
readers  to  purchase  a  copy  of  this  book  for  every 
young  man  of  their  acqaintance. 

The  contents  of  the  current  number  of  the 

Periodische  BUltter,  edited  by  Dr.  M.  J.  Scheeben, 
are  as  follows:  I,  An  Old  Rule  of  Faith,  III,  IV, 


(Conclusion);  II,  Church  and  State,  by  F.  Henry 
Geffcken;  III,  Modern  Culture;  IV,  Modern  Lit- 
erature and  Freemasonry;  V,  Old-Catholic  Tactics 
and  Practices.  This  periodical  does  honor  to  its 
learned  editor,  and  is  deservedly  popular  with  its 
subscribers. 


The  Late  Rev.  Sherwood  Healy. 

The  death  of  this  most  estimable  priest  was 
chronicled  last  week.  From  our  much-esteemed 
contemporary  the  Boston  Pilot  we  clip  the  follow- 
ing notice: 

"  In  the  death  of  the  Rev.  Sherwood  Healy,  the 
diocese  of  Boston  and  the  Catholic  Church  in  Am- 
erica have  suffered  an  appreciable  loss.  Words 
come  readily  from  the  lips,  but  slowly  from  the 
heart.  Remembering,  him  so  lately,  in  life  as  our 
dear  friend  and  ever  wise  adviser,  we  can  find  no 
words  to  express  our  feelings — we  know  not  which 
good  quality  to  remember  first.  Those  who  read 
the  report  following  will  see  that  no  formal  sermon 
was  preached  over  his  remains,  because  the  Bish- 
ops and  priests  who  knew  him  best  could  not  bear 
to  speak  while  his  coffin  lay  before  them.  The  few 
words  uttered  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of 
Boston  were  all  that  could  be  said ;  and  they  were 
touching  and  beautiful.  He  said  that  the  people 
of  St.  James'  parish,  who  had  only  known  Father 
Sherwood  a  short  time,  did  not  realize  their  loss; 
but  those  knew  it  who  had  known  him  long, 
Though  young,  he  had  attained  to  the  first  rank 
in  the  priesthood.  '  His  learning,  the  gentleness 
of  his  disposition,  the  sweetness  of  his  character, 
the  depth  of  his  piety,'  said  the  Archbishop, '  made 
him  one  of  the  priests  on  whom  we  could  always 
rely.'  Many  hearts  will  long  cherish  the  memory 
of  what  was  to  us  his  leading  characteristic — his 
guilelessness.  With  all  his  learning  and  experi- 
ence his  heart  was  as  pure  as  a  child's.  'It  was  our 
loss  as  well  as  yours,'  said  the  Archbishop ;  '  I  will 
say  nothing  of  his  family's — that  is  too  great  to 
touch.'  This  sympathy  is  better  than  words.  He 
was  stricken  down  on  duty,  as  a  priest  should  be ; 
and  he  knew  that  the  attack  was  mortal.  When 
his  friends  expressed  nope  of  his  recovery  he 
would  not  listen.  '  He  said  to  me,'  said  the  Arch- 
bishop,' They  think  I  can  recover,  but  it  is  not 
so ;  only  let  them  pray  for  me.'  He  had  truly  seen 
the  first  light  of  heaven,  and  he  would  not  let  his 
eyes  turn  back  to  the  light  of  earth. 

"Fr.  Sherwood  Healy  was  born  near  Macon, 
Ga.,  Jan.  24,  1836,  and  was  the  younger  brother  of 
the  Rt.  Rev.  James  A.  Healy,  now  Bishop  of  Port- 
land, and  the  Rev.  Patrick  F.  Healy,  S.  J.,  Presi- 
dent of  Georgetown  College,  D.  C.  In  1844, 
Father  Sherwood  went  to  the  College  of  the  Holy 
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Cross,  which  was  his  first  and  only  school,  and 
which  had  been  founded  in  the  previous  year  by 
the  Kt.  Rev.  Bishop  Fenwick,  of  Boston,  under 
•  the  presidency  of  the  Eev.  T.  F.  Mullady,  S.  J. 
Having  taken  high  honors  in  his  classes  at  Wor- 
cester, he  subsequently  went  to  Montreal,  where 
he  studied  in  the  Sulpician  Seminary.  In  1853 
he  sailed  for  Europe,  studying  four  years  at  the 
Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice  in  Paris,  and  three  at  the 
Seminary  of  Appolonio.  While  in  Rome  he  re- 
ceived with  great  honors  the  titles  of  Doctor  of 
Divinity  and  Doctor  of  Canon  Law,  and  also  won 
the  admiration  of  the  distinguished  Jesuit,  Fr- 
Perone.  He  was  ordained  in  Paris,  Dec.  8,  1858. 
Upon  his  return  to  the  United  States,  having 
spent  a  few  years  in  Italy  after  his  ordination,  he 
became  Vice-President  of  the  Seminary  at  Troy, 
N.  Y.,  where  he  was  held  in  the  highest  esteem 
by  Cardinal  McCloskey,  then  Bishop  of  Albany, 
and  by  all  the  dignitaries  to  whom  he  became 
known,  for  his  varied  learning,  his  thorough  ac- 
quaintance with  the  liturgy  and  rites  of  the 
Church,  his  great  success  as  a  teacher,  and  his 
fine  accomplishments  in  languages  and  religious 
music.  While  here  he  composed  a  "  Manual  of 
Plain  Chant,"  which  has  proved  very  useful. 
Under  his  tuition  many  young  clergymen  were 
sent  forth  to  labor  in  the  mission  in  various  parts 
of  the  country,  and  still  bear  testimony  to  his 
faithful  work  by  their  zeal  for  religion  and  their 
loving  remembrance  of  Father  Sherwood. 

"His  arduous  labors  at  Troy  affecting  his 
rather  delicate  health,  he  was  compelled  to  resign, 
and  come  to  Boston,  where  he  was  first  appointed 
Chaplain  of  the  House  of  the  Angel  Guardian,  in 
Boston  Highlands.  At  the  same  time  he  frequently 
gave  other  institutions  and  parishes  the  benefit  of 
his  attention  and  effort.  He  was  appointed  Chan- 
cellor during  the  absence  in  Europe  of  his  brother, 
the  Rt.  Rev.  James  A.  Healy,  who  had  filled  that 
position.  He  acted  as  Theologian  at  the  Plenary 
Council  of  Baltimore  in  1869,  and  at  the  Ecumen- 
ical Council  in  Rome  iu  1870,  where  he  accom- 
panied the  present  Archbishop  of  Boston.  Shortly 
after  he  was  appointed  rector  of  the  Cathedral  of 
the  Holy  Cross,  the  responsible  care  of  which  he 
retained  up  to  within  a  few  months.  During  his 
administration  of  that  parish  he  directed  the  fairs 
and  other  projects  in  connection  with  the  new 
Cathedral,  acted  as  President  of  the  Boston  Catho- 
lic Choral  Union  during  five  years  of  its  existence, 
as  Spiritual  Director  of  the  Catholic  Union  of  Bos- 
ton, and  t)f  the  Particular  Conference  of  St.  Vincent 
de  Paul,  besides  giving  his  fostering  and  efficient 
aid  to  all  good  works. 

"On  the  vacancy  in  the  parish  of  St.  James  by 
the  appointment  of  its  pastor  as  Bishop  of  Port- 


land, Father  Sherwood  was  placed  in  charge  of 
that  parish ;  and  the  new  Church  of  St.  James, 
which  we  think  has  the  most  beautiful  interior  in 
the  country,  was  finished  and  dedicated  under  his 
direction.  A  short  time  previous  to  the  dedica- 
tion, his  health  had  given  symptoms  of  declining, 
a  result  which  was  doubtless  precipitated  by  his 
arduous  labors  in  connection  with  the  great  Cathe- 
dral Fair,  the  conferring  of  the  Pallium  on  the 
Archbishop  of  Boston,  and  the  St.  James'  Church 
Fair  and  dedication,  all  coming  in  quick  succes- 
sion, and  exacting  an  unusual  share  of  his  anxiety 
and  effort. 

"A  little  more  than  a  month  ago  his  lungs  be- 
came affected,  and  he  was  obliged  to  cease  his 
pastoral  labors.  His  malady  growing  worse,  he 
was  conveyed  to  the  Carney  Hospital,  where  he  re- 
ceived everything  that  religion  and  the  most  de- 
voted sympathy  could  do  for  him,  but  died  at  9.30 
a.  m.,  on  Thursday,  October  21.  The  news  of  his 
death  was  received  with  universal  sorrow  through- 
out the  diocese,  and  wherever  Father  Healy  was 
known."  .  It  is  needless  to  add  that  the  funeral  of 
one  so  much  beloved  and  respected  was  largely 
attended  by  all  classes  of  persons. 

Obituary. 

SISTER  PHILOMENA  (Barbara  Schmidt)  died  at 

the  St.  Joseph's  Asylum,  in  this  city,  on  the  21st  Octo- 
ber, 1875,  aged  forty-two  years.  She  entered  the  Con- 
gregation of  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  in  1849,  and  on  ac- 
count of  her  youthful  age  she  remained  postulant 
three  years,  during  which  she  resided  in  Baltimore 
and  Philadelphia.  She  received  the  white  veil  in  the 
former  city  in  October,  1852,  and  the  year  following 
she  made  her  profession.  From  Baltimore  she  returned 
to  Philadelphia,  where  she  taught  in  the  parochial 
school  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  until  1858,  at 
which  time  she  was  sent  to  New  Orleans,  where  she 
remained  until  her  death. — New  Orleans  Morning  Star. 

Died,  on  the  15th  ult.,  Feast  of  St.  Teresa,  at  St. 

Joseph's  Convent,  Chestnut  Hill,  MOTHER  ST.  JOHN 
(Furnier),  First  Superior-General  of  the  Order  of  St. 
Joseph  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Philadelphia,  in  the 
sixty-first  year  of  her  age.  The  good  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph  have  sustained  a  sad  and  irreparable  loss  in 
the  death  of  their  venerable  and  sainted  Superior. 
Mother  St.  John  had  been  nearly  forty  years  in  relig- 
ion, and  between  twenty  and  thirty  years  in  the  United 
States.  Her  life  was  one  of  arduous  piety  and  zealous 
devotion  "to  the  interests  of  religion,  and  was  full  of 
edifying  incidents.  As  gold  is  tried  in  the  fire,  so  are 
the  virtues  of  the  just  by  affliction.  And  this  holy 
religious  was  no  exception  to  this  general  rule.  For 
twelve  years  she  suffered  the  most  excruciating  tor- 
ture from  a  painful  illness  contracted  in  the  West, 
which  baffled  all  the  skill  of  the  most  eminent  pliysi- 
cians.  Yet  during  this  time  her  active  and  intelligent 
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mind  was  not  idle.  In  addition  to  the  onerous  duties 
of  her  position  as  Superior  of  so  many  religious,  not 
to  mention  those  works  of  education  and  charity  al- 
ready alluded  to,  she  devoted  her  leisure  hours,  hours 
of  patient  suffering,  to  the  compiling  and  translating 
from  her  native  French  those  volumes  of  piety  and 
Christian  heroism  which  now  adorn  the  shelves  of  our 
Catholic  libraries.  At  length,  worn  out  and  exhausted 
in  the  service  of  her  Divine  Master,  and  fortified  by 
the  Sacraments  of  our  holy  religion,  she  calmly 
breathed  her  pure  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  heavenly 
Bridegroom,  on  the  Feast  of  her  patron,  St.  Teresa, 
surrounded  by  her  loved  and  disconsolate  children. 
"  Precious  in  the  sight  of  God  is  the  death  of  His 
saints."  The  funeral  took  place  at  Mount  St.  Joseph's, 
on  Tuesday  morning,  October  19th. — Catholic  Standard. 

Requiescant   in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM   THE   16TH  TO   THE  23RD   DAT  OF   OCTOBER,  1875. 

Ninety-one  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  register; 
thirty-six  new  members  have  been  admitted;  sixty- 
three  sick  persons  have  been  recommended  for  recov- 
ery of  health;  conversion  has  been  asked  for  twenty 
persons  and  six  families;  perseverance  for  three  fam- 
ilies; special  favors,  both  spiritual  and  temporal,  have 
been  solicited  for  thirty-two  individuals,  twelve  fam- 
ilies, eight  communities,  two  congregations,  and  two 
schools.  Several  persons  in  danger  of  losing  their 
faith  and  morals,  also  several  well-meaning  Protes- 
tants, some  of  them  wearing  already  a  medal  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  are  particularly  recom- 
mended. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

A  devout  religious  writes:  "I  must  tell  you  some 
more  of  the  doings  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  which 
Sister  M.  A.  often  told  me  to  write  to  you,  but  want 
of  time  and  the  ills  attendant  on  more  than  half  a 
century  spent  in  the  land  of  exile  have  hitherto  pre- 
vented me  from  keeping  my  promise  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  to  do  so.  Just  about  the  time  you  were  so  ill, 
last  spring,  I  was  enduring  much  uneasiness  on  ac- 
count of  a  soreness  over  the  heart,  as  if  the  whole 
region  were  a  tumor.  The  least  touch  caused  pain. 
After  bearing  it  for  about  two  weeks,  I  got  tired,  and 
one  Friday  morning,  as  I  was  dressing,  I  said: 
'Now,  my  Blessed  Mother,  you  know  very  well  that  I 
have  tried  in  every  way  to  extend  devotion  to  you. 
You  listen  to  the  call  of  others  all  over  the  world,  and 
so  often  you  disappoint  me,  and  do  not  do  what  I 
ask.  Now  I  want  you  to  cure  this  thing,  whatever  it 
may  be.  I  promise,  if  you  hear  me  this  time,  to  have 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  in  thanksgiving,  and  to 
have  it  published  in  the  AVE  MARIA.  But  I  want  no 
(jradual  cure ;  that  is  the  way  in  which  natural  cures 
are  made;  but  I  want  it  cured  now,  at  once,  before  I 
finish  dressing.'  Whilst  making  this  rather  bold  ad- 
dress, I  was  applying  the  water  of  Lourdes.  Though 
at  first  the  lightest  touch  of  my  fingers  caused  pain, 
by  the  time  when  this  and  a  little  more  grumbling 
was  finished  I  could  not  find  a  particle  of  soreness  or 


tenderness  anywhere  over  the  whole  surface,  even 
under  the  heaviest  pressure  of  my  hand.  Then  I  was 
frightened,  and  I  knelt  to  give  thanks  and  to  ask  par- 
don for  my  boldness.  During  the  course  of  the  day 
there  was  again  some  soreness  of  the  touch,  but  I 
was  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  cure  of  the  morning, 
and  I  felt  that  I  deserved  to  suffer  for  my  previous 
impatience.  That  however  was  the  last  of  it.  From 
that  time  to  this  I  have  felt  nothing  of  it.  I  have 
often  wished  to  keep  my  promise  of  relating  this  to 
you,  dear  Father,  and  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  do  so 
now.  A  few  nights  after  that  I  was  roused  from 
sleep  about  midnight  by  a  terrific  sound  which  I  rec- 
ognized instantly,  and  I  said  to  myself:  Whoever  that 
may  be,  it  is  a  case  of  apoplexy.  We  found  it  was  a 
young  Sister  working  in  a  terrible  apoplectic  fit.  I 
knew  it  well,  as  I  was  with  a  Sister  who  died  of  it 

eighteen    years   ago    in .    At    once,  and  with 

all  possible  faith,  I  brought  the  little  of  the  Lourdes 
water  that  I  had  left,  but  it  geemed  as  if  the  poor 
Sister  must  die  before  we  could  apply  the  water. 
At  length,  after  many  useless  efforts,  we  succeeded  in 
getting  a  few  drops  between  her  teeth.  Instantly  the 
long-lasting,  heavy  spasm  stopped.  She  opened  her 
eyes,  looked  around  smilingly  at  the  four  of  us  stand- 
ing around  her  bed,  and  asked:  'What  is  the  matter 
with  you  all?'  Then  we  kept  her  awake  for  a  while, 
until  she  seemed  as  well  as  ever,  when  we  allowed 
her  to  sleep  in  peace.  Next  morning  she  had  not  the 
slightest  knowledge  of  the  occurrence,  only  finding 
an  extra  pillow  under  her  head,  and  a  glass  on  her 
wash-stand,  which  she  had  not  left  there.  She  knew 
there  was  a  something,  and  she  begged  to  be  told 
what  it  was.  It  was  thought  advisable  not  to  tell  her; 
however,  if  I  were  in  her  place,  I  would  prefer  know- 
ing it.  Sister  M.  A.  wished  these  two  items  to  be 
placed  at  your  service,  which  we  are  the  more  willing 
to  do  as  you  do  not  publish  names.  Please  pray  for 
the  conversion  of  St.  Vincent's  poorest  child. 

"Sr.  M.  V.  J." 

Several  other  records  of  favors  obtained  have  also 
been  received  during  the  past  week,  but  their  publica- 
tion had  to  be  deferred  for  want  of  space. 
OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  members  of  the  Association  are 
requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased  persons: 
SISTER  M.  VICTORINE  SCHOULTZ,  of  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph,  South  St.  Louis,  who  died  on  the  19th  of  Oc- 
tober, in  the  forty-second  year  of  her  age  and  the 
twenty-fourth  of  her  religious  profession.  MR.  MI- 
CHAEL COLLINS,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  who  died  on  the 
8th  of  October,  aged  sixty-two  years,  fortified  and  con- 
soled by  the  Sacraments  of  our  Holy  Church.  Also 
several  others  whose  names  have  not  been  given. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


THE  goodness  of  God  kindles  the  fire  of  hell. 
The  lost  will  say,  O,  if  God  had  loved  us  less  we 
should  suffer  less:  Hell  would  be  endurable. 
But  to  have  been  so  much  loved !  What  anguish ! 
— Cure  of  Ars. 
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Katie's  Day;  Or  the  Good  Intention. 


BY  THE  AUTHOK  OP  "  TYBORNE,"  "  OUR  LADY'S  JAS- 
MINE,"  "  HOLIDAY  TALES,"   ETC.,  ETC. 

(CONTINUED.) 

He  looked  so  very  terrible  as  he  spoke,  and  his 
wife  so  frightened,  that  Katie  took  herself  off  at 
once,  and  had  nearly  reached  home,  so  fast  was 
she  going,  when  she  almost  ran  against  a  girl  she 
knew,  called  Louisa  Carroll.  Louisa  Carroll  was 
older  than  Katie,  but  not  half  so  good;  she  was 
idle  and  rude,  and  people  said  even  dishonest; 
but  she  was  a  neighbor  and  a  school-fellow,  so 
Katie  could  hardly  help  stopping  to  speak  to  her 
for  a  moment. 

"  You've  been  doing  the  door-step  at  those  Wal- 
laces'; did  they  pay  you?"  asked  Louisa,  who 
was  always  eager  to  know  other  people's  affairs. 

Katie  nodded,  and  would  have  gone  on,  but  Lou- 
isa caught  hold  of  her  shawl. 

"Don't  hurry;  I  want  to  talk  to  you  a  bit.  I 
used  to  go  there  myself  once,  but  mother  took  me 
away;  Mrs.  Wallace  was  such  an  awful  screw, 
there  was  no  bearing  her;  and  that  cook  was  at 
one  all  day." 

Louisa  did  not  tell  all  the  truth.  As  it  hap- 
pened, Mrs.  Wallace  told  her  not  to  come  any 
more,  because  she  was  found  picking  pieces  off 
the  dishes  as  they  stood  in  the  hall  ready  to  be  car- 
ried into  the  parlor.  Katie  answered,  not  perhaps 
as  prudently  as  she  might  have  done,  "  I  don't 
see  that  it's  such  a  bad  place,  after  all;  the  old 
gentleman  gave  me  fourpence  as  a  present  this 
very  morning.  Look  here,"  and  she  opened  her 
hand,  displaying  her  little  store  as  she  counted  it 
out  in  triumph, — "one,  two,  three, — why,  what  is 
this?"  she  exclaimed  suddenly,  "a  shilling,  and 
nothing  else,  sticking  between  two  halfpennies! 
What  ever  will  I  do?"  and  poor  Katie  stared 
about  her,  quite  bewildered. 

"A  whole  shilling,  and  all  to  yourself;  you're 
in  luck,  Katie!  "  cried  Louisa;  "  what  a  deal  one 
can  buy  with  a  shilling!  You'll  let  me  go  shares, 
I  know;  you  were  always  good-natured,  and  I'll 
let  you  off'  easy — half-a-dozen  bull's  eyes,  or  two 
pen'orth  of  taffey."  Something  in  Katie's  face 
checked  her  for  a  moment,  and  she  went  on  in  a 
bolder  tone :  "  But  if  you're  going  to  act  stingy  and 
keep  your  shilling  to  yourself,  I'll  be  up  to  you, 
and  tell  your  mother,  that  I  will ;  and  see  if  she 
don't  take  it  away  from  you!" 

Katie  hardly  listened ;    she  had  never    cared 


much  for  sweet  things,  but  she  would  dearly  have 
liked  to  have  spent  the  money  on  a  little  tea  for 
her  poor  sick  father;  but  she  knew  well  enough 
she  had  no  right  to  do  so.  She  held  the  shilling 
tight,  and  turned  round  to  face  the  cold  wind 
again,  as  she  whispered  her  Good  Intention  to 
herself— for,  poor  girl,  she  sorely  needed  its  help 
in  that  moment  of  temptation. 

Louisa  really  did  not  know  what  to  make  of 
Katie  at  all ;  perhaps  she  would  have  tried  her 
a  little  further,  but  just  then  she  saw  a  lady 
crossing  the  street  whom  she  had  no  particular 
wish  to  see.  It  was  Miss  Palmer,  who  taught  the 
Christian  Doctrine  on  Sunday  afternoons  to  a  class 
to  which  Louisa  had  formerly  belonged,  but  had 
deserted  for  months, — and,  as  you  will  readily 
believe,  the  naughty,  idle  girl  hurried  off  as  if 
she  had  all  the  business  in  London  on  her  hands, 
in  dread  of  the  chiding  she  so  richly  deserved. 

Katie  got  back  to  the  terrace  as  fast  as  possible. 
Cook  stared  as  she  opened  the  door  to  her,  and 
was  still  more  astounded  when  the  girl  made  her 
way  to  the  door  of  the  breakfast-parlor,  without  a 
word.  Mr.  Wallace  was  finishing  his  paper  over 
the  breakfast-table,  where  the  cups  and  saucers 
still  stood ;  his  wife  was  writing  near  the  window, 
and  the  children  play  ing  about  the  room.  "Please, 
sir,"  stammered  Katie,  out  of  breath,  "here's  your 
shilling;  you  gave  it  me  in  a  mistake;  it  stuck 
between  two  halfpennies,  and  I  never  saw  it  till 
I  counted  them  over  in  the  street." 

Mr.  Wallace  did  not  understand  at  first;  but 
when  he  did,  he  certainly  looked  rather  pleased. 
It  is  always  a  very  nice  thing  to  get  back  a  shil- 
ling, even  if  one  has  not  found  out  one  has  lost  it; 
so  he  said  very  kindly :  "  Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  give  it 
me:  I  see  it  must  have  rubbed  against  one  of  my 
gum-lozenges,  and  so  stuck  to  the  halfpenny. 
Quite  right  !  quite  right!  you're  an  honest  child. 
I  say,  where  do  you  go  to  school  ? " 

"  I  don't  go  to  school  at  all  now  on  workdays," 
said  Katie;  "but  on  Sunday  afternoons  I  go  to 
the  Convent;  I'm  in  St.  Joseph's  Class,  sir,  and 
have  got  the  medal,  and  a  whole  pile  of  tickets." 

"St.  Joseph's!  the  Convent!"  Mr.  Wallace 
cried  out.  "What!  you  don't  mean  to  say  you're 
a  Roman  Catholic,  little  girl  ?  Emma,  my  dear, 
do  you  hear  that!  " 

Mrs.  Wallace  started,  and  shivered;  then,  shak- 
ing her  head,  said  in  a  sorrowful  voice:  "I  did 
know  Mrs.  Byrne  was  unfortunately  an  Irishwo- 
man, but  I  never  fancied  she  could  be  a  Roman 
Catholic:  she  did  seem  an  honest,  respectable 
sort  of  woman ;  but  one  gets  so  sadly  deceived  in 
people." 

Then  the  little  Miss  Wallaces  looked  up  from 
their  game,  and  fixed  their  eyes  on  Katie  till  she 
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grew  hot  all  over,  and  they  said  one  to  the  other : 
"Roman  Catholic!  Roman  Catholic!  oh,  how 
dreadful!"  just  as  you  or  I  should  shudder  at 
the  mention  of  a  wild  lion  or  a  bloodthirsty  tiger. 
Then  Mrs.  Wallace  went  on,  in  a  very  grave  voice: 
"  I  am  sorry  for  this;  truly  sorry!  I  had  just  made 
up  my  mind  to  reward  your  good  conduct  by 
speaking  to  Mrs.  Carter,  our  clergyman's  wife, 
about  you,  and  asking  her  to  get  you  into  her 
Blue  School,  where  the  girls  have  two  dark  me- 
rino frocks  given  them  every  year,  a  pair  of  stout 
boots,  and  are,  besides,  fully  instructed  in  the 
truths  of  the  Gospel." 

Katie  wondered  just  for  a  minute  which  Gos- 
pel it  was  that  these  little  blue  girls  learned  so 
thoroughly,  for  she  knew  there  were  four;  but 
Mrs.  Wallace  continued: 

"Mrs.  Smith  could  have  helped  your  mother 
besides,  by  putting  her  on  her  Clothing-Club 
List,  or  the  Coal  and-Blanket  Fund,  or  her  Dorcas 
Charity;  but  now,  of  course,  I  can  do  nothing; 
I  should  not  think  it  right," 

Katie,  seeing  that  Mrs.  Wallace  had  come  to  an 
end,  and  that  she  expected  her  to  make  some 
answer,  forgot  both  her  stops  and  her  grammar, 
and  blundered  out,  in  a  choking  sort  of  voice : 
"I  didn't  bring  back  the  shilling  for  no  reward 
ma'am,"  and  once  more  whispering  her  Good 
Intention  to  herself,  "  My  Jesus,  I  did  it  for  the 
love  of  You,"  got  out  of  the  room,  she  hardly 
knew  how. 

The  cook,  who  had  very  much  wanted  to  know 
what  Katie  had  come  back  about  in  such  a  hurry, 
had  been  standing  in  the  passage  all  the  time, 
and  heard  everything  that  passed.  She  was  al- 
always  a  red-faced  woman,  but  now  she  was  crim- 
son, and,  what  was  still  more  strange,  her  eyes 
were  full  of  tears.  She  followed  Katie  into  the 
hall  and  slipped  a  battered  collection  of  half- 
pence into  her  hand.  Katie  opened  her  eyes  in 
wonder.  "  Take  it,  take  it,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Cook  in  a  low  voice ;  "  and  don't  thank  me ;  you're 
a  good  girl,  and  will  make  it  up  to  me  in  prayers, 
I  know.  You'll  say  a  'Hail  Mary'  every  day — 
won't  you, — for  a  poor  creature  that's  forgotten 
Almighty  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  these 
dozen  years, — living  with  Protestants,  and  loving 
their  money  better  than  the  faith  ?"  She  stopped 
suddenly,  for  she  heard  steps  coming  out  of  the 
dining-room,  and  signing  to  Katie  to  go  at  once, 
closed  the  front  door  after  her  with  a  bang. 

But  wonders  were  not  yet  come  to  an  end. 
Our  Katie  was  hardly  down  the  steps  when  she 
was  called  back  again,  and  by  no  less  a  person 
than  Mr.  Wallace  himself,  who  stood  as  large  as 
life  in  the  doorway,  his  little  bit  of  gray  kair  flut- 
tering in  the  wind,  paying  very  little  attention  to 


his  wife,  who  was  behind  him  and  trying  to  pull 
him  back  by  the  coat-tails. 

"Here,  little  girl!"  he  cried  out;  "here's  the 
shilling  back  again;  whether  you're  a  Roman 
Catholic,  a  Turk,  or  Jewess,  it  signifies  nothing; 
you're  an  honest  child,  and  deserve  a  reward." 
He  continued,  turning  round  to  Mrs.  Wallace: 
"  She  shall  have  the  shilling,  and  lay  it  out  as  she 
pleases;  and  that's  better  than  dressing  her  up 
like  one  of  the  guys  in  your  favorite  Blue  School, 
or  giving  her  a  handful  of  coals  that  won't  burn, 
and  a  mugful  of  soup  just  fit  for  the  pigs." 

Mrs.  Wallace  began  to  answer  as  quickly  and 
loudly  as  she  could.  Katie  could  not  make  out 
much  of  what  she  said ;  for  as  soon  as  she  had 
taken  the  shilling,  with  a  grateful  look  of  thanks 
at  Mr.  Wallace, — whom  she  for  the  first  time  began 
to  think  was  a  very  nice,  handsome  gentleman,  and 
resolved  to  say  a  "  Hail  Mary "  for  that  night, 
as  well  as  for  the  poor  cook — the  door  was 
slammed  to  again,  and  she  found  herself  alone 
upon  the  steps. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Beautiful  Lady. 

St.  John  of  the  Cross  began  very  early  to  enter- 
tain a  most  tender  devotion  towards  the  Mother  of 
God.  How  pleasing  this  was  to  Mary  she  attested 
by  a  miracle  which  showed  that  she  had  taken  him 
under  her  special  protection.  When  hardly  five 
years  of  age,  he  one  day  fell  into  a  deep  morass, 
where  he  sunk  down,  into  the  water;  twice  he  rose 
to  the  surface,  and  twice  fell  back  again,  when,  at- 
tracted by  the  cries  of  his  companions,  a  laborer  ar- 
rived on  the  spot,  and  stretching  out  to  him  a  long 
pole,  managed  to  bring  him  in  safety  to  the  bank. 
When  recovered,  he  related  with  charming  in- 
genuousness how  when  on  the  point  of  falling  back 
a  third  time  under  the  water,  a  beautiful  lady 
stretched  out  her  hand  to  him ;  but  he  being  afraid 
to  take  hold  of  it  on  account  of  the  mud  with  which 
his  own  was  covered,  she  seized  him  by  the  arm 
and  sustained  him  till  he  was  brought  to  land. 
But  his  powerful  Protectress  did  more  than  this, 
she  engraved  so  indelibly  upon  his  mind  the  re- 
membrance of  her  beauty,  that,  as  he  often  de- 
clared, time  could  never  efface  it. 


INDOLENCE  is  the  rust  of  wisdom  and  of  genius. 
— St.  Jerome. 

As  the  more  a  person  gazes  on  the  sun,  the  less 
can  he  see,  so  the  more  one  reasons  upon  the  mys- 
teries of  religion  the  less  faith  will  he  have.  In 
order  to  believe,  it  suffices  that  the  Church  speak. 
— St.  Vincent  of  Paul. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


fetWic    otwwl 


to  the 


of  tto 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  L,  48. 
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The  Month  of  the  Dead. 


Though  the  Church  in  her  sacred  liturgy  prays 
unceasingly  for  the  faithful  departed,  still  at  this 
season  she  would  have  us  remember  in  a  particu- 
lar manner  our  duty  to  the  dead.  Nature  has  again 
put  on  her  mourning  garb,  and  everything  is 
clothed  in  gloom.  Chill  winds  whistle  sadly 
through  the  leafless  trees;  the  birds  and  flowers, 
so  bright  and  beautiful,  are  gone.  Cold  gray 
clouds  are  spread  over  the  sky  like  a  mantle, 
and  the  earth  will  soon  be  enveloped  in  a 
shroud  of  saow.  Everything  speaks  of  death. 
Even  the  church  bells,  which  at  other  times  have 
a  joyous  tone,  now  seem  to  ring  with  a  melan- 
choly sound  in  harmony  with  nature. 

Autumn  is  a  season  suggestive  of  thoughts  the 
most  serious,  and  of  meditations  the  most  salutary. 
"We  cannot  look  up  without  being  reminded  of 
what  God  would  have  us  always  remember — our 
last  end.  Most  appropriately,  then,  has  the  Church 
set  aside  one  of  these  last  months  of  the  year  for 
the  remembrance  of  the  dead  She  does  so  for  our 
benefit  and  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  have  gone 
before  us,  who  have  stood  at  that  awful  tribunal  to 
give  an  account  of  their  lives  and  heard  the  sen- 
tence which  sooner  or  later  will  admit  them  into 
eternal  rest. 

You  have  no  need  to  be  reminded  of  those 
words  of  Christ,  that  nothing  defiled  shall  enter  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  and  that  the  wicked  shall  go  into 
everlasting  punishment.  While,  then,  we  should 
abhor  nothing  so  much  as  mortal  sin, — which 
makes  us  the  enemies  of  God,  and  subjects  us  to 
an  eternal  curse,  we  should  also  learn  to  dread 
even  venial  sin,  which  can  bar  for  a  time  the.  por- 
tal of  heaven. 

Many  passages  in  the  Old  and  New  Testaments 
prove  the  doctrine  of  Purgatory,  and  prescribe 
prayers  for  the  dead.  "It  is  therefore  a  holy  and 
wholesome  thought  to  pray  for  the  dead  that  they 


may  be  loosed  from  their  sins"  (2  Mach.,  xii); 
"  Restrain  not  grace  from  the  dead  (Ecclus.,  vii)." 
Speaking  of  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost,  our 
Blessed  Lord  says:  "It  shall  be  forgiven  neither 
in  this  world  nor  in  the  world  to  conie  "  (Matt., 
xii).  It  is  evident,  then,  that  there  are  some 
sins  which  are  remitted  in  the  next  world,  for  we 
read  "  that  some  shall  be  saved  yet  so  as  by  fire  " 
(1  Cor.,  iii). 

The  custom  of  praying  for  the  dead  comes  down 
to  us  from  the  earliest  ages  of  Christianity,  and 
has  always  been  cherished  and  defended  by  the 
Church.  Calvin  admits  that  this  practice  existed 
more  than  thirteen  hundred  years  before  his  time, 
and  the  impious  Luther  dared  not  at  first  attack  a 
doctrine  so  venerable.  Tertullian,  who  lived  in  the 
second  century,  declares  that  the  custom  of  offer- 
ing oblations  for  the  dead  on  the  anniversary  of 
their  departure  from  this  world  was  of  Apostol- 
ical tradition,  and  he  considered  it  a  solemn  duty 
thus  to  commemorate  the  faithful  departed.  St. 
Ephrem,  in  his  "Testament,"  thus  speaks:  "My 
brethren,  come  to  me  and  prepare  me  for  my  de- 
parture, for  my  strength  is  wholly  gone.  Accom- 
pany me  in  Psalms  and  in  your  prayers,  and 
constantly  make  oblations  for  me.  When  the 
thirtieth  day  shall  be  completed,  then  remember 
me ;  for  the  dead  are  helped  by  the  prayers  of  the 
living."  St.  Augustine  states  the  doctrine  and 
practice  of  the  Church  quite  as  explicitly  in  his 
grand  work,  "The  City  of  God  " ;  and  in  his  "Con- 
fessions" he  tells  us  that  his  mother,  St.  Monica, 
just  before  her  death,  charged  him,  wherever  he 
might  be,  "to  remember  her  at  the  Lord's  altar"; 
and  he  says  that  he  did  so,  and  continued  always 
to  pray  for  her. 

We  might  go  on  multiplying  quotations  from 
different  Fathers  of  the  Church,  but  it  would  only 
be  a  repetition  of  what  has  been  transcribed; 
suffice  it  to  say  that  their  testimony  is  unani- 
mous. 
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Of  all  our  practices  of  piety  there  is  none  more 
consoling  than  prayer  for  the  dead.  It  is  the  true 
solace  of  a  bereaved  heart  and  the  most  fitting 
tribute  of  affection  we  can  offer  to  the  dear  de- 
parted. Among  our  deceased  friends  and  relatives 
there  may  be  some  who  died  outside  the  one  True 
Fold,  and  others  whose  lives  were  not  conformable 
to  the  faith  they  professed;  we  may  tremble 
when  we  recall  certain  death-bed  scenes  which 
we  have  witnessed,  where  there  was  no  sign  of 
contrition,  no  indication  that  the  dying  soul, 
steeped  in  sin,  realized  that  it  would  soon  be  in  the 
presence  of  the  Infinite  Judge.  But  what  may 
not  have  taken  place  between  that  soul  and  God 
in  those  last  moments,  even  though  there  was  no 
appearance  of  consciousness!  We  may  be  sure 
that  God  forsaw  all  the  prayers  that  we  would 
offer  for  that  soul,  and  these  may  have  obtained 
for  the  dying  one  extraordinary  graces. 

Evidently  the  most  worthy  objects  of  charity 
are  those  who  are  in  greatest  distress  without 
being  able  to  help  themselves.  This  is  precisely 
the  case  with  the  souls  in  Purgatory;  their  time 
for  meriting  has  passed — they  can  no  longer  do 
anything  to  help  themselves;  they  are,  so  to 
speak,  at  our  mercy,  and  their  distress  is  greater 
than  we  can  imagine.  St.  Thomas  and  Venerable 
Bede  say  that  the  pains  of  Purgatory  are  greater  than 
what  the  martyrs  endured.  Let  us  hasten,  then,  to 
relieve  them  by  every  means  in  our  power.  "  Re- 
member them  that  are  in  bonds,  as  if  you  were 
bound  with  them  "  (Heb.,  xiii).  The  means  we 
have  are  manifold :  the  Holy  Sacrifice — the  most 
efficacious  of  all, — almsdeeds,  fasting,  prayers,  and 
the  innumerable  indulgences  attached  to  almost 
every  pious  act.  With  such  abundant  means, 
shall  we  refuse  to  succor  those  who  call  upon  us 
in  the  name  of  justice,  charity,  and  gratitude  to 
come  to  their  relief? 

Our  Blessed  Lord  will  reward  what  we  do  for 
the  suffering  souls  as  if  done  to  Himself:  "I 
was  in  prison,  and  you  visited  Me."  There  is 
no  one  who  has  his  salvation  truly  at  heart  who 
does  not  desire  to  satisfy  as  much  as  possible  for 
past  offences, — and  who  has  not  something  to  make 
atonement  for  ?  This  reparation  may  be  made  by 
helping  the  suffering  souls.  Is  it  not  a  charity  ? 
Yes,  and  charity  covereth  a  multitude  of  sins.  By 
helping  the  holy  souls  we  make  friends  and  inter- 
cessors for  ourselves  at  the  Throne  of  Justice ;  for 
can  we  doubt  that  those  who  have  been  released 
from  cruel  pains  by  our  suffrages  will  forget  us 
when  they  are  admitted  into  the  presence  of  God  ? 
Finally,  in  praying  for  the  dead  we  perform  a 
work  of  mercy  which  will  merit  for  us  an  eternal 
reward  from  Him  who  said:  '•'•Blessed  are  the 
merciful,  for  they  shall  obtain  mercy." 


(Written  for  the  ''Ave  Maria.") 

A  Prophecy.— Ireland  in  the  16th  Century. 


As  the  church-bells  rolled  forth  their  sonorous  Evan- 
gel 

Their  last  ere  the  Stranger  usurped  the  old  pile, 
I  heard,  'mid  their  clangor,  the  voice  of  an  Angel 

Give  words  to  that  music  which  rushed  o'er  the  Isle: 
"In  thousandfold  echoes,  thou  Land  unforsaken, 
''That  peal  shall  ring  back  from  the  heavenly  bourne: 
"0  hearts  that  are  broken,  O  hearts  that  are  breaking, 

"  Be  strong,  for  the  glories  gone  by  shall  return." 

ii. 

Thenceforth  in  the  wood,  and  the  tempests  that  din  it, 
In  the  thunder  of  mountains,  the  moan  of  the  shore, 
That  chime  I  can  hear,  and  the  clear  song  within  it, 

The  voice  of  that  Angel  who  sings  evermore: 
"The  Faith  shall  grow  vast  though  the  Faithful  grow 

fewer; 
"While  the  anguish  down-deepens  ascendeth  their 

Throne 

"Who  resist  the  ill  deed,  but  not  hate  the  ill-doer, 
"Who  forgive,  unpartaking,  all  sins  but  their  own." 

AUBREY  DE  VERB. 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

"Isaac  will  go  with  thee  to  assist  thy  search. 
Persons  of  the  lower  classes  know  each  other's 
habits,  and  he  will  ferret  out  places  of  conceal- 
ment thou  wouldst  never  dream  of.  Besides,  a 
corpse  is  poor  company," — the  Princess  called 
him  back  to  say,  while  a  perceptible  shadow 
passed  over  her  from  head  to  foot. 

Dimitri  was  not  so  simple  but  that  he  was 
aware  old  Isaac  would  accompany  him  on^his 
sad  errand  for  the  purpose  of  acting  the  spy  upon 
his  movements,  so  that  if  anything  should  be 
found  it  would  be  sure  to  be  delivered  into  his 
aunt's  hands,  or  so  reported  that  she  would  de- 
mand it.  But  he,  knowing  what  he  did,  readily 
acquiesced ;  for  although  Isaac  had,  in  a  superem- 
inent  degree,  the  faculty  of  bringing  hidden 
things  to  light,  and  had  always  been  employed  by 
his  mistress  for  such  service  when  occasion  re- 
quired, the  young  Count  felt  not  the  slightest  con- 
cern at  having  him  there  to-day,  sure  that  he 
would  discover  nothing  of  importance,  unless — 
and  suppose  he  should  ? — remove  the  boards  of 
the  floor  to  search  under  them.-  Dimitri's  heart 
gave  a  great  bound  that  nearly  choked  him;  then 
rose,  after,  the  savage  thought:  "  If  he  does,  and 
finds  my  treasure,  I  will  spring  upon  him  and 
kill  him." 
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The  boy's  soul  was  as  it  were  dormant  within 
him;  only  the  instincts  of  nature,  some  of  them 
noble  and  tender,  others  ferocious  and  revenge- 
ful, governed  his  life  at  present;  and  under  the 
influence  of  the  last,  he  would  be  as  likely  as  not, 
if  fully  roused,  to  commit  some  crime  now,  or  in 
the  future,  unless  these  wild-beast  instincts  should 
be  beaten  down  by  the  discipline  of  misfortune 
and  adversity,  and  the  avenues  to  his  higher  and 
nobler  life  be  left  open  to  the  inflowing  of  super- 
natural things,  which  alone  would  have  the  power 
to  bring  to  fruition  the  germs  of  repentance. 

When  Dimitri  and  old  Isaac  reached  the  hut, 
they  found  the  body  of  the  dead  woman  laid  de- 
cently upon  a  bier,  with  long  wax  candles  alight 
at  the  head  and  feet.  A  sheet  of  fine  linen  cov- 
ered it  entirely ;  and  when  the  boy,  moved  by  an 
inexpressible  longing  to  gaze  once  more  upon  the 
still,  white  face  beneath,  lifted  a  corner  of  it,  he 
saw  that  a  strange  peace  and  almost  youth  had 
settled  upon  it,  and  also  that  her  crucifix,  the 
symbol  of  the  faith  for  which  she  had  suffered, 
was  held  close  to  her  breast  in  her  clasped  hands. 
He  wondered  who  could  have  done  all  this? — he 
was  sure  that  no  servant  of  the  household,  no  de- 
pendant on  the  estate  would  have  so  cared  for  the 
remains  of  one  whom,  in  their  superstitious 
minds,  they  firmly  believed  was  a  witch,  and  he 
suspected  that  the  Latin  priest  Vieski  had  been 
there  again;  which  was  the  fact:  he  had  returned 
as  the  undertaker's  assistant,  and  brought  his 
niece,  who  kept  house  for  him,  to  perform  the 
last  earthly  offices  for  the  dead,  he  having  been 
informed  by  Fatiana,  *  before  she  died,  where  she 
kept  everything  in  readiness  for  her  burial.  The 
undertaker  was  himself — but  not  openly — a  Cath- 
olic Christian,  by  which  all  that  was  necessary  to 
be  done  was  rendered  easy. 

Dimitri  having  looked  his  fill,  drew  from  be- 
neath his  touloupe  a  beautiful  palm-branch, 
which  he  had  cut  from  one  of  the  vases  on  his 
way  out,  and  laid  it  reverently  beside  the  peace- 
ful sleeper.  Then  he  told  Isaac  to  begin  the  task 
for  which  he  had  come,  which  he  proceeded  to 
do  in  the  most  systematic  manner,  leaving  noth- 
ing unturned;  everything  was  inspected,  every 
cranny  explored;  every  bit  of  crockery,  every  box 
and  kettle  was  searched;  even  the  bed-coverings 
were  taken  off  singly  and  examined,  and  the 
mattress  ripped,  then  prodded  with  a  knife 
through  and  through.  The  young  Count  stood 
watching  every  movement,  even  directing  him 
here  or  there,  to  this  or  to  that  thing,  as  likely  to 
be  a  safe  place  of  concealment,  his  heart  swelling 


*  This  name  has  been,  by  mistake,  heretofore  printed 
Tatiana. 


with  indignant  wrath,  which  a  jealous  and  sore 
dread  kept  in  check  the  while.  But  nothing  was 
found  except  some  rusty  pieces  of  silver  and  cop- 
per money  which  Fatiana  had  hoarded,  so  many 
long  years  before  that  she  herself  had  quite  for- 
gotten their  existence ;  and  Dimitri,  although  he 
noted  the  old  steward's  greedy  look,  gathered 
them  together  and  dropped  them  into  his  cha- 
mois-skin purse,  determined  to  give  them  to  the 
priest  Vieski  to  use  as  he  saw  fit.  "This,"  he 
thought,  "  is  what  she  would  wish,  could  she  only 
make  it  known." 

Isaac  made  his  report  to  his  mistress,  who 
was  at  length  convinced  that  Fatiana  had  died 
with  her  secret  unspoken,  unwritten — "unless 
that  priest,— ah!  why  did  Dimitri  withhold  his 
name  and  residence  ? — unless  he  had  been  the  re- 
cipient of  it  in  her  dying  confession ;  but  she 
would  see  to  it;  she  would  have  him  hunted, — 
aye,  tortured  when  found ;  she  would  silence  him." 
These  were  the  musings  of  the  fierce  old  woman's 
despotic  mind,  which  tore  and  tormented  her  far 
more  than  anything  she  had  experienced  in  Fati- 
ana's  lifetime;  for  Fatiana's  word  was  to  be 
trusted,  and  she  had  never  broken  a  promise ;  but 

now ? 

Dimitri  saw  his  young  friends  just  for  a  moment 
when  they  returned  that  evening  full  of  wild  ex- 
hilaration from  their  reindeer  race,  and  excused 
his  absence  until  the  morrow.  Hurrying  back  to 
the  hut,  he  found  the  coffin  arrived,  and  the  body  al- 
ready deposited  therein,  and  he  saw  a  dark  cowled 
form  kneeling  in  the  shadow,  who  arose  when  he 
entered,  sprinkled  it  with  holy  water,  made  the  Sign 
of  the  Cross  above  the  silent  sleeper,  and  passed 
out  into  the  darkness  without  speaking.  The  men 
who  had  come  with  their  picks  and  shovels  to  dig 
the  grave  told  him  that  it  was  the  undertaker's 
assistant,  but  the  boy  knew  that  it  was  the  Latin 
priest,  Vieski.  He  told  the  men  to  leave  their  im- 
plements inside  the  hut,  and  ordered  the  stable- 
boy  who  had  conducted  them  thither  to  give  them 
lodgings  for  the  night  in  his  own  quarters.  "Re- 
turn early  in  the  morning,"  he  said ;  "  I  shall  be 
here,  and  then  you  can  do  quickly  that  which  you 
came  to  do." 

Then  at  last  he  was  left  alone,  with  no  compan- 
ion except  the  dead ;  and  he  sat  there  motionless, 
waching,  thinking,  and  full  of  expectation  of  the 
hour  which  would  reveal  the  mystery  he  hungered 
to  know.  But  he  must  be  wary ;  old  Isaac  or 
Michel,  his  aunt's  confidential  servants,  might 
have  an  eye  at  some  convenient  crevice  while  he 
worked ;  he  would  wait  until  after  midnight, 
when  the  cold  outside  would  be  toojt 
human  being  to  lurk  around;  ^ 

drew  the  coarse  checked  curtains/ 
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windows;  he  hung  a  large  quilt  over  the  door, 
that  covered  ever}-  crack  and  cranny  there  might 
be  in  its  frame.  This  done,  there  was  not  a  possi- 
bility of  an}-  eye  penetrating  the  interior  of  the  hut 
through  the  blank,  plastered  walls.  The  door  had 
been  rehung,  and  was  locked  and  barred.  The 
bedstead  remained  as  when  Fatiana  died.  Diini- 
tri  went  and  stood  beside  it  and  measured  its  di- 
mensions with  his  eyes;  then  he  touched  the  cen- 
tre of  it  with  his  finger.  "  Right  under  this  spot," 
he  said,  in  low  undertone;  "  and  now  that  the  mo- 
ment that  will  make  everything  plain  to  me  is  so 
near  at  hand,  a  terror,  a  dread  seizes  me."  He 
tried  the  boards  with  his  feet,  they  were  firm :  but 
one  of  them  creaked  slightly,  the  one  that  ran  un- 
der the  centre  of  the  bed.  He  looked  at  his  watch, 
it  was  half-past  eleven,  and  with  a  great  sigh  he 
threw  himself  upon  a  chair.  He  was  alone  with 
the  dead,  and  an  awesome  feeling  stole  around  his 
heart.  Suppose  that  cold  white  mystery  lying 
there — she  who  had  already  solved  the  problem  of 
Eternity — should  call  to  him  out  of  the  profound, 
echoless  silence !  Suppose  she  should  arise  and 
fix  her  awful  eyes  upon  him  while  he  sought  for 
what  she  had  bidden  him!  Dimitri  had  never 
seen  death  before;  it  was  only  life  that  he  knew 
and  loved;  this  thing,  this  pallid  husk  of  the 
grain — this  cold,  motionless,  voiceless  thing  was 
death,  and  his  soul  quailed  with  a  mysterious,  in- 
explicable dread.  He  heard  the  great  blood- 
hounds baying  from  their  kennels;  once  or  twice 
he  heard  footsteps  pattering  around  the  hut,  then 
the  sound  of  claws  scratching  against  the  door, 
then  low  defiant  growls.  It  was  only  a  stray  wolf 
or  two  that  had  straggled  out  of  the  depths  of  the 
forest  beyond  in  search  of  prey;  death  had  per- 
turbed the  still,  cold  atmosphere  by  its  presence, 
and  the  keen  fine  scent  of  the  beasts  detected  and 
tracked  it.  Prowling  round  and  round  the  hut, 
with  hungry  growls;  barking  with  rage  at  in- 
tervals on  finding  all  their  savage  efforts  to  enter 
unavailing;  dashing  up  the  rocks  against  which 
the  little  tenement  was  built,  leaping  upon  the 
roof;  trying  the  wide  chimney,  but  driven  back 
by  the  fierce  heat  that  rose  from  the  fire  below,  the 
wolves  at  length  trotted  away  in  search  of  other 
and  more  accessible  prey.  It  was  now  midnight. 
The  glow  from  the  stove,  and  the  pale  white  flicker 
of  the  funereal  tapers  cast. eerie  shadows  upon  the 
walls,  and  across  the  still,  shrouded,  pallid  form  of 
the  dead.  The  boy's  face  was  very  white;  its 
lines  fixed  and  rigid,  but  it  was  from  no  lack  of 
physical  courage;  his  deep  emotions,  and  the 
struggle  with  the  phantoms  conjured  up  by  his 
imagination — unaccustomed  foes,  against  which 
flesh  and  blood  vainly  contend — sent  the  blood 
back  to  his  heart  until  it  felt  as  if  an  iron  band 


was  tightening  around  it;  but  he  determined,  if  he 
should  even  die  in  the  attempt,  to  do  that  for 
which  alone  he  was  there.  He  lifted  the  light 
bedstead  away  from  the  spot  where  it  had  stood 
so  long  that  the  iron-bound  posts  had  left  their  rust 
upon  the  floor,  marks  which  made  it  more  easy  for 
him  to  find  the  central  place  he  sought.  Taking 
up  a  pick,  Dimitri  forced  it  into  a  crevice  be- 
tween two  boards,  leaned  upon  the  stout  handle, 
and  started  the  nails  that  secured  them ;  another 
wrench  loosened  the  one  he  intended  to  remove; 
another,  and  it  was  up.  For  fear  of  mistake,  he 
pried  the  other  from  its  fastenings,  and  then  push- 
ing them  aside  he  turned  the  flame  of  his  lantern 
full  upon  the  space  they  had  covered.  There  was 
nothing  there.  Nothing  except  the  brown  earth,  a 
few  chips  and  shavings  left  years  ago  by  the 
workmen  who  had  built  the  hut,  and  a  few  tufts 
of  dried  grass  and  some  withered  leaves;  and 
this  was  the  very  centre  of  where  the  bedstead  had 
stood. 

"Suppose  she  was  delirious,  and  I  shall,  after 
all,  never  know?"  he  cried, in  bitter  accents,  as  he 
stood  gazing  down  at  the  place.  "  Oh,  to  be  so 
deceived !  so  mocked !" 

He  was  about  turning  away,  when  his  eyes, 
grown  more  keen  to  distinguish  objects,  saw 
something  which  appeared  to  have  been  forgotten 
by  the  workmen  when  they  laid  the  flooring — a 
piece  of  small  rusty  iron  chain,  so  near  the  color 
of  the  brown  earth  upon  which  it  lay  that  it  had 
at  first  entirely  escaped  his  notice.  But  what  was 
a  bit  of  rusty  chain  to  him  ?  He  spurned  it  with 
his  foot,  with  a  vague  and  idle  sentiment  of  wrath 
that  seemed  to  give  expression  to  his  bitter  disap- 
pointment. But  the  chain  rebounded  and  fell 
across  his  foot.  He  kicked  it  off,  but  it  fell  coiled 
in  the  same  place ;  then  he  stooped  to  pick  it  up, 
that  he  might  throw  it  out  of  sight,  but  it  resisted 
him;  he  put  both  hands  to  it,  and  pulled  with  all 
the  strength  of  his  brawny  young  arms;  a  wild 
hope  filled  his  heart;  the  chain  was  buried  in  the 
very  spot  that  had  been  indicated  to  him ;  another 
strain  upon  it,  the  earth  upheaved,  crumbled,  and 
broke;  and,  pulling  more  gently  now,  he  discov- 
ered to  his  great  joy  that  the  chain  was  rivetted 
to  the  top  of  a  small  iron  casket  which  now  lay 
at  his  feet.  His  heart  pulsed  with  great  throbs; 
he  knelt  down,  and,  bowing  his  head,  pressed  his 
lips  upon  the  dust-covered  casket,  then  lifting  it 
up  reverently  he  pressed  it  to  his  oreast  and  went 
towards  the  table  that  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
coffin,  where  four  wax  candles  were  burning,  and 
laid  it  down,  to  be  near  her  who  had  guarded  it 
so  faithfully  for  him;  then  he  raised  the  napkin 
from  her  dead  face,  and  whether  it  was  the  white 
soft  flicker  of  the  candles,  or  his  own  imagiua- 
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tion,  it  seemed  to  smile  upon  him.  He  leaned 
over  and  kissed  the  hands  that  were  stiffened 
around  the  crucifix, — then,  by  some  impulse  he 
could  not  control,  he  reverently  kissed  the  trans- 
fixed feet  of  the  sacred  image  thereon. 

Having  thus  by  a  beautiful  impulse  expressed 
the  gratitude  that  filled  his  heart,  he  covered  up 
the  quiet  sleeper's  face  again  and  returned  to  his 
treasure;  sat  down,  turned  it  over,  and  around, 
but  saw  no  way  of  opening  it.  Where  was  the 
key?  Pondering  over  this  new  difficulty,  a  sud- 
den thought  struck  him.  He  remembered  having 
his  curiosity  once  excited  by  seeing  a  small, 
rough  iron  key  hanging  to  Fatiana's  rosary,  and 
he  had  often,  but  vainly,  besought  her  to  tell  him 
what  it  was;  she  had  always  evaded  his  questions, 
and  put  him  off.  But  Feodor — then  his  playmate 
— drew  him  aside  one  day  after  one  of  these  dis- 
cussions, and  after  making  him  promise  not  to 
tell  6n~him,  revealed  to  him  that  "  it  was  the  kejr 
of  the  castle  where  the  witches  danced  when  they 
met."  Speaking  louder  than  he  intended,  Fa- 
tiana,  who  had  followed  the  two  boys,  seeing 
mischief  in  Feeder's  eyes,  overheard  him,  and  he 
received  a  severe  rap  from  her  crutched  stick 
up~bn  his  brainless  head.  Dimitri  remembered 
all  this,  and  was  sure  that  the  mysterious  key 
belonged  to  this  treasure-trove.  But  where  was 
the  rosary?  He  searched  round,  and  presently 
saw  the  great  black  beads,  polished  by  constant 
use  and  many  tears  that  had  mingled  with  her 
prayers  as  she  dropped  the  " Aves"  and  "Paters" 
through  her  fingers,  hanging  over  the  head-post 
of  her  bedstead ;  there  it  was,  just  where  she  had 
hung  it  the  last  time  she  had  consoled  herself  by 
reciting  the  sacred  mysteries;  suspended  from  it 
was  the  same  old  brass  crucifix,  the  medal  of  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Succor,  and  one  of  St.  Joseph. 
It  was  the  work  of  an  instant  for  Dimitri  to  take 
the  rosary  into  his  hands, — nor  in  vain,  for,  sus- 
pended from  the  same  link  with  the  medal  of 
Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Succor,  and  half  con- 
cealed by  it,  was.  the  quaint,  rusty  key ;  but  sup- 
pose it  should  not  be  that  which  he  hoped  for? 
He  adjusted  it  to  the  key-hole  of  the  casket  with 
trembling  fingers:  it  turned  easily!  How  his 
heart  choked  him!  He  must  have  a  short  respite, 
for  how  knew  he  what  he  would  have  to  look  in 
the  face  when  that  lid  was  raised?  He  placed  it 
on  the  table  again,  and  returning  to  the  spot 
whence  he  had  exhumed  it,  he  trampled  down 
the  earth  so  that  no  trace  was  left  of  so  small  a 
thing  having  been  buried  there,  then  replaced  the 
boards,  nailing  them  down  with  a  heavy  iron 
implement  he  found,  that  the  grave-diggers  had 
left  along  with  their  picks  and  shovels  when  they 
went  away  that  night;  he  moved  the  bedstead 


back  where  it  had  always  stood,  and  by  the  time 
he  finished  his  blood  was  circulating  healthily 
once  more;  the  morbid  dread,  and  the  strange 
terrors  that  had  held  him  in  thrall  through  the 
trying  hours  just  fled  gave  place  to  a  glow  of 
hope ;  and  no  longer  dreading  life  or  death,  the 
present  or  the  uncertain  future,  he  felt  nerved  for 
the  task  before  him.  It  might  be  that  what  he 
would  find  would  reveal  crime,  dishonor,  or  some- 
thing that  would  blast  his  life;  but  whatever  it 
should  be,  he  would  no  longer  breathe  under  a 
stifling  cloud  of  mystery.  The  boy  would  have 
prayed,  had  he  known  how;  but  religion  had 
only  been  to  him  a  something  to  be  outwardly 
observed  because  the  imperial  decree  so  willed  it; 
it  was  part  of  the  machinery  of  state,  and  as  such 
he  had  respected  it  no  more  than  other  laws. 

Dimitri  opened,  the  casket.  The  trembling 
white  light  of  the  blessed  candles  shone  down 
upon  its  contents:  a  bundle  of  yellow  papers,  tied 
together  with  a  faded  ribbon;  a  miniature-case; 
an  old  morocco  pocket-book,  large,  frayed,  and 
showing  long  use,  which  Was  fastened  with  a 
steel  clasp;  and  underneath  these  a  number  of 
foreign  gold  coins  of  high  value.  The  papers, 
one  would  have  naturally  supposed,  would  have 
been  the  first  object  of  his  eager  inspection — but, 
strange  to  say ,  he  took  up  the  miniature-case, 
pressed  the  spring  that  closed  it,  and  when  it  flew 
open  he  beheld  a  mute,  pictured  face,  a  face  of 
rare  queenly  beauty,  that  smiled  out  upon  him — 
the  blue  eyes  seeming  to  look  into  his  with  a 
depth  of  tenderness  that  penetrated  his  heart  and 
thrilled  it  with  a  delicious  tremor.  Who  was  she? 
And  why  should  he  have  pressed  it  close  to  his 
heart  as  if  he  would  take  it  in  among  its  warmest 
pulses  ?  Why  the  tender  restfulness,  that  he  had 
never  felt  in  all  his  life  before,  which  seemed  to 
calm  and  hold  in  check  his  impetuous,  wilful 
nature  ? 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  Mediaeval  Legend, 

"  A  thousand  years  are  as  a  day." 

BY  MRS.  EMILY  B.  FORD. 

A  monk  at  eve  in  musings  sage 
Half  dreamed  above  his  missal's  page, 
Whose  pious  texts  and  well-conned  lore 
"Were  edged  all  round  about  with  store 
Of  dainty  margins,  sweet  and  fair, 
Of  birds  and  flowers  illumined  there. 
All  day  he  at  these  pictures  wrought, 
And  in  the  restful  twilight  sought 
To  make  some  lovely  image  shine 
Around  the  words  of  love  divine. 
A  verse  kept  ringing  in  his  ears : 
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"A  day  is  like  a  thousand  years"; 
"A  thousand  years  is  like  a  day 

In  God's  great  presence,"  it  did  say. 

What  doth  this  Wondrous  saying  mean? 

He  on  his  hand  his  head  did  lean, 

And,  gazing  on  the  carven  screen 

That  stood  the  chancel  aisles  between, 

He  entered  in  the  silent  choir 

And  knelt  and  prayed  with  strong  desire 

That  God  to  him  would  now  reveal 

What  this  strange  saying  held  in  seal. 

While  all  the  train  of  brothers  melt 

In  the  darkness.    There  he  lay, 

When  matins  sang  the  birth  of  day; 

But  after  matins  came  a  bird, 

A  little  bird,  whose  song  he  heard. 

Melodious,  singing  higher,  higher, 

Till  step  by  step  it  drew  him  out 

Into  the  wood  that  lay  about 

The  Priory's  brown,  mossy  height. 

It  sang  so  sweet,  that  with  delight 

He  listened  and  forgot  his  wish; 

Forgot  his  prayers,  his  book,  his  dish 

Of  lenten  herbs,  his  brothers  all, 

While  sweeter,  softer,  with  its  caM 

Melodious  sang  the  little  bird; 

Nor  could  the  rapt  monk  say  one  word, 

Till  suddenly  she  flew  away, 

And  left  him  all  alone  to  pray. 

Returning  from  the  lonely  wood, 
To  seek  his  loving  brotherhood, 
No  more  the  wonted  gate  he  found, 
He  stared  in  terror  all  around. 
Where  is  the  path  that  gently  wound 
About  the  lovely  garden-ground V 
Upon  his  startled  vision  falls 
But  lofty  arch  and  doorless  walls. 

Bewildered,  desolate,  distraught, 
He  entrance  to  the  convent  sought; 
But  as  he  entered,  all  was  strange,- 
Where'er  he  looked  he  noted  change: 
New  faces  strangely  met  his  view, 
New  abbot,  prior,  brothers  new; 
And  high-built  battlements  that  crown 
A  moat,  and  drawbridge  that  lets  down; 
And  frowning  warders  silent  glide 
Where  once  through  leaves  the  breezes  sighed. 
And  when  he  asked,  with  piteous  pain, 
For  all  his  ancient  comrade  train, 
"Why,  dreamer,  they're  no  longer  here, 
They  sleep  in  graves  for  many  a  year, 
The  dead  thou  seekest,  or  their  dust, 
Beneath  this  chapel — nay,  thou  must 
Not  let  thy  face  take  on  such  woe — 
They  died  three  hundred  years  ago: 
Their  gravestones  even  we  cannot  show. 
How  is  it  this  thou  dost  not  know? " 
The  monk  was  speechless.    Old  and  gray, 
He  turned  him  round  to  go  away 
From  his  dear  home;  when  lo!  he  heard 
In  mystic  whisper:  "If  a  bird 
With  slender  note  transport  thee  so 


That  seasons  come  and  seasons  go, 
And  centuries  vanish,  and  long  years 
Seem  moments;  when  thy  mortal  ears 
Hear  angel  music,  and  the  song 
Of  thousand  thousands  full  and  strong 
Worship  the  Lamb  upon  the  throne 
With  thrilling  voice  and  harp's  sweet  tone, 
While  golden  vials  till  the  airs 
With  odors  rich  of  saintly  prayers, 
While  through  the  dome  of  heaven  the  while 
God's  glory  shines  like  mother's  smile; 
While  all  these  raptures  strike  the  chord 
Of  worship  for  thy  Saviour  Lord, 
Then,  mortal  doubter,  thou  may'st  know 
Time  hath  no  limit  thou  canst  show 
But  in  some  mystery  of  light 
It  yet  may  vanish  out  of  sight. 
'A  day  is  as  a  thousand  years 
When  God  before  thy  sight  appears, 
A  thousand  years  is  but  a  day, 
Which  like  a  dream  doth  pass  away.'  " 
The  listening  monk  a  long  breath  drew, 
Upon  its  sigh  his  soul  outflow; 
No  more  he  lingered  here  on  earth, 
His  Saviour  granted  him  new  birth 
And  angel-life,  so  that  he  knew 
In  heaven  this  vision  cometh  true. 

— The  Independent. 


A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 

(No.  8.) 

BY  REV.  J.  ADAM. 

After  remaining  fifteen  daj's  at  San  Antonio, 
Father  Juniper  started  thence  with  the  inten- 
tion of  establishing  the  Mission  of  San  Luis 
Obispo;  but  for  want  of  assistance  he  had  to  re- 
linguish  this  attempt  for  the  present,  and  in  the 
meanwhile  employed  his  time  in  transferring  the 
Mission  from  the  harbor  of  Monterey  to  the  banks 
of  the  Carmelo.  He  himself  superintended  this 
work,  leaving  the  care  of  the  neophytes  to  Father 
Crespi. 

He  had  first  a  large  cross  raised,  which  he  blessed; 
then  a  small  hut  erected,  in  which  he  celebrated 
holy  Mass  while  the  work  on  the  church  was  going 
on.  The  first  thing  in  the  morning,  the  mission 
cross  was  devoutly  kissed,  then  the  soldiers  and 
workmen  sang  a  hymn — "  unalaba-do," — and  Mass 
was  celebrated  in  the  presence  of  all.  The  good 
father  remained  all  day  amongst  the  workmen, 
leaving  them  only  when  he  went  to  recite  his  Of- 
fice before  the  cross.  When  the  Indians  visited 
him,  which  they  frequently  did,  he  would  make 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross  upon  their  foreheads,  go  with 
them  to  venerate  the  large  cross,  then  give  them 
something  to  eat,  and  dismiss  them  with  a  present. 
The  new  Christians  came  to  him  even  from  Mon- 
terey. He  taught  them  to  salute  one  another  with 
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words  whose  equivalent  in  English  are,  "To 
love  God,"  and  this  practice  became  so  general 
that  even  the  pagans  made  use  of  it. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  year  (1771)  the  chapel 
was  completed;  and  Father  Serra,  calling  Father 
Crespi  to  his  assistance,  commenced  in  earnest  the 
work  of  converting  the  Indians,  remaining,  at  his 
post  the  whole  time,  except  when  compelled  to 
leave  for  the  establishment  of  new  Missions.  Be- 
fore his  death  there  were  1,014  persons  baptized 
at  this  place,  most  of  whom  had  received  the  re- 
generating waters  at  the  hand  of  Father  Serra 
himself.  While  tk-is  work  was  going  on  at  the 
Mission  of  Carmelo,  near  Monterey,  Fathers  Pedro 
Gamboa  and  Angelo  Somera,  accompanied  by  teii 
soldiers,  left  San  Diego  and  travelled  120  miles  to 
the  northward,  halting  at  the  Los  Temblores  River, 
where  they  intended  to  found  the  Mission  of  San 
Gabriel.  Here  a  great  multitude  of  savages,  under 
the  leadership  of  two  chiefs,  uttered  their  war-cry 
and  brandished  their  weapons,  evidently  prepar- 
ing for  an  attack,  when  the  religious  unfolded  be- 
fore their  astonished  gaze  a  banner  with  the  pic- 
ture of  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  painted  upon  it — 
which  the  Indians  no  sooner  saw  than  they 
dropped  theirs  bows  and  arrows,  and  the  two 
chiefs  approached  and  left  their  necklaces  as  a 
tribute  of  homage  at  the  feet  of  our  Blessed 
Mother.  The  Indians  then  called  all  those  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  from  different  points  around, 
to  come  and  see  the  much-admired  picture  of  our 
Blessed  Lady — and  men,  women  and  children 
thronged  around  it,  bringing  with  them  grain  and 
other  articles  of  food, — believing,  in  their  simple 
ignorance,  that  she  ate  as  people  in  life  did. 

Demonstrations  somewhat  similar  took  place  at 
San  Diego,  where  an  image  of  our  Lady  with  the 
Holy  Child  in  her  arms  was  exposed  for  public 
veneration,  and  to  which  the  women  ran,  showing 
their  paps  as  a  sign  of  their  willingness  and  anx- 
ious desire  to  nurse  the  lovely  Babe. 

The  hostile  feeling  of  the  Indians  having  been 
so  happily  changed,  the  work  on  the  Mission 
of  San  Gabriel  was  commenced,  and  they  were 
able  to  celebrate  their  first  Mass  in  the  Mission 
chapel  on  the  8th  of  September,  Feast  of  the  Na- 
tivity of  Our  Lady  (1771).  The  Mission  of  San 
Buenaventura  was  also  to  have  been  founded  about 
this  time,  but  the  plans  of  the  fathers  were  frus- 
trated by  the  imprudence  of  a  soldier  in  shooting 
an  Indian  chief.  The  military  commander  was 
therefore  obliged  to  leave  a  body  of  men  to  guard 
against  an  attack,  whilst  himself  and  the  others 
took  the  offender  to  Monterey.  In  the  meanwhile, 
the  fathers  destined  for  San  Gabriel  fell  sick,  and 
the  two  intended  for  San  Buenaventura  had  to 
take  their  place. 


Sometime  in  March,  1772,  the  military  com- 
mandant at  Monterey,  Peter  Fages,  in  company 
with  Father  Crespi,  set  out  by  water  to  explore 
the  Bay  of  San  Francisco  and  select  a  suit, 
able  place  to  erect  a  Mission.  While  there,  how- 
ever, news  was  brought  them  that  San  Diego  was 
in  need  of  provisions;  so  they  returned  without 
delay  and  despatched  the  necessary  supplies.  In 
a  letter  from  Monterey  to  Father  Palon,  Father 
Serra  said  that  at  this  time  they  depended  princi- 
pally upon  the  aid  given  them  by  the  unbaptized 
Indians,  who  brought  them  some  of  their  own 
grain;  this,  together  with  milk  and  vegetables, 
formed  their  chief  support.  And  it  would  seem 
that  even  of  these  they  had  not  enough,  for  Father 
Serra  writes:  "We  are  all  suffering  for  want  of 
provisions,  but  still  we  never  dream  of  abandon- 
ing our  post ;  for  souls  are  already  going  to  heaven 
from  Monterey,  San  Antonio,  and  San  Diego, 
where  the  pagans  are  being  baptized  and  Christian 
marriages  performed.  I  intend  going  down  to 
San  Diego:  if  you  could  come  up  from  your  place 
we  will  not  only  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
each  other  but  also  of  making  better  arrangements 
for  the  welfare  of  these  Missions  than  we  could  by 
letter." 

Father  Serra  left  Monterey  in  company  with 
Fages,  and  on  his  way  visited  the  Mission  of  San 
Antonio,  where  he  was  gladdened  by  the  sight  of 
so  many  Christians.  He  thence  took  with  him 
Father  Jose  Cavalier  for  the  new  Mission  of  San 
Louis  Obispo.  A  journey  of  twenty  leagues 
brought  them  to  the  Canon  of  Los  Osos,  where, 
bears  being  very  numerous,  they  had  some  killed 
to  satisfy  their  hunger.  Having  at  length  arrived 
at  the  place  where  the  Mission  of  San  Louis  Obispo 
now  stands,  they  erected  the  mission  cross,  and  on 
the  1st  ofSeptember,  1772,  Father  Serra  celebrated 
there  the  Holy  Mass  for  the  first  time,  under  a 
shelter  made  with  green  boughs. 

Two  years  ago  the  writer  of  these  sketches  had 
the  happiness  of  being  present  at  the  centenary 
of  the  Mission  of  San  Louis  Obispo,  which  was 
celebrated  with  due  ceremony  and  magnificence, 
several  priests  being  present  for  the  occasion. 
Father  Francis  Codina,  O.  S.  F.,  preached  a  ser- 
mon in  English  on  the  establishment  of  the  Mis- 
sions, I  following  him  next  day,  in  Spanish,  on 
the  same  subject.  You  may  imagine  with  what 
elation  of  heart  I  preached  on  that  occasion — 
calling  to  mind  that  this  was  the  identical  church 
built  under  Father  Serra's  direction  a  hundred 
years  before — that  the  tones  of  my  voice  now 
filled  the  same  space  that  his  did  a  hundred 
years  before,  as  I  endeavored  to  picture  in  vivid 
colors  to  the  minds  of  my  hearers  the  good  re- 
sulting to  the  country  from  the  establishment  of 
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these  Missions  and  the  great  loss  caused  by  their 
destruction.  I  placed  before  their  eyes  the 
gloomy — but  none  the  less  true — picture  of  the 
wretched  condition  of  the  poor  Indiana  of  Cali- 
fornia at  the  present  day;  I  showed  the  great  in- 
gratitude of  the  present  generation  of  white  peo- 
ple towards  the  poor  Indians — to  whoih,  as  I  said 
with  truth,  we  owed  all  our  present  possessions. 
The  church  in  which  wre  were  then  assembled  was 
the  work  of  their  hands;  the  bells  that  called  my 
hearers  to  Mass,  the  chalice  used  in  the  Holy 
Sacrifice,  these  were  purchased  with  the  pro- 
ceeds of  their  labor;  that  orchard  before  us,  with 
its  tall  fruit-trees — yonder  vineyard — both  were 
planted  by  their  hands.  I  concluded  by  lauding 
to  the  skies  the  saintly  sons  of  St.  Francis  who 
were  the  instruments  of  Heaven  in  regenerating 
and  making  happy  the  poor  Indians,  and  cover- 
ing with  merited  shame  and  opprobrium  the  sac- 
rilegious spoilers  of  these  sacred  Missions  and 
those  for  whom  they  were  erected. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  October  15, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — When  I  come  to  think  on  the 
matter  seriously,  I  conclude  that  Rome  was  never 
Felix — happy — but  when  she  was  Infelix—  unhappy. 
When  was  Rome  happier  than  when  the  two  Apostles 
went  forth  from  her  gates  to  die,  one  like  His  Master 
upon  a  cross,  erected  on  the  Janiculum,  the  other  by 
the  sword,  at  the  third  milestone  outside  the  city- 
walls?  To  commemorate  this  sad  event,  the  Church 
sings  in  an  ecstasy  of  holy  joy: 

O  Roma  felix,  qua?  duorum  Principum 

Es  consecrata  glorioso  sanguine! 

florum  cruore  purpurata,  caeteras 

Excellis  orbis  pulchritudines. 

O  happy  Rome!  Thou  who  art  consecrated  by  the 
glorious  blood  of  two  Princes !  Purpled  by  their  blood, 
thy  beauty  surpasses  all  those  of  earth.  Bear  in  mind, 
I  speak  of 

MYSTICAL  ROME,  CATHOLIC  ROME. 

Yet  in  the  estimation  of  Nero,  Rome  was  Infelix  on  the 
evening  of  the  29th  of  June,  A.  D.  69.  When  was 
Rome  happier  than  during  the  three  centuries  follow- 
ing, when  her  Pontiffs  were  slain,  one  after  the  other, 
when  the  Chair  of  Peter  became,  as  it  were,  an  imme- 
diate stepping-stone  from  earth  into  Eternity?  Yet 
the  Christians  of  those  days  were  termed  by  the  Pa- 
gans, Infelices,  their  Rome,  Infelix.  The  most  glorious 
tribute  that  could  be  paid  to  mystic  Rome  was,  that 

HER   FAITH  WAS  WORTH   DYING  FOR. 

And  now,  after  eighteen  centuries,  despite  the  progress 
of  civilization,  and  science,  and  general  intelligence, 
the  same  faith  is  worth  suffering  for,  as  is  evident  in 
the  Patriarch  of  the  Vatican.  Is  not  our  Rome  happy, 
though  styled  unhappy?  Tertullian  wrote,  long  cen- 


turies ago,  "  Sanguls  Martyrum,  semen  Christianorum" 
"The  blood  of  martyrs  is  the  seed  of  Christians."  Let 
me  word  the  same  sentiment  to  describe  the  condition 
of  the  Church  to-day:  Pcrsecutio  Christianorum,  con- 
firmatio  Jidelium— the  persecution  of  Christiana  is  the 
strength  of  the  faithful.  Listen,  Dissenter.  It  is  one 
of  the  prerogatives  of  truth  to  promote  persecution. 
The  more  important  the  truth,  the  more  bitter  the  per- 
secution. And  if  the  truth  be  divine,  hell  itself  is  un- 
chained to  wage  war  against  it.  As 

THE   TROTH   IS  ETERNAL, 

so  will  the  hatred  and  persecution  against  it  be  last- 
ing— not  eternal — but  as  lasting  as  time.  You  grant 
that  we  were  the  Church  in  the  beginning.  Why  not 
now?  We  suffer  for  the  same  truth,  so  we  must  be 
the  same.  Or,  we  were  the  Church  until  Luther  was 
born  ?  Then  who  suffered  for  truth  since  then  ?  Not 
you,  certainly,  for  all  went  well  with  you.  You  ac- 
knowledge that  we  suffered,  and  still  suffer?  Yes. 
Then  we  must  be  right,  even  on  that  score  alone,  for 
where  is  the  fanaticism  that  can  withstand  even  one 
century  of  persecution,  not  to  speak  of  three? 

FANATICISM  IS  HUMAN, 

and  yields  to  a  superior  human  power.  Yet  all  the 
human  powers  of  earth,  allied  with  the  powers  of  hell, 
have  been  pitted  against  us  since  your  Luther  went 
below,  and  still  we  cling  to  the  same  principles.  We 
must  have  the  same  faith.  Our  Pontiff  bewails  this 
persecution  of  the  Church,  not  because  she  will  per- 
ish, but  because  her  action  on  souls  is  hampered,  and 
the  Kingdom  of  God  upon  earth  is  retarded.  But) 
bless  you,  the  religious  movement  in  France  alone, 
and  the  universal  tendency  thence  towards  Rome, 
shows  that  the  spirit  of  God  is  at  work.  One  people 
rejects  Jesus  Christ,  and  spurns  His  Vicar;  another 
receives  Him.  Here  is  how  the  Pope  himself  ex- 
pressed it,  in  a  discourse  which  he  made  to  a  body  of 
Belgian  pilgrims  on  the  3d  inst:  "It  is  feared  by 
certain  Governments  that  the  people  will  become 
what  they  call  clericals,  and  hence  they  desire  that  no 
confidence  be  had  in  Jesus  Christ.  These  Govern- 
ments are  like  the  Gerasens,  they  imitate  their  man- 
ners. The  Gerasens,  seeing  that  divers  of  their  citi- 
zens were  liberated  from  the  infernal  spirits,  which, 
having  been  cast  forth,  asked  that  they  might  enter 
into  a  herd  of  swine,  and  then  drove  them  precipi- 
tously into  the  sea,  where  they  perished,  presented 
themselves  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  asked  Him  to  depart 
from  that  country.  Fearing  lest  the  rest  of  their 
beasts  would  perish  in  the  same  manner,  they  deter- 
mined to  banish  Jesus  Christ  rather  than  be  subject 
to  the  fear  of  losing  their  substances.  So  now,  too, 
the  friendship  of  freethinkers  is  preferred  to  the 
friendship  of  God,  and  the  life  of  a  good  Christian 
is  defined  as  religious  fanaticism.  But  if  these  be  the 
thoughts  of  those  who  are  at  the  head  of  the  revolu- 
tionary movement,  they  are  not  yours,  nor  those  of 
the  millions  of  Catholics  who,  with  one  accord,  seek 
the  glory  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  good  of  souls,  and  the 
liberty  of  the  Church.  Jesus  Christ,  after  leaving  the 
Gerasens,  crossed  the  lake  in  a  small  boat,  and  found 
on  the  opposite  shore  a  people  who  anxiously  awaited 
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Him,  and  listened  to  the  words  of  Eternal  Life 
•which  fell  from  His  lips,  and  admired  the  miracles 
wrought  by  His  omnipotent  arm.  Thus  it  comes  to 
pass  now.  Jesus  Christ  is  banished  by  modern  politi- 
cians, but  He  is  received  by  you,  and  by  all  those  who 
live  by  faith.  They — oh,  the  unfortunates!  shall  one 
day  seek  the  Redeemer,  and  shall  not  find  Him — 
Qaceretis  Me  et  non  invenielis,  et  in  peccaio  vestro  mori- 
emini'1 — 'You  shall  seek  Me,  and  shall  not  find  Me. 
You  shall  die  in  your  sin.'  But  you,  who  belong  to 
God,  because  you  hearken  to  Him,  you  shall  find 
God  in  every  necessity.  Remain  thus,  and  with  you, 
let  all  those  remain,  who  are  united  with  you  in  spirit. 
Sic  state  in  Domino,  carissimi — Thus  remain  in  the 
Lord,  dearly  beloved." 

In  the  beginning  of  the  same  discourses,  he  turns 
around  upon  his  persecutors,  and  in  the  name  of 
the  Church  asks  them,  as  Jesus  Christ  of  old  did 
the  vile  slave  who  slapped  Him,  "  Cur  me  cadis?" 
Why  strikest  thou  me?  Why,  in  certain  parts 
of  Europe  are  my  children,  just  because  they  are 
my  children,  that  is  children  of  the  truth,  exiled, 
fined,  and  condemned  to  the  squalor  of  the  pri- 
sons? Why  do  you  deprive  me  of  the  rights  which 
Jesus  Christ  has  given  me?— liberty  to  teach,  liberty 
to  choose  the  Levites  who  are  to  form  the  hierarchy. 
Why  do  you  hinder  the  Bishops  from  removing  and 
healing  the  stains  and  wounds  which  dishonor  the 
Sanctuary,  by  rendering  them  not  only  pqwerless  to 
punish,  but,  worse  still,  giving  money  and  honors  to 
those  who  merit  exemplary  chastisements?  Why 
here,  here  in  Rome,  in  the  centre  of  Catholicity,  do  you 
permit  the  free  exercise  of  every  false  religion,  why  do 
you  permit  teachers  of  error  to  disseminate  every  her- 
esy, and  then  torture  masters,  and  especially  Catholic 
mistresses,  by  insidious  examinations;  and,  constitut- 
ing yourselves  judges  in  matters  which  do  not  belong 
to  you,  you  judge  of  the  merits  of  the  examined  ac- 
cording to  your  own  caprice?  Why  do  you  profane  the 
festivals,  by  permitting,  and  sometimes  commanding, 
the  people  to  work,  in  open  contempt  of  the  ecclesias- 
tical law?  Cur  me  ccedisf — Why  strikest  thou  me? 
And  you,  you  who  govern  Italy, pretend  that  you  have 
the  dominion  of  the  ecclesiastical  benefices,  asserting 
that  you  have  inherited  it,  and  you  do  not  consider 
that  dominion  is  not  acquired  by  a  succession  of  this 
kind,  and  much  less  by  usurpations."  The  Holy 
Father  speaks  with  the  boldness  of  Paul  the  Apostle 
wheri  he  upbraided  the  Ephesians  with  their  idolatry 
and  impurities.  He  speaks  like  a  man  full  of  the  spirit 
of  God,  and  in  whom  the  spirit  of  natural  life  is  strong 
and  vigorous. 

THE  POPE 

never  was  in  better  health.  Who  but  a  man  in  the  full 
vigor  of  health  and  strength  could  give  receptions  as 
he  does  ?  On  Sunday,  the  10th,  to  six  hundred  pilgrims 
from  the  Diocese  of  Besancon  in  France,  and  then  on 
Tuesday,  the  12th,  to  another  band  of  pilgrims  from 
Nantes!  and  at  each  of  these  receptions  he  delivered  a 
stupendous  discourse  of  the  same  tenor  as  that  which 
I  have  cited. 

The  Pope  has  addressed  a  brief  of  approval  and  en- 
couragement to  the  members  of  the  Catholic  Congress 


at  Rheims.  Cardinal  McCloskey  left  Rome  on  Tues- 
day morning,  via  Pisa.  The  Very  Rev.  Rector  of 
the  American  College  accompanied  him  as  far  as 
Civita  Vecchia. 

The  Emperor  of  Prussia  has  at  last  consented  to 
come  to  Italy,  but  has  chosen  Milan  as  the  place  of 
meeting  Victor  Emmanuel.  Bismark  will  accompany 
him.  His  physicians  absolutely  forbid  the  Emperor  to 
go  farther  South.  There  is  a  Pope  in  Rome,  and  he  is 
a  sovereign,  let  them  think  as  they  will.  Why  did 
Francis  Joseph  stop  at  Venice,  if  not  in  deference  to 
the  old  man  at  the  Vatican  V  An  official  paper  in  Rome 
has  spoken  frankly  on  the  matter.  Not  the  physicians, 
but  regard  for  convenience,  counselled  the  Emperor  to 
stop  at  Milan.  He  will  arrive  on  the  18th. 

ARTHUR. 


A  Visit  to  St.  Michael's  Passionist  Monastery, 
Hoboken,  N.  J. 

[From  The  New  York  Sun.] 

Up  the  spiral  staircase  that  winds  to  the  top  of  the 
main  tower  of  St.  Michael's  Monastery,  on  the  heights 
of  West  Hoboken,  I  followed  a  barefoot  friar;  yes,  a 
veritable  sandal-shod,  calm-visaged,  mechanical-man- 
nered Italian  monk,  who  spoke  not  a  word  nor  made 
a  sign  as  he  went  up,  nor  paused  on  the  landings, 
nor  at  the  narrow  slits  of  windows  in  the  thick  walls 
of  the  tower.  And  so  I  had  ample  time  to  study  the 
details  of  his  singular,  mediaeval  costume.  His  feet 
and  legs  first  attracted  my  curious  gaze,  as  he  raised 
the  skirt  of  his  habit  in  his  ascent.  They  were  guilt- 
less of  either  stockings  or  trousers,  and,  instead  of 
shoes,  nothing  but  rude,  thick  leather  sandals,  fast- 
ening across  the  instep  and  around  the  ankle  with 
leather  straps,  protected  his  soles  from  contact  with 
the  iron  steps.  A  most  unmusical  clatter  of  these 
sandals  as  the  friar  walked  drew  my  attention,  in  fact, 
before  we  began  the  ascent  of  the  tower.  His  habit 
or  tunic  of  black  arbagio — the  heaviest  and  coarsest 
cloth  that  is  woven — fell  to  his  feet  in  ample  folds. 
Around  his  waist  was  a  black  leather  girdle,  from 
which  was  suspended  a  black  bead  rosary  and  cruci- 
fix. On  the  left  breast  of  the  habit  was  embroidered, 
in  white  thread,  a  strange  device— a  human  heart  sur- 
mounted by  a  cross,  and  on  the  heart  the  legend 
"Jesu  X.  Pi  Passio."  On  the  friar's  head  was  a  black 
beretta,  while  not  a  particle  of  linen  was  visible, 
either  around  his  throat  or  at  his  wrists. 

THE  TOWER  OF  THE  MONASTERY. 

Suddenly  we  emerged  into  the  glass-lighted  dome 
and  stepped  up  into  the  observatory.  The  passionless 
calm  of  the  friar's  face  was,  for  a  moment,  rippled  with 
a  smile  at  the  enthusiasm  which  I  could  not  restrain 
at  the  view  that  burst  upon  my  sight.  New  York, 
Brooklyn,  Jersey  City,  Hoboken,  Elizabeth,  and  New- 
ark, and  many  a  town  and  village  dotting  the  country 
for  miles  around,  were  spread  like  a  fair  map  below  us. 
Far  northward  the  Hudson  sparkled  like  a  band  of  sil- 
ver stretched  among  the  hills,  dwindling  to  a  mere 
thread  where  it  lost  itself  among  the  Highlands;  to 
the  south  the  bay  glittered  like  a  steel  mirror  in  the 
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noonday  sun,  -with  its  surface  dotted  here  and  there 
•with  vessels,  from  huge  ocean  steamers  to  little  fishing- 
smacks  and  coast  schooners,  which  seemed  immovable 
in  the  distance,  and  reduced  in  size  to  mere  specks. 
The  deep  sonorous  tones  of  distant  church  bells  floated 
on  the  air,  striking  the  ear  with  that  subdued  and 
mellow  tone  so  charming  and  peculiar  in  such  high 
altitudes.  Mingling  with  those  grand  and  solemn 
notes,  breathed  from  flutes  of  stone,  came  the  trem- 
bling melody  of  an  organ  voluntary  rising  from  the 
chapel  beneath. 

The  tower  in  which  we  stood  was  a  part  of  the  church 
building,  and  communicated  with  both  the  monastery 
and  church.  Both  edifices  were  of  immense  size  for 
this  country,  and  built  of  dark-bluish  graystone.  To- 
gether they  make  the  most  prominent  landmark  on 
the  heights  of  Hoboken,  attracting  the  attention  of 
all  passengers  on  the  ferry-boats  or  travellers  on.  the 
North  River  steamers. 

THE  MANSION   OF  SILENCE. 

The  Very  Rev.  Father  Nilus — such  was  the  name 
and  title  of  the  friar-priest  (or  discalceated  clerk, 
strictly  speaking)  who  was  my  cicerone — is  the  rector 
of  the  church  and  Superior  of  St.  Michael's  Monastery, 
or  rather  Retreat.  I  found  him  very  reticent ;  still  he 
seemed  amiably  disposed  to  give  me  all  the  informa- 
tion in  regard  to  his  community  that  was  consistent 
with  his  duty  as  a  member  of  a  society  which,  if  not 
as  silent  as  the  Trappists,  still  impose  on  their  mem- 
bers strict  silence  except  in  their  own  cells.  Nowhere 
along  the  corridors,  or  on  the  staircases,  in  the  refec- 
tory or  the  community  rooms,  where  I  met  with  the  in- 
mates of  the  Retreat,  did  I  hear  the  sound  of  a  human 
voice,  except  in  prayer,  during  the  four  hours  that  I 
spent  in  St.  Michael's  Monastery,  save  that  of  Father 
Nilus.  This  he  explained  before  he  admitted  me  into 
the  cloisters  or  permitted  me  to  cross  the  threshold  of 
the  inner  door,  beyond  which  no  woman  is  ever  al- 
lowed to  pass.  Therefore  I  was  prepared  to  obey  the 
silent  motion  by  which  he  presently  invited  me  to  ac- 
company him  and  descend  the  staircase. 

He  led  the  way  down  to  a  long  corridor  into  which 
opened  many  doors.  One  of  the  doors  he  opened,  and 
with  a  polite  smile  motioned  me  to  enter.  Two  chair8? 
a  small  iron  bedstead,  a  writing-table,  a  crucifix  on 
the  wall,  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  and  two  or  three  relig- 
ious pictures,  made  up  the  furniture  of  a  small,  nar- 
row apartment,  no  larger  than  a  hall  bedroom  in  a 
cheap  New  York  boarding-house. 

"Now  I  can  talk  to  you,"  said  Father  Nilus,  and  as 
he  broke  his  silence  I  concluded  he  was  in  his  cell. 

"  Tell  me  all  that  your  rules  will  permit  you,"  I  re- 
quested, "  relative  to  the  Order  to  which  you  belong— 
its  origin,  rules,  and  government.  Tell  me  all  about 
this  monastery  and  church,  and  the  members  of  this 
community." 

"  We  do  not  seek  to  attrack  the  attention  of  the  out- 
side world,"  said  the  Father,  "nor  do  we  desire  news- 
paper celebrity,  but  we  do  not  shrink  from  kindly  and 
respectful  enquiry.  We  do  not  wish  to  repel  you  with 
churlish  moroseness,  but  I  must  be  frank  and  tell  you 
that  we  consider  ourselves  as  bound  to  a  higher  law 
of  duty  than  that  which  for  politeness  would  requke 


us  to  satisfy  mere  idle  curiosity,  and  our  time  is  too 
precious  to  be  wasted;  therefore  I  must  be  brief. 

THE    OBDEK   OF    PASSIONI3T8, 

to  which  this  house  and  congregation  belong,  was 
founded  in  the  latter  part  of  the  sixteenth  century  by 
our  patron  Saint,  Paul  Francis  Danei,  a  Genoese  of 
good  birth  and  Catholic  parentage.  He  is  now  cano- 
nized, and  known  among  Catholics  as  St.  Paul  of  the 
Cross.  His  first  community  was  very  small,  consisting 
of  but  eight  members.  Some  of  these  were  priests, 
some  clerics,  and  some  laics  or  lay-brothers.  This  little 
brotherhood  increased  so  rapidly  that  our  patron  saint 
conceived  the  idea  of  building  a  Retreat,  as  we  call  our 
houses.  The  place  selected  for  the  Retreat  was  on  the 
side  of  Mount  Argentaro,  near  Ortebello,  in  Italy.  The 
means  and  materials  for  erecting  the  building  were 
collected  in  voluntary  contributions  from  the  wealthy 
citizens  of  Ortebello,  but  the  founder  and  his  commu- 
nity did  a  large  part  of  the  actual  work  with  their  own 
hands,  and  we  have  always  followed  their  example. 
As  our  congregation  or  brotherhood  increased,  other 
Retreats  were  established,  until  there  was  one  in 
nearly  every  important  city  of  Italy,  with  the  fountain- 
head  or  mother-house  in  Rome.  This  prosperity  and 
increase  continued  with  but  slight  variations  until  the 
year  1810,  when  the  religious  orders  were  dispersed  by 
Napoleon  I.  War,  penury,  and  the  prevalence  of  revo- 
lution ary€ideas  then  thinned  the  broken  ranks  of  the 
brotherhood,  until  the  walls  of  the  choir  gave  back 
not  half  the  volume  of  praise  that  had  formerly  re- 
sounded through  them.  But  with  the  return  of  peace 
came  a  new  era.  The  order  gradually  grew  in  strength 
and  numbers,  and  to-day  Retreats  are  found  iu  every 
country  in  Europe." 

THE  ORDER  IN   AMERICA. 

"But  little  is  known  of  your  order  in  America,  I  be- 
lieve," I  said.  "Are  there  any  houses  besides  this  one 
in  this  country  ?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Father  Nilus,  "there  are  four — one  in 
Baltimore,  another  in  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  one  in  Dunkirk, 
N.  Y.,  and  this  one.  The  first  Passionists  who  came  to 
the  United  States  were  sent  from  Rome  in  1853.  The 
mission  consisted  of  Fathers  Dominic,  Anthony,  and 
Albinus,  and  two  lay-brothers.  They  came  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  late  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  O'Connor,  then  Bishop  of 
Pittsburg.  These  first  Passionists  in  America  remained 
with  the  Bishop  until  the  commencement  of  a  retreat 
in  Binghamton,  then  a  suburb  of  Pittsburg,  but  since 
incorporated  with  the  city.  The  erection  of  this  re- 
treat proving  successful,  the  Superior-General  of  the 
order  in  Rome  sent  out  a  number  of  recruits  to  the 
little  mission.  This  addition  to  their  numbers  enabled 
the  Retreat  in  Pittsburg  to  send  out  another  mission 
to  Dunkirk,  N.  Y.,  where  a  house  was  commenced  and 
in  a  short  time  completed.  In  1861,  the  Most  Rev. 
Archbishop  Bayley,  of  Baltimore,  then  Bishop  of  this 
diocese,  requested  a  mission  of  Passionists  for  his  dio- 
ese,  and  we  were  sent  here  from  Italy.  Only  six  in 
number,  we  began  to  build  this  Retreat,  working 
with  our  own  hands,  and  preaching  wherever  we  were 
requested.  Wherever  we  preached  the  congregations 
assisted  us  with  voluntary  contributions.  Others  also 
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were  disposed  to  aid  us,  and  so  by  degrees  the  work 
slowly  progressed." 

"  It  strikes  me  that  it  progressed  very  rapidly,"  I 
ren.arked.  "  When  was  this  building  finished?  " 

'•In  1870." 

"And  the  church?" 

"This  year." 

"  When  did  you  begin  to  build  it?" 

"  In  1869." 

"  What  did  the  two  buildings  cost?  " 

"The  church  was  erected  at  a  cost  of  three  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars;  the  monastery,  one  hundred 
thousand." 

"How  did  you  manage  to  collect  $400,000  in  four- 
teen years;  and  that  to  build  a  church,  not  in  a  great 
city,  but  up  here  on  the  heights  of  Hoboken,  where 
you  have  only  a  small  congregation  or  population  of 
Catholics  around  you?" 

"  WE   PRAYED   FOB   IT," 

said  Father  Nilus,  with  a  placid  smile. 

This  was  not  a  very  satisfactory  explanation  to  a 
question  involving  dollars  and  cents,  at  least  to  a 
sceptical  man. 

To  return  to  Father  Nilus  and  his  community. 
He  continued  his  story,  and  I  interrupted  him  no 
more. 

"  When  this  Retreat  was  completed  in  1870,  it  was 
made  the  residence  and  headquarters  of  the  Provin- 
cial Superior  of  the  Passionists  in  this  country,  the 
Very  Rev.  Father  Thomas.  With  him  are  associated 
two  advisory  counsellors,  the  Very  Rev.  Fathers  Vic- 
tor and  Lang.  The  other  inmates  of  this  Retreat  are 
the  Rector,  [the  Very  Rev.  Father  Nilus,  who  was  my 
entertainer  and  guide  through  the  Retreat]  the  Vice- 
Rector,  the  Very  Rev.  Father  Vitalian,  eight  priests, 
twenty  theological  students,  and  nine  laymen.  The 
theological  students  are  distributed  among  the  four 
different  Retreats  of  the  Passionists  in  the  United 
States.  The  Institute  for  Novitiates  in  Pittsburg  is 
where  all  applicants  for  admission  to  the  Order  are 
taken  on  probation." 

"Are  your  rules  very  severe?"  I  inquired. 

A  WONDROUS  RULE. 

"They  are  so  austere,"  was  the  reply,  "that  the 
wonder  is  that  any  human  being  can  be  found  to  vol- 
untarily abjure  the  world  and  take  upon  themselves 
lives  so  aseetic.  You  would  perhaps  say  that  they 
were  beyond  human  endurance.  I  will  tell  you  all 
of  them  that  I  am  permitted  to.  They  were  written 
by  St.  Paul  of  the  Cross  while  a  voluntary  prisoner, 
shut  up  in  a  damp,  close  and  miserable  cell,  for  forty 
days  and  nights,  under  the  parish  Church  of  St. 
Charles  at  Castellazzo.  There,  say  the  traditions  of 
the  Church  of  St.  Paul,  while  living  upon  bread  and 
water,  and  sleeping  upon  the  bare  floor,  he  committed 
to  writing  the  austere  rules  that  have  ever  since  gov- 
erned his  Order.  These  rules  enter  into  the  minutest 
details,  and  embrace  the  government  of  each  member 
of  the  congregation.  The  dress  required  by  the  rule 
is  this,"  pointing  to  his  own,  "and  it  is  worn  alike  by 
priests  and  laymen,  irrespective  of  office.  We  wear  it 
at  all  seasons  of  the  year  when  in  the  house.  When 


we  go  out  of  the  house  to  attend  to  any  of  our  duties 
as  priests,  we  wear  the  ordinary  dress  of  a  Catholic 
priest  in  this  country,  to  which  we  add  in  winter  a 
short,  heavy,  round  cloak,  on  which  is  embroidered 
the  same  device  or  badge  which  you  see  on  the  left 
breast  of  all  our  habits.  We  also  wear  shoes  and  a 
broad-brimmed  hat  when  we  go  abroad.  In  addition 
to  the  usual  fasts  observed  in  the  Catholic  Church  we 
fast  also  on  Wednesday,  Friday  and  Saturday.  All 
Catholics  abstain  from  flesh-meat  on  Friday,  but  we 
observe  the  day  as  a  fast  day  as  well  as  a  day  of  ab- 
stinence." 

MIDNIGHT  WORSHIP. 

"Our  devotional  exercises  begin  at  midnight.  At 
that  hour  every  Passionest  rises  from  his  hard  couch 
and  repairs  to  the  chapel.  There  before  the  altar  we 
chant  the  Divine  Office,  a  ceremony  which  occupies 
an  hour  and  a  half.  After  this  we  retire  to  rest,  but 
rise  again  at  six  and  repair  once  more  to  the  chapel 
for  devotions,  followed  by  Masses.  The  morning 
hours  are  devoted  by  the  priests  and  students  to  spir- 
itual exercises  and  study,  and  by  the  lay -brothers  to 
material  offices.  Our  habits,  cloaks,  shoes,  sandals, 
everything  we  wear  or  use  is  made  in  the  house.  No 
woman  ever  crossed  the  threshold  which  divides  our 
cloisters  from  the  reception-room  of  the  Retreat.  So, 
without  particularizing,  I  will  say  briefly  that  all  of 
our  housekeeping  is  done  by  men,  the  lay-brothers, 
while  the  priests  and  students  devote  all  the  time  not 
spent  in  prayer,  meditation,  or  reasonable  prescribed 
recreation,  to  study." 

A  bell  sounded  at  this  moment,  and  I  knew  that  it 
was  the  Angelas,  for  it  was  now  noon,  and  soon  the  in- 
toning of  the  "  Ave  Maria,"  by  the  inmates  of  the  Re- 
treat, reached  us  from  the  distant  chapel  below. 

"  Come  and  see  how  a  Passionist  breaks  his  fast," 
said  Father  Nilus,  as  the  sounds  died  away.  "  We 
dine  at  noon,  and  will  be  pleased  to  have  you  join  us 
in  our  frugal  repast." 

So  saying,  he  led  the  way  down  several  flights  of 
stairs  and  through  another  long  corridor  to  the  refec- 
tory. Around  the  four  sides  of  the  room  were  placed 
four  long  tables,  behind  which  sat  about  thirty  men 
of  all  ages,  all  of  whom  were  arrayed  in  the  Passionist 
habit. 

DINNER  IN  THE  MONASTERY. 

They  had  been  served  with  soup,  and  ate  in  silence 
We  took  the  seats  which  had  been  reserved  for  us, 
and  I  found  the  soup,  that  was  presently  brought  to 
us,  delicious.  The  next  course,  of  roast  beef  and  veg- 
etables, gave  as  convincing  proof  as  the-  first  that  the 
barefooted  friars  knew  how  to  cook.  We  were  served 
by  the  lay-brothers,  wearing  long  white  aprons,  and 
bringing  in  the  dishes  on  large,  round  wooden  trays 
with  a  handle  in  the  middle.  Silently  they  served  us, 
and  silently  we  ate.  A  light  acid  wine  was  served  in 
glass  tumblers  to  each  one.  Soon  after  the  rector 
entered,  one  of  the  young  men,  a  student,  I  supposed, 
ascended  a  reading-desk  in  one  corner  of  the  room 
and  began  to  read  from  a  book  a  religious  discourse 
or  lesson.  When  dinner  was  about  half  through  his 
place  was  taken  by  another  student,  who  continued 
the  reading  of  the  lesson  until  the  meal  was  over. 


740 


Ave  Maria. 


After  dinner  we  all  rose,  and,  ascending  two  flights 
of  stairs,  passed  into  the  community-room,  one  end 
of  which  was  hung  with  a  crimson  curtain.  The 
Passionists  fell  on  their  knees,  and  at  the  same 
moment  the  curtain  parted,  and,  falling  back  each 
way,  revealed  the  interior  of  the  church,  or  rather  the 
arched  ceiling  of  it,  for  we  were  in  an  apartment  the 
floor  of  which  was  on  a  level  with  the  pinnacles  of 
the  high  altar  of  the  church  below.  Kneeling  with 
with  their  hands  clasped  before  their  breasts,  and  look- 
ing intently  upward  or  straightforward  into  the  church, 
they  intoned  in  Latin  their  "return  of  thanks,"  as 
Father  Nilus  afterward  explained  as  he  conducted  me 

BACK   TO  HIS  CELL. 

There  we  had  a  long,  and  to  me  deeply  interesting 
conversation  on  the  growth  of  the  religious  Orders  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church  in  this  country,  and  on 
the  surprising  increase  of  the  Passionsts  in  particular. 
They,  like  all  the  other  Orders  that  have  come  to 
America,  draw  their  students  and  novices,  not  from 
our  foreign  population  alone,  but  also  from  native- 
born  Americans  of  several  generations'  residence  in 
this  country,  many  of  whom  are  converts.  Father 
Nilus  said,  in  connection  with  this  subject: 

"The  extraordinary  success  of  the  Passionists  in 
this  country  is  indeed  to  be  wondered  at;  for  the 
American  mind,  with  its  ideas  of  liberty  and  inde- 
pendence, would  seem  to  be  totally  unsuited  for  the 
religious  life,  where  the  vow  of  obedience  requires 
such  complete  submission  of  the  individual  will. 
This  apparent  phenomenon  may  be  explained  by  re- 
flecting that  only  of  late  have  Americans  had  a  proper 
comprehension  of  the  real  character  of  religious  Or- 
ders. They  are  practically  the  most  perfect  system 
of  a  democratic  government  on  earth.  The  supe- 
riors are  elected  by  the  members  of  the  Order,  and 
only  for  a  specified  time.  During  that  time  their 
authority  is  qualified  by  a  code  of  regulations  by 
which  all  agree  to  abide.  It  is  this  feature,  I  presume, 
which  makes  Religious  Orders  so  prolific  in  this  free 
and  enlightened  country.  Again,  the  American  mind 
protests  against  any  interference  with  Religious 
Orders  having  for  their  object  the  lawful  advance- 
ment of  their  own  interests.  The  Constitution  of 
the  United  States  gives  them  all  the  protection  they 
need  or  desire. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and  I  rose 
to  go,  profoundly  impressed  with  the  childlike  faith 
of  the  man  with  whom  I  had  been  conversing,  and 
with  the  sincerity  of  the  profession  and  austerity  of 
life  of  his  companions  and  himself.  What  the  auster- 
ities are  which  these  men  practise  I  was  not  told  in 
detail,  but  I  gathered  the  fact  that  six  hours  out  of 
every  twenty-four  are  spent  by  them  in  religious  ex- 
ercises in  their  chapel.  The  faces  of  both  priests  and 
lay-brothers  look  ascetic  and  pale,  but  calm  and 
cheerful.  Their  hands  bear  the  marks  of  toil,  and 
they  show  unmistakably  that  they  are  working  as 
well  as  praying  men. 


OUR  throne  of  glory  is  formed  of  the  crosses  we 
bear  on  earth. 


Pope  Pius  IX  and  the  Children  of  the  Female 
Protectory,  AVestchester,  N.  Y. 

A  BEAUTIFUL  TOKEN  OF  SYMPATHY. 

In  July,  1872,  the  Roman  Catholic  Female  Pro- 
tectory, Westchester,  N.  Y.,  was  burned  to  the 
ground  in  the  darkness  of  night.  What  seemed  an 
incalculable  loss  at  the  time,  soon  revealed  itself 
as  an  inestimable  blessing.  Every  child  was  saved 
except  one  infantile  sufl'ercr,  and  it  was  found  that 
the  building  must  have  been  unsafe.  One  of  the 
Sisters  of  Charity,  at  the  risk  of  her  life,  penetrated 
to  the  chapel  and  removed  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
to  a  place  of  security,  after  the  fire  had  enveloped 
the  building. 

The  common  Father  of  the  Faithful,  Pope 
Pius  the  IX,  had  a  few  days  previous  shed  tears 
over  a  letter  addressed  to  him  by  one  of  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Protectory  in  the  name  of  her  com- 
panions, accompanying  a  donation  of  two  hun- 
dred dollars  in  gold  from  their  own  earnings. 
When  one  of  the  Cardinals  read  the  details  of  the 
conflagration  as  telegraphed  to  Rome,  the  pater- 
nal heart  of  Pius  IX  was  transpierced  with  grief. 
He  dictated  a  letter  to  the  children,  and  in- 
voked a  special  blessing  on  the  heroic  Sister  of 
Charity  and  her  companions.  He  sent  from  his 
own  table  an  elegant  gold  set,  consisting  of  eight 
pieces,  to  be  disposed  of  for  the  benefit,  of  the  new 
Protectory  which  is  being  erected.  The  set  has 
been  used  by  His  Holiness,  hence  its  value  is 
immensely  increased  in  all  eyes. 

A  grand  raffle  of  this  table-set  will  be  held  on 
Dec.  28th,  of  this  year.  Any  one,  and  we  are  sure 
there  are  thousands,  who  may  desire  to  take  a 
chance,  can  obtain  a  ticket  by  sending  their  ad- 
dress, with  50  cts.,  *o  the  Sisters,  or  to  the  Editor 
of  the  AVE  MAKIA,  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

In  sending  this  present,  the  Holy  Father  cer- 
tainly expected  the  Catholics  of  the  United  States 
would  be  animated  with  one  desire: — to  make 
the  sum  total  realized  from  the  disposal  of  the 
gift  as  large  as  possible. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Cardinal  Cullen  has  been  confined  to  his  room 

by  illness. 

Rev.  Fathers  O'Connor  and  Riordan,  of  Stockton, 

Cal.,  will  please  accept  our  thanks  for  kind  favors  to 
the  AVE  MAKIA. 

Mr.  Aubrey  de  Vere  is  preparing  for  publication 

a  drama  on  the  subject  of  St.  Thomas  a  Becket.  It 
will  be  issued  in  the  spring. 

A  dispatch  from  Berlin  reports  that  Archbishop 

Ledochowski  will  be  expelled  from  Germany  as  soon 
as  his  term  of  imprisonment  expires. 
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The  Bernese  Old-Catholic  Synod,  sitting  at  Por- 

rentruy,  has  unanimously  decided  that  celibacy  on  the 
part  of  the  priesthood  and  auricular  confession  are  to 
be  optional. 

We  learn  from  the  Northwestern  Chronicle  that 

the  21st  day  of  December,  Feast  of  St.  Thomas  the 
Apostle,  has  been  designated  for  the  Consecration  of 
Father  Ireland. 

Col.  Michael  Magevenie,  Jr.,  a  prominent  citizen 

of  Memphis,  has  donated  a  house  and  six  acres  of 
ground  on  the  boulevard  near  that  city  to  the  Sisters 
of  the  Good  Shepherd. 

Father  Durbin,  a  native  Kentuckian,  is  now  in 

his  seventy-sixth  year.  Recently,  he  sang  High  'Mass 
on  the  occasion  of  the  fifty-third  anniversary  of  his  or- 
dination as  a  priest. 

Rev.  Fr.  Clarke,  S.  J.,  assisted  by  Fathers  Ma- 

rigliano  and  Emig,  of  the  same  Order,  concluded  a 
mission  at  Richmond,  Va.,  on  the  last  day  of  October. 
The  mission  began  on  the  17th. 

In  the  congregation  of  St.  Mary's,  Galveston, 

Texas,  there  are  over  three  hundred  members  who,  at 
different  times,  have  abandoned  the  sects  to  be  re- 
ceived into  the  fold  of  the  Catholic  Church. 

An  academy  and  school  under  the  direction  of 

the  Sisters  of  Charity  will  be  opened  at  Petersburg,  Va., 
in  January.  A  house  and  lot  valued  at  $1,000  have 
been  bought  for  this  purpose.  The  Catholics  of  Peters- 
burg subscribed  generously  to  this  good  work. 

We  desire  to  call  special  attention  to  the  notice 

of  the  Catholic  Female  Protectory  at  Westchester, 
New  York,  in  another  column.  Every  Catholic  in  the 
United  States,  we  feel  sure,  will  be  desirous  of  second- 
ing the  effort  of  the  Holy  Father  for  the  benefit  of  the 
orphans. 

Cornego,  one  of  the  murderers  of  the  President 

of  Ecuador,  has  been  captured  and  executed  in  Quito. 
Dr.  Manuel  Polanko,  with  whom  he  was  in  correspond- 
ence, was  condemned  to  nineteen  years'  imprisonment, 
and  is,  besides,  to  be  brought  before  a  military  tribunal 
as  ringleader  of  the  conspiracy.  Several  citizens  im- 
plicated in  this  assassination  have  been  banished. 

The  Oregonian  says:  "Father  Cataldo  has  lately 

been  to  Pierce  City  to  make  a  collection  for  the  pur- 
pose of  building  a  school  house  for  the  Nez  Perce  In- 
dians. Agent  Monteith  has  forbidden  him  to  build  a 
school  house,  but  the  Father  holds  the  permission  of 
the  Department  to  erect  mission  buildings,  and  thinks 
quite  naturally  that  a  school  house  is  included." 

On  the  1st  inst.,  the  Feast  of  All  Saints,  Messrs. 

Michael  Fallize,  Nicholas  Stoffel  and  Brother  AI- 
phonsus  made  their  religious  profession  in  the  Congre- 
gation of  the  Holy  Cross.  On  the  same  day,  Messrs. 
M.  Power,  Thomas  Meade  and  John  Wavada  received 
the  religious  habit  of  the  same  Congregation.  The 
ceremonies  took  place  in  the  New  Church  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

The  Catliolic  Journal  thus  concludes  an  able  arti- 
cle on  the  influence  of  the  Catliolic  Press:  "The  cause 
of  Catholic  journalism  can  never  advance  as  it  should 


until  the  Catholic  public  awaken  to  the  fact  that  it  is 
their  duty  to  support  it.  If  the  Catholic  press  suffer, 
the  cause  of  religion  must  suffer  with  it;  for  the  in- 
terests of  the  one  are  most  intimately  bound  up  with 
those  of  the  other.  Support  the  press,-arid  it  will  sup- 
port and  promote  the  cause  of  religion." 

The  London  papers  announce  the  conversion  of 

another  Protestant  Episcopalian,  who  has  just  been  re- 
ceived into  the  Catholic  Church  in  England,  namely, 
Rev.  W.  Roberston.  This  gentleman  belongs  to  Boston, 
and  was  one  of  the  number  who  style  themselves 
"Priests  of  the  Society  of  St.  John  the  Evangelist." 
They  wear  a  dress  resembling  a  monk's  habit,  lead 
community  life,  professing  poverty  and  celibacy,  and 
practicing  great  austerity  and  mortification. 

We  are  indebted  to  Messrs.  Benziger  Bros,  for 

two  very  pretty  specimens  of  chromo  art.  The  sub- 
jects are  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  and  the  Immac- 
ulate Heart  of  Mary.  The  latter  is  particularly  beauti- 
ful, both  in  design  and  execution;  it  is  only  by  close 
inspection  that  these  chromos  can  be  distinguished 
from  oil  paintings.  They  are  sold  for  the  low  price  of 
$1.25.  We  take  great  pleasure  in  recommending  them 
to  our  readers.  No  Catholic  family  should  be  without 
at  least -a  representation  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  a 
picture  or  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


Notice  to  Life  Subscribers. 


As  no  life  subscriptions  will  be  received  after 
Jan.  1st,  1876,  those  who  have  already  paid  instal- 
ments for  life  should  send  us  the  balance  of  their 
subscriptions  before  that  time.  We  desire  that 
the  names  of  all  deceased  life  subscribers  which 
have  not  yet  been  sent  in  be  forwarded  to  us. 
Any  delay  in  doing  so  causes  them  a  deprivation 
of  suffrages,  and  is  a  loss  to  the  AVE  MARIA. 
This  is  a  matter  which  should  receive  conscien- 
tious attention.  Life  Subscribers  are  also  re- 
minded to  send  us  postage  for  their  paper,  as  it 
has  now  to  be  prepaid  here.  Individually  this 
is  a  mere  trifle  (10  cents  a  year),  but  collectively 
it  amounts  to  hundreds  of  dollars,  more  than  we 
can  afford  to  pay. 


New  Publications. 

The  Young  Orusnder  for  November  is  re- 
ceived. The  Crusader  does  not  publish  a  table 
of  contents,  but  young  readers  will  be  sure  to  find 
something  in  it  that  will  interest  them. 

We  are  always  glad  to  see  the  Messenger  of 

the  Sacred  Heart.  The  November  number  is  at 
hand.  This  excellent  little  Magazine  has  not  the 
popularity  it  deserves.  We  recommend  our  read- 
ers and  all  who  love  the  Sacred  Heart  to  interest 
themselves  in  the  Messenger.  The  Editor  is  Rev. 
B.  Sestini,  S.  J.,  whose  address  is  Woodstock  Col- 
lege, Woodstock,  Howard  Co.,  Md.  Subscription 
price,  $2.10. 

A  "Life  of  St.  Benedict  of  Sanfratello,  Sur- 

named  the  Moor,"  has  just  been  issued  from  the 
press  of  Peter  F.  Cunningham  &  Son,  of  Phila- 
delphia. It  is  an  addition  to'our  collection  of  relig- 
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ious  biographies  which  we  feel  sure  will  he  well 
received,  and  we  trust  that  the  writer's  object — to 
stir  up  the  faith  of  Catholics  and  make  them  more 
earnest  in  their  devotion  to  the  saints — may  be 
attained. 

Received,  from  the  Catholic  Publication  So- 
ciety: Life  of  the  Apostle  St.  John,  by  M.  Le 
Baunard.  Translated  from  the  French. 


Obituary. 

The  death  of  Rev.  MICHAEL  KOEHREN,  of  Brook- 
lyn, is  announced.  The  sad  event  took  place  on  the 
15th  of  Oct.  Father  Koehren  was  much  esteemed,  and 
his  funeral  was  numerously  attended  by  the  Rev. 
clergy  as  well  as  by  laymen. 

SISTER  NORBERTINE,  of  the   Convent  of  Notre 

Dame,  San  Jose,  Cal.,  died  on  the  18th  of  October, 
aged  77  years.  At  the  time  of  her  death  she  had  been 
for  53  years  a  member  of  her  Order,  and  nearly  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century  she  has  lived  in  San  Jose.  She  was 
a  native  of  Belgium.  Her  remains  were  taken  to 
Santa  Clara  for  interment. 

Requlescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM  THE  23RD  TO  THE  BOTH  BAY  OF  OCTOBER. 

Ninety-five  letters  have  been  entered  on  our  register; 
one  hundred  and  twenty-four  new  members  have  been 
admitted;  sixty-two  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  our  prayers;  conversions  have  been  asked 
for  twenty-six  persons  and  seven  families;  perseve- 
rance for  three  persons;  special  favors  have  been  solic- 
ited for  twenty-five  individuals,  nine  families,  six  com- 
munities, two  schools  and  two  asylums. 

Among  the  particular  recommendations  are  the 
spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of  a  priest — the  success 
of  a  student  who  is  preparing  for  ordination — an  in- 
creased number  of  pupils  in  an  academy — a  priest  who 
is  in  great  need  of  spiritual  assistance — a  young  man 
that  has  not  been  heard  of  for  several  years — a  young 
gentleman  whose  faith  and  morals  are  in  imminent  dan- 
ger— a  successful  issueof  several  lawsuits — the  reforma- 
tion of  a  clergyman,  and  the  suppression  of  a  gambling 
den — a  vocation  to  the  religious  state — the  welfare  of  a 
religious  institution  that  has  many  trials  to  encounter 
— a  friend  of  one  of  the  members  who  is  now  seeking 
the  true  Church — some  persons  in  danger  of  losing 
their  faith  by  possibly  marrying  unbelievers.  Several 
petitioners  ask  for  the  conversion  of  some  of  their  rel- 
atives. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

"We  are  happy  to  state  that  during  the  course  of  the 
week  numerous  accounts  have  been  received  of  favors 
obtained  through  the  powerful  intercession  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother.  Want  of  space  does  not  permit  us  to 
publish  more  than  one.  The  first  letter  is  from  the 
Superioress  of  a  Convent  of  Ursulines: 

"REV.  FATHER: — It  was  long  my  intention  to  ac- 
quaint you  with  several  favors  bestowed  on  our  Com- 
munity through  the  mediation  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes. 
One  of  our  Sisters  displayed  many  symptoms  of  con- 
sumption about  a  year  ago — hemorrhages,  accompa- 
nied by  severe  coughing  spells,  and  total  loss  of  appe- 
tite. In  our  alarm  we  made  novenas  and  used  the 
blessed  water,  which  she  drank  in  potions  and  applied 
externally  to  the  side  aching  severely.  Our  Blessed 
Mother,  pleased  to  test  our  fidelity,  was  rather  slow 
about  granting  the  petition,  but  now  our  dear  Sister 
is  completely  cured;  she  is  actively  employed  as  a 
teacher  in  the  academy,  and  daily  manifests  new  de- 
grees of  perfect  health.  Our  sweet  Mother  has  not 


been  less  generous  in  granting  us  spiritual  favors,  one 
of  which  I  would  mention  in  particular.  A  friend  of 
mine,  whose  husband  turned  to  the  free  use  of  intoxi- 
cating liquors,  besought  our  prayers  in  her  distress. 
I  commenced  a  novena,  during  which  a  lighted  taper 
was  kept  burning  before  a  statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  and  the  result  was  that  this  gentleman  became 
a  convert,  returned  to  his  religous  duties,  and  mani- 
fests unintermitting  devotedness  to  his  entire  family, 
whose  hearts  his  waywardness  had  grieved  exceedingly 
There  are  numerous  other  instances  of  Our  Lady's  fa- 
vor which  I  could  mention,  such  as  speedy  cures 
among  our  pupils,  did  I  not  fear  to  intrude  on  your 
time  and  space."- 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  behalf 
of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  THOMAS  UOR- 
SEY,  of  Tuckersmith,  Ont.,  Canada,  who  died  on  the 
22nd  of  October,  aged  22  years.  Also  the  following 
deceased  members,  at  the  request  of  their  friends: 
MARY  ANN  FOLEY,  CATHERINE  BURNS,  FRANCIS  HICKS, 
ANNE  and  CATHERINE  SHERLOCK,  PHILIP  SHERLOCK, 
Sr.,  MARGARET  and  ANNE  SHERLOCK,  JOHN  SHERLOCK, 
Sr., THOMAS,  EDWARD  and  BRIDGET  SHERLOCK.  JAMES, 
CATHERINE  and  TIMOTHY  SINNOT,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
Miss  LUCY  McCREATH,  who  died  on  the  14th  of  July. 
MR.  JOHN  BEIL,  of  Baltimore,  Md. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


Katie's  Day;  Or  the  Good  Intention. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  TYBOKNE,"  "  OUR  LADY'S  JAS- 
MINE,"  "  HOLIDAY   TALES,"    ETC.,  ETC. 

(CONCLUSION.) 

When  she  got  home,  her  mother,  wondering 
what  had  become  of  her,  with  Rose's  help  was 
getting  some  food  ready  for  the  little  ones, 
who  were  expected  home  at  noon.  Mrs.  Byrne 
was  back  from  her  half-day's  washing;  she  had 
hoped  to  have  had  a  whole  one,  but  the  per- 
son she  worked  for  wished  to  save  her  ninepence 
at  least  as  strongly  as  the  other  wished  to  earn  it. 
So  Mrs.  Byrne  was  both  cross  and  hungry,  and 
angry  with  Rose  besides,  for  having  been  so  lazy 
all  the  morning.  As  for  Rose,  it  was  true  she  had 
dawdled  terribly;  the  children  had  been  nearly 
late  for  school,  and  just  escaped  being  turned  back 
by  the  Sisters,  because  she  had  not  chosen  to  get 
them  ready  early  enough.  Then  she  had  been  a 
whole  half  hour  going  to  the  new  shop,  two  streets 
oft',  for  a  pen'orth  of  soap  and  soda;  and  I  hardly 
dare  say  how  much  time  she  had  wasted  at  the 
pump  round  the  corner,  idling  and  gossipping  with 
some  of  the  rudest  girls  in  the  neighborhood. 

Katie  put  her  whole  handful  of  money  down  on 
the  table  by  her  mother,  saying,  as  she  counted  it 
over  in  a  very  matter-of-fact  sort  of  way,  "First, 
there's  fourpence;  Mr.  Wallace  gave  me  that  for 
Mrs.  Wallace;  she  had  no  change,  she  said;  but 
she'll  pay  me  to-morrow,  I  suppose;  then  that 
shilling,  Mr.  Wallace  gave  me  that  too,  because  I 
brought  it  back  to  him,  when  I  found  it  stuck 
among  those  coppers;  then  there's  fourpence — 
no,  fivepence  half-penny — that-  was  from  the  cook. 
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And  now,  mother,  can't  father  have  some  tea, 
.  nd  may  I  go  with  you  to  take  it  to  him?" 

You  may  fancy  Mrs.  Byrne  was  pleased  at  sight 
of  so  much  more  money  than  she  expected,  and  to 
hear  how  it  had  heen  gained  too.  Katie  was  a 
good,  honest  girl,  she  said,  and  a  comfort  to  them 
all.  Then  the  four  children,  running  in  from 
school,  made  such  bustle  and  confusion  that  there 
was  nothing  more  said  till  they  had  had  their 
dinner  and  were  sent  back  to  the  Convent  again. 

A  neighbor  came  in  just  the  minute  after,  and 
begged  Mrs.  Byrne  would  go  to  take  care  of  her 
sick  child,  which  she  was  obliged  to  leave  on  par- 
ticular business.  Mrs.Byrne  agreed  to  go  directly, 
though  sorry  to  give  up  the  visit  she  had  intended 
to  her  poor  husband  in  St.  Anne's  Hospital;  one  of 
the  girls  must  go  instead,  she  said,  and  lay  out  the 
shilling  Katie  had  given  her  on  a  little  tea  and 
sugar  for  him.  "  Oh,  let  me  go,  mother!  "  cried 
both  Rose  and  Katie  at  once;  then  they  remem- 
bered both  could  not  go.  Mrs.  Byrne  never  liked 
to  leave  her  room  with  no  one  in  it:  though  cer- 
tainly if  thieves  did  come  they  would  hare  found 
little  to  carry  away.  Besides,  there  Avas  Tommy 
to  mind,  the  youngest  of  the  family — a  sturdy  fel- 
low of  nearly  three  years  old,  who,  though  very 
well  pleased  to  go  to  the  infants'  school  in  the 
morning,  could  never  be  coaxed  to  go  back  in  an 
afternoon,  do  what  you  would  to  him. 

"  Katie  has  been  out  all  morning,"  whined  Rose : 
"  and  I  do  so  want  to  see  father! " 

Katie  did  not  speak,  she  was  feeling  very  vexed ; 
for  she  was  nearly  sure  Rose  would  get  her  own 
way,  as  she  generally  did.  Rose  was  like  her 
mother  in  several  respects ;  she  "  favored  "  her, 
as  the  neighbors  said,  and,  whether  for  this  reason 
or  some  other,  was  certainly  more  petted  than  her 
sister  was.  I  believe  Mrs.  Byrne  could  not  bear 
the  incessant  grumbling  Rose  would  indulge  in 
whenever  her  will  was  crossed.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
Mrs.  Byrne  said,  as  she  closed  the  door  behind 
her,  that  "  Rose  had  better  go,  as  she  had  set  her 
heart  upon  it";  and  poor  Katie  had  to  call  to 
mind  her  Good  Intention  before  she  could  accept 
this  little  disappointment  in  silence. 

Rose  was  off  like  a  shot  in  a  few  minutes;  and 
Katie  had  a  long  and  not  at  all  entertaining  after- 
noon. Tom  was  in  a  particularly  tiresome  mood, 
was  always  getting  on  the  fender,  singeing  his 
pinafore,  and  meddling  with  the  knives.  The 
little  ones,  too,  did  not  come  back  from  afternoon 
school  till  long  after  dark;  and  though  Katie 
would  have  been  glad  to  have  been  without  them, 
it  was  not  very  pleasant  to  find,  when  they  did 
come,  that  they  had  been  tearing  and  dirtying 
their  clothes  with  wild  play  in  the  streets,  and  to 
have  to  brush  and  mend  them,  whilst  they  were 
fitgettingthe  whole  time  and  calling  out  for  their 
supper.  They  all  came  back  as  naughtj^  as  they 
could  be:  Ellen  in  the  sulks,  because  she  had  been 
put  to  kneel  on  the  floor  for  talking  in  school- 
hours;  Joe  in  a  passion  with  Bill,  because  his 
brother  had  pushed  him  down  by  accident ;  whilst 
Bill  was  giving  himself  the  airs  of  a  stuck-up  mon- 
key, as  the  others  said,  because  he  had  for  a  great 
wonder  got  up  top  in  the  Catechism  class,  by  giv- 
ing, quite  by  guess,  the  right  answer  to  a  difficult 
question.  It  was  a  hard  matter  to  get  them  even 
tolerably  quiet,  and  it  was  only  Rose's  sudden  re- 
turn that  stopped  a  regular  fight  between  the  boys, 
were  ec.6-er  to  hear  all  about  their  father. 


"Well,  Rose,"  cried  Katie,  where  ever  have 
you  been  all  this  long  time?" 

"Oh,  first  at  the  Hospital,  to  be  sure.  You 
wouldn't  believe  what  a  number  of  people  there 
were  going  in  to-day.  Why,  there  was  old  Mrs. 
Ryan,  whose  daughter  Bridget  is  in  with  a  bad 
thumb; — she  hurt  it  in  her  last  place,  she  said; 
such  a  place  as  it  was  too! — they  half-starved  her, 
and  made  her  sleep  in  a  back  kitchen  where  the 
rain  was  dropping  from  the  roof,  and  rats  and 
mice  running  over  her  all  night,  and  one  old  rat 
once  bit  her  ear — only  fancy!" 

The  children  opened  their  eyes  with  wonder 
and  horror. 

It  was  at  Dolan's — the  woman  who  keeps  the 
Catholic  bookshop,  close  by  the  chapel,"  Rose 
went  on.  "I  couldn't  have  believed  she  was  so 
mean,  pretending  to  be  so  good,  too;  getting  up 
every  day  to  Mass,  and  scolding  Bridget  if  she 
ever  forgot  to  bless  herself  at  meals.  There's  for 
you!  but  as  Mrs.  Ryan  said — " 

"What  nonsense  you  do  talk,  Rose!"  cried 
Katie,  interrupting  her  sister  rather  sharply;  "as 
mother  would  say,  '  I  don't  believe  more  than  half 
such  stories.'  We  all  know  what  Biddy  Ryan 
would  say  at  school,  just  to  make  the  others 
laugh;  and  I  know  Miss  Dolan  is  a  real  good 
woman.  But  I  want  to  know  about  father:  how 
is  he?" 

"Oh,  much  better,"  answered  she,  carelessly; 
"and  coming  out  next  week,  most  likely";  then 
she  continued,  with  more  vivacity :  "  O  Katie,  who 
do  you  think  is  in  the  next  bed?  Pat  Harrington, 
that  funny  man  who  kept  the  stall  just  opposite, 
last  summer."  Then  seeing  that  her  sister  turned 
away,  evidently  not  inclined  to  listen  to  gossip, 
she  went  on  to  another  subject:  "But  I've  been 
somewhere  else  besides  the  hospital.  I  don't  be- 
lieve you'll  guess,  though,  so  I'll  tell  you — to  the 
Convent,  to  be  sure !  I  recollected,  just  in  time,  it 
was  the  afternoon  for  giving  out  the  library  books, 
and  I've  got — " 

^  "  Not '  Fat  Tales '  ?  "  cried  Katie,  her  eyes  spark- 
ling with  joy.    This  was  a  thick  book  of  very 
nice  stories,  to  which  the  school-children  gave 
a  this  ridiculous  nickname.    It  was  such  a  favorite 
*  that  it  was  hardly  ever  at  home,  and  Katie  and 
Rose  had  for  a  long  time  tried  in  vain  to  get  hold 
of  it. 

"Yes,  it  is  'Fat  Tales,'  though!"  cried  Rose, 
triumphantly;  "and  I'm  going  to  read  it  directly, 
because  Sister  said  it  must  go  back  as  soon  as 
ever  I  had  done  with  it,  because  one  of  the  pupil- 
teachers  wants  it  next"; — so  saying,  she  sat 
down  by  the  fire  without  taking  off  her  things, 
and  in  two  minutes  was  so  wrapped  up  in  the 
first  story  that  she  did  not  hear  Katie  speak  till 
her  sister  came  up  to  her  and  almost  shouted 
into  her  ear:  "But  you've  another  book  on  your 
knee,  Rose;  can't  I  have  that?"  asked  Katie, 
rather  cast  down  at  the  slight  chance  she  ran  of 
getting  hold  of  "  Fat  Tales  "  for  a  considerable 
time 

"Bother  the  book!"  cried  out  Rose,  at  last, 
very  crossly :  "  It's  '  First  Communicants ' ;  and 
Sister  Mary  Winifrede  said  I  was  to  take  it  to 
Margaret  Kelly  this  evening — all  the  way  down 
George  Street  too!  I'm  sure  I'm  not  going  down 
there  this  time  of  night." 

"Then  do  let  me  have  it  to  read!"  pleaded 
Katie;  then  recollecting  herself,  however  she  ad- 
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ded :  "  but  if  Sister  said  you  were  to  take  it  to-night 
you'd  better  go  before  it  gets  any  later;  though, 
perhaps  Margaret  doesn't  want  it  very  partic- 
ularly." 

"  Yes,  she  does,"  said  Rose,  looking  up  for  a 
minute;  "she  is  very  ill,  and  is  to  prepare  for  her 
First  Communion  directly.  Fancy  a  great  girl 
like  that  not  to  have  made  it  before!  but  Maggie 
was  always  stupid.  I  think  she  is  going  to  die, 
but  she's  ill  so  often  that  perhaps  it  is  all  a  pre- 
tence after  all "  ;  and  Rose  bent  her  .eyes  once 
more  upon  her  book. 

"For  shame,  Rose!"  cried  Katie;  "you  don't 
mean  to  say  you  won't  go  to-night,  when  she's 
lying  ill  like  that?" 

"  I  do,  though ! "  said  Rose,  sulkily.  "  It's  a 
cold  night,  and  I  want  to  read."  Then  she  went 
on,  speaking  rather  more  pleasantly:  "But  I 
wish  you'd  go,  Katie;  I  know  Sister  will  be  cross 
if  some  one  does  not  take  the  book;  and  I'll 
mind  the  house  and  the  children." 

Katie  could  not,  for  a  moment,  help  wishing  that 
her  father  was  at  home  to  give  Rose  the  good  box 
on  the  ears  that  he  certainly  would  have  adminis- 
tered had  he  been  there ;  but  she  remembered  that 
the  only  use  of  seeing  our  neighbors'  faults  is  to 
learn  to  avoid  them  in  ourselves,  and  with  the  aid 
of  her  Good  Intention  she  set  out  with  the  book  to 
George  street,  on  that  dark,  cold  evening.  When 
she  got  there,  Mrs.  Kelly  was  very  cross  at  first,  be- 
cause, though  she  came  in  as  gently  as  she  could, 
she  woke  Margaret  out  of  a  sort  of  restless  sleep 
into  which  she  had  just  fallen.  Then  Margaret 
herself  was  so  weak  and  ill  that  she  could  hardly 
thank  Katie  for  her  visit,  far  less  look  at  the  book 
she  had  taken  the  trouble  to  bring  for  her.  Like 
most  sick  people,  she  was  always  worse  in  the  even- 
ing. Slie  was  only  able  to  tell  Katie  that  she  was 
to  make  her  First  Communion  next  Friday,  because 
Father  Johnson  said  she  might  very  likely  never 
get  any  better :  and  here  Mrs.  Kelly  burst  into  such 
a  terrible  passion  of  sobbing  and  crying  that  she 
quite  upset  poor  Margaret  herself,  who  sank  back 
on  her  pillow  and  nearly  fainted  away.  Mrs.  Kelly 
thought  she  was  dead,  and  cried  and  screamed 
louder  than  before.  Katie  was  so  frightened  she 
did  not  know  what  to  do,  and  as  soon  as  Margaret 
had  opened  her  eyes,  and  whispered  to  her  in  a 
very  weak  voice:  "  Ask  one  of  the  Sisters  to  come 
and  see  me  to-morrow,  please,"  she  hastened  away, 
feeling  that  she  could  do  no  good,  and  that  it  was 
quite  time  for  her  to  go  home.  It  was  indeed 
time;  Rose  had  sat  poking  over  her  book  till  she 
had  devoured  rather  than  read  all  the  stories  she 
cared  for,  then  she  began  to  bustle  about  to  get  the 
kettle  to  boil,  as  she  fancied  she  \vauted  her  tea 
very  terribly;  never  heeding  the  children,  who 
from  romping  had  got  to  quarrelling,  and  had  con- 
trived between  them  to  break  a  couple  of  saucers. 
Then,  just  before  Katie  arrived,  Mrs.  Byrne  had 
come  in,  tired  and  thirsty,  and  very  angry  that 
Katie  was  out  of  the  way,  and  at  the  sight  of  the 
broken  pieces  of  crockery  lying  on  the  floor.  All 
the  way  upstairs  Katie  heard  her  mother  finding 
fault  with  her,  and  praising  Rose  for  her  activity 
in  getting  the  tea  ready  just  as  she  was  ready  to 
drop  for  want  of  a  cup.  This  was  another  trial 
for  Katie  to  bear,  with  the  help  of  her  Good  In- 
tention, as  she  watched  Rose  arranging  the  cups 
and  plates,  and  buttering  the  hot  toast,  of  which 
she  hoped  to  get  her  full  share;  for  Katie  knew 


well  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  money  she  had 
brought  home  that  morning  there  would  have 
been  no  butter  at  all  on  the  table  that  evening. 
When  the  children  were  got  off  to  bed,  and 
she  had  finished  her  tea,  Mrs.  Byrne  was  quite 
good-humored  again.  However,  she  said  she 
must  go  back  to  the  sick  boy  she  had  left,  for 
another  hour  or  two;  his  poor  mother  was  quite 
worn  out  with  a  long  walk  to  the  city,  and  was 
lying  down  for  a  little.  Then  Katie'was  sorry 
she  had  thought  her  mother  unjust  and  cross; 
she  said  to  herself  it  was  really  very  kind  of  her 
to  give  up  her  rest  and  time,  for  no  reward  be- 
yond a  scanty  bit  of  supper,  when  she  had  a  whole 
day's  washing  before  her,  too;  and  Katie  felt  sure 
her  mother  did  it  for  the  sake  of  the  Good  In- 
tention she  herself  had  just  learned  so  much 
about. 

Mrs.  Byrne's  last  orders  were  to  rake  out  the 
fire  and  put  out  the  lights,  which  was  the  same 
thing  as  telling  the  girls  to  go  to  bed  directly, 
for  no  one  in  their  senses  would  care  to  sit  in  the 
dark  in  a  cold  room  on  a  chill  winter's  night.  Of 
course  Rose  grumbled  as  usual;  she  would  have 
liked  to  have  sat  over  the  fender  with  a  dirty 
piece  of  crochet  twisted  round  her  fingers,  prac- 
tising some  wonderful  new  stitch;  but  she  did 
not  dare  to  disobey  her  mother  now,  for  if  there 
was  one  thing  Mrs.  Byrne  was  particular  about 
it  was  fire  and  candles.  She  let  Katie  rake  out 
the  coals,  whilst  she  knelt  down  to  her  night- 
prayers,  and  tumbled  into  bed  directly  afterwards, 
drawing  the  clothes  round  her  as  snugly  as  she 
could,  and  falling  fast  asleep  in  less  than  five 
minutes. 

Katie  was  not  very  long  over  her  prayers  either, 
but  you  may  be  sure  they  ended  with  the  Good 
Intention.  She  laid  herself  down  by  her  sister's 
side,  and  was  soon  as  fast  asleep  as  she  was.  There 
they  lay,  the  two  girls,  outwardly  very  much  alike. 
There  was  only  Almighty  God  and  their  Guardian 
Angels  who  could  see  the  great  difference.  The  one 
had  acted  all  day  simply  to  please  herself,  without 
intention  of  any  kind,  either  good  or  bad;  and  if 
she  had  committed  no  grievous  sin,  it  was  from 
the  absence  of  temptation  rather  than  from  any 
watchfulness  on  her  own  part.  The  other,  by  the 
faithful  use  of  her  Good  Intention,  had  avoided 
sins  innumerable :  trifling  ones,  perhaps,  in  the 
sight  of  man,  though  not  in  the  sight  of  One  who 
searches  the  heart, — and  by  its  aid  had  found  occa- 
sion for  the  practice  of  the  virtues  most  dear  to  our 
Lord,  and  most  befitting  a  child — obedience,  hu- 
mility, charity,  and  self-denial. 

Upon  which  little  girl  do  you  think  Jesus  and 
His  Blessed  Mother  looked  that  night  with  the 
greatest  tenderness?  Must  it  not  have  been  upon 
the  one  who  had  so  many  times  that  day  said  to 
Him,  simply:  " My  Jesus,  I  do  all  for  the  love  of 
You." 


IDLENESS  is  the  plague  of  youth ;  never  be  with- 
out something  to  do. — St.  Philip  Neri. 

IP  our  Blessed  Lord  had  only  desired  us  to 
watch,  we  might  have  supposed  ourselves  strong 
enough  to  resist  temptation  by  our  own  exertions; 
but  He  also  requires  us  to  pray,  to  prove  that  our 
vigilance  would  be  useless  unless  He  Himself 
watched  with  us. — St.  Francis  of  Sales. 
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HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  AIE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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"  Help  of  Christians,  Pray  for  us." 

BY  A.   H.   S. 

The  origin  of  this  invocation  is  doubtless  famil- 
iar to  all,  but  the  circumstances  connected  with  it 
will  bear  repetition.  In  the  latter  part  of  the  16th 
century  the  Turks,  those  implacable  enemies  of 
the  Christian  name,  threatened  to  accomplish 
finally  what  they  had  during  the  ten  preceding 
centuries  been  endeavoring  in  vain  to  effect — the 
subjugation  of  Europe,  and  Ihe  total  suppression 
of  Christianity.  However,  owing  to  the  constant 
vigilance  of  the  Popes,  the  oft-impending  catas- 
trophe had  hitherto  been  averted, — but  now  it 
seemed  inevitable;  the  eventual  success  of  the 
Moslems,  and  the  consequent  subjection  of  the 
nations  of  Europe  to  a  state  of  slavery,  appeared 
certain. 

But  God,  whose  ways  are  inscrutable,  had  an 
object  in  view;  He  permitted  this  state  of  things, 
in  order  to  have  an  occasion  of  manifesting  in  a 
most  striking  manner  His  unceasing  providential 
care  for  His  Church,  and  of  showing  forth  to  the 
world,  as  He  had  often  done  before,  the  power 
which  He  has  been  pleased  to  confer  on  the  Mother 
of  His  Son.  The  then  reigning  Pontiff,  St.  Pius  V, 
faithful  to  his  charge  as  protector  of  Christendom 
and  Chief  Shepherd  of  the  flock  of  Christ,  in  order 
to  check  the  advances  of  the  Turks  succeeded  in 
effecting  a  league  between  several  of  the  Christian 
princes,  and  appointed  as  leader  of  the  Christian 
army  the  illustrious  Don  John  of  Austria. 

The  Christians,  however,  were  far  inferior  in 
numbers  to  the  barbarous  hosts  with  whom  they 
had  to  contend.  But  Pius  V  had  engaged  the  as- 
sistance of  an  ally  against  whom  mere  superiority 
of  numbers  counts  as  nothing.  He  had  ordered 
prayers  to  be  offered  up  throughout  the  world  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  that  she  might  obtain  from 
her  Divine  Son  success  for  the  Christian  arms,  and 
confound  the  attempts  of  the  infidels. 


On  the  7th  of  October,  1571,  the  two  armies  met 
in  the  Gulf  of  Lepanto.  Pius  V  was  then  in  Rome, 
hundreds  of  miles  from  the  scene  of  action,  in 
council  with  his  Cardinals.  Suddenly  he  inter- 
rupts the  deliberations  of  the  council,  rises,  and 
exclaims,  "This  is  not  the  time  to  talk  of  business; 
let  us  go  and  return  thanks  to  God  in  His  temple; 
our  arms  have  just  been  blessed  with  victory."  It 
was  so.  He  had  at  that  moment  received  Divine 
revelation  of  an  event  which  was  not  otherwise 
known  in  Rome  until  three  days  later.  Shedding 
tears  of  joy,  the  holy  Pontiff  threw  himself  upon 
his  knees  in  his  oratory  to  thank  his  powerful  pro- 
tectress for  the  signal  favor  she  had  done  him  and 
the  whole  Christian  world.  The  Blessed  Virgin, 
whose  devoted  servant  he  was,  and  on  whose  in- 
tercession he  had  relied  for  the  success  of  the  ex- 
pedition, had  heard  his  prayers  and  supplications, 
and  crushed  forever  the  power  of  his  enemies.  In 
gratitude  for  this  great  favor,  Pius  V  decreed  that 
the  Feast  of  the  Rosary  should  be  annually  so- 
lemnized by  the  whole  Church,  on  the  1st  Sunday 
of  October,  and  moreover  added  to  the  Litany  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  the  beautiful  and  significant 
invocation  "  Avxilmm  Christianorum,  ora  pro  no- 
Ms," — "  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us." 

Such  was  the  origin  of  the  invocation  of  which 
we  have  been  speaking,  but  the  circumstances 
which  gave  rise  to  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Rosary 
were  entirely  different,  although  scarcely  less  ex- 
traordinary. It  was  instituted  by  the  venerable 
Pius  VII  to  commemorate  his  return  to  Rome  af- 
ter long  years  of  imprisonment  and  exile.  Napo- 
leon I,  whose  word  was  at  that  time  law  to  the 
whole  of  Europe,  had  sacrilegiously  despoiled  the 
Holy  Father  of  his  temporal  possessions  and 
caused  him  to  be  ruthlessly  dragged  from  place 
to  place, — because,  forsooth,  the  Pope  would  not 
accede  to  his  unjust  demands.  The  victorious 
Emperor  apparently  held  in  his  hands  the  destiny 
of  Europe,  and  even  that  of  the  Church.  Now,  at 
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length,  said  the  unbelievers  exultingly,  had  come 
the  day  of  the  Church's  downfall.  The  Pope  was 
imprisoned  and  separated  from  his  cardinals, 
many  of  whom  had  so  far  forgotten  themselves  as 
to  side  with  the  Emperor. 

But  although  abandoned  by  the  powers  of 
earth,  Pius  VII  had  an  advocate  in  Heaven. 
"  Aux ilium  Christianorum,  ora  pro  nobis"  was 
his  constant  prayer;  and  the  Blessed  Virgin,  in 
whose  hands  he  had  placed  his  cause,  was  pleased 
to  obtain  for  him  a  favor  scarcely  less  remarkable 
than  she  had  procured  for  the  saintly  Pius  V* 
When  Napoleon  was  at  the  height  of  his  power' 
and  the  Pope  deprived  of  all  human  aid,  then 
was  it  that  God,  who  has  promised  that  the  gates 
of  hell  shall  never  prevail  against  His  Church* 
was  pleased  to  intervene  in  behalf  of  His  perse- 
cuted Vicar.  The  dictator  of  Europe  was  sent 
to  the  Island  of  Elba,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  set 
at  liberty  and  permitted  to  return  to  his  See, 
where  he  was  received  with  every  demonstration 
of  joy  by  his  loving  people.  In  gratitude  for  this 
miraculous  deliverance  from  the  hands  of  his  per- 
secutors, Pius  VII  instituted  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady 
under  the  beautiful  title  of  Auxilium  Christia- 
norum,  "Help  of  Christians,"  a  title  which,  as  we 
have  said,  was  first  applied  to  her  by  the  illustri- 
ous Pius  V  on  the  occasion  of  the  victory  of  Le- 
panto. 

These  however  are  only  two  of  the  thousands 
of  examples  which  are  cited  of  Mary's  patronage. 
But  why  adduce  particular  Instances  to  show  the 
power  of  Mary's  intercession,  and  to  prove  how 
justly  she  is  saluted  as  Help  of  Christians  ?  What 
signify  those  countless  churches,  chapels  and 
shrines,  scattered  over  the  world,  erected  in  her 
honor?  those  thousands  of  ex-votos  with  which 
they  are  decorated?  those  grand  pilgrimages, — 
daily  increasing  in  number — which  are  constantly 
being  made  to  certain  of  her  favored  sanctuaries  ? 
those  bright  and  joyous  Feasts  of  hers,  so  often 
recurring  during  the  course  of  the  ecclesiastical 
year?  Do  they  not  all  speak  more  eloquently 
and  more  forcibly  of  the  gratitude  of  the  Chris- 
tian heart  than  human  language  could  express — 
for  favors  received  at  her  hands,  for  benefits  con- 
ferred upon  those  who  have  had  recourse  to  her 
in  their  necessities  and  distress?  Again,  why  is 
it  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  chosen  the  special 
Patroness,  not  of  particular  families  and  small 
communities  only,  but  of  great  and  powerful 
nations?  Not  only  because  of  her  exalted  dignity 
as  Mother  of  God, — nor  because  of  her  sublime 
prerogative  of  having  been  conceived  Immac- 
ulate! No;  but  in  order  thereby  to  have  an  all- 
powerful  advocate  in  heaven;  one  whose  inter- 
cession is  never  ineffectual;  one  ready  to  listen 


to  the  petitions  of  her  clients,  and  assist  them  in 
all  their  needs  both  spiritual  and  temporal. 

But  in  order  to  secure  the  assistance  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  it  is  not  sufficient  to  call  upon  her 
as  the  Help  of  Christians.  Something  more  is 
necessary.  And  what  is  this  something  more? 
Manifestly  to  lead  the  lives  of  Christians;  to  prac- 
tice those  virtues  which  made  the  Blessed  Virgin 
herself  so  acceptable  in  the  sight  of  God.  How 
can  we  expect  to  obtain  favors  from  the  Mother, 
to  secure  her  intercession,  when  we  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  wound  the  Heart  of  her  Divine  Son  by  dis- 
obeying His  precepts  and  leading  a  life  of  sin? 
How  can  we  hope  for  her  aid  whilst  serving  the 
world,  and  the  devil,  with  his  pomps,  all  of  which 
at  our  baptism  we  solemnly  renounced,  and  re- 
nounced forever  ?  In  order,  then,  to  count  on  the 
assistance  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  we  must  con- 
stantly fight  against  our  passions  and  wicked  in- 
clinations, and  endeavor  to  please  her  Son  by 
walking  in  the  path  of  virtue. 

And  how  necessary  is  not  the  Blessed  Virgin's 
assistance;  and  how  all-important  it  is  for  us  to 
ask  her  for  it?  It  is  only  when  we  begin  in 
earnest  to  lead  a  Christian  life — that  life  of  per- 
fection to  which  we  are  all  called — that  we  really 
feel  how  utterly  powerless  we  are  of  ourselves — 
how  absolutely  incapable  we  are  of  doing  any- 
thing good,  any  thing  meritorious,  without  Divine 
assistance.  Then  indeed,  if  never  before,  we  real- 
ize our  weakness  and  nothingness;  then  it  is  that 
we  experience  in  all  its  fulness  and  apprehend 
clearly  the  truth  of  those  words  of  our  Blessed 
Lord:  "Without  Me  you  can  do  nothing."  He 
does  not  say,  "Without  Me  you  can  do  but  little," 
but  "Without  Me  you  can  do  nothing,"  absolutely 
nothing  deserving  a  supernatural  recompense  or 
meritorious  of  eternal  life.  Hence  the  language 
of  the  Apostle,  tliat  without  a  special  grace  we 
are  unable  to  have  a  good  thought,  or  even  to 
pronounce  the  Name  of  Jesus  unless  inspired  by 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

But  in  this  difficult  and  all-important  work  of 
our  sanctification  God  has  not  left  us  alone.  He 
has  given  us  a  willing  and  efficient  helper  in  the 
person  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  whom  He  has  con- 
stituted the  channel  of  all  His  graces  to  men. 
When,  therefore,  we  ask  her  for  anything  that 
will  help  us  along  in  the  way  of  perfection,  for 
anything  that  will  further  the  interests  of  our 
eternal  salvation — graces  to  perform  well  the 
duties  of  our  calling — strength  to  overcome  our- 
selves and  the  enemies  of  our  souls,  count  upon 
it  we  will  not  ask  in  vain.  She  is  more  willing 
to  give  than  we  are  to  ask,  more  ready  to  listen  to 
our  petitions  than  we  are  to  present  them,  more 
desirous  of  aiding  us  than  we  are  of  requesting 
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her  assistance.  Heretofore  we  have  not  received 
much  from  her  because  we  have  not  asked  for 
much.  Let  us  then,  knowing  as  we  do  the  power 
of  Mary  and  her  willingness  to  help  us,  have 
more  confidence  in  her  for  the  future,  have  re- 
course to  her  oftener  than  hitherto  in  our  sorrows 
and  tribulations.  Let  us  always  call  upon  her  in 
our  necessities  and  afflictions,  in  our  trials  and 
temptations,  that  we  may  deserve  her  assistance, 
even  should  we  be  unable  to  ask  it,  at  that 
awful  moment  of  death,  when  she  is  in  every 
sense  of  the  word  the  "Help  of  Christians";  and 
may  she  also  be  to  each  and  every  one  of  us  the 
gate  of  heaven — the  portal  of  a  blissful  eternity. 


(For  the  A.ve  Maria.) 

Forgotten  Souls. 

Heaven's  beautiful  portals 

Are  standing  open  wide, 
And  hymning:  their  glad  thanksgiving,  • 

The  blessed  enter  there; 
But  from  far— from  twilight  regions— 

Where  waiting  souls  abide, 
Come  sounds  of  low  lamenting, 

And  a  wail,  like  piteous  prayer. 

Alas,  they  were  soon  forgotten! 

Alas,  for  the  helpless  dead! 
Some  graves  in  every  churchyard 

In  weeds  are  forlornly  dressed; 
And  even  their  nearest  and  dearest 

Pass  by  them  with  hasty  tread, 
Or  hardly  pause  to  whisper 

One  prayer  for  eternal  rest. 

Love  that  fails  when  the  need  is  greatest, 

Oh,  can  we  call  it  love? 
Though  i't  clung  till  the  parting  moment, 

And  wept  o'er  the  parting  breath, 
Tet  leaves  the  sad  soul  in  anguish, 

To  pine  for  its  home  above — 
Oh!  love  would  speed  it  to  heaven, 

And  be  mightier  far  than  death! 


ST.  ALPHONSUS  LIGUORI,  apostrophising  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  in  one  of  his  writings,  exclaimed: 
"Thou  knowest,  O  my  sweetest  Lady  and  Mother, 
Mary,  thou  knowest  that  in  thee,  next  to  Jesus,  I 
have  placed  all  my  hope  of  eternal  salvation, 
since  all  the  good  I  have  received,  my  conversion, 
my  vocation  to  leave  the  world,  and  whatever 
other  graces  have  been  given  me  by  God,  I  ac- 
knowledge them  all  as  coming  through  thee. 
Thou  knowest  that  to  see  thee  loved  by  all  as 
thou  dost  deserve,  and  to  offer  thee  some  token  of 
gratitude,  I  have  always  sought  to  proclaim  thee 
everywhere,  in  public  and  in  private,  and  to  in- 
spire all  men  with  a  sweet  and  salutary  devotion 
to  thee." 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIII.— [CONTINUED.] 
He  untied  the  faded  ribbon  that  held  the  yellow, 
mildewed  papers  together,  and  discovered  a  small 
journal,  its  pages  closely  written,  and  in  some 
places  blotted  with  tears;  dropping  all  the  others, 
he  began  to  read  it  with  eager  eyes  and  hungry 
heart,  and  it  was  soon  revealed  to  him  that  the  beauti- 
ful face  which  had  held  him  so  strangely  entranced 
was  that  of  his  mother.  Ah!  he  knew  now  that 
the  pale,  passionless  nun  at  Troi'tza  was  what  his 
instincts  had  made  him  long  ago  suspect,  a  fraud ; 
and,  farther  on,  learned  that  she  was  a  cousin  of 
his  father's,  who  had  consented,  on  condition  of 
her  entrance  dower  to  the  convent  being  paid  by 
the  Princess,  to  personate  his  mother.  But  where 
was  his  mother?  There  between  the  pages  of 
the  journal,  carefully  pinned  to  them,  were  the 
certificates,  legal  and  ecclesiastical,  of  the  marriage 
of  Count  Andrei  Dimitri  DouskoJ  with  Olga  von 
Sturmhoff,  the  daughter  of  a  banker  at  Hamburg! 
Attached  by  a  slender  thread  of  silk  to  one  of 
these  papers  by  a  black  seal  was  a  small,  heavy 
gold  ring — a  wedding  ring — with  the  word 
"Mizpah"  engraved  in  raised  letters  of  dead 
gold  upon  it;  that  had  been  buried  with  the  rest, 
as  if  the  significance  of  the  word  had  become  a 
bitter  mockery.  "God  watch  between  thee  and 
me,"  it  meant;  had  He  watched,  or  had  He  been 
defied  and  mocked  by  broken  vows  and  promises? 
The  young  Count  dropped  the  ring;  it  told  him. 
nothing  yet,  and  it  fell  ringing  on  the  crystal  of 
his  watch,  which  he  had  laid  upon  the  table  to 
note  the  time. 

That  then  was  her  name,  Olga  von  Sturmhoff, 
— his  mother's  name, — yes,  her  very  name — for 
between  the  two  next  pages,  securely  fastened  to 
them,  he  found  the  certificate  of  his  baptism,  con- 
taining the  date  of  his  birth;  his  name,  Dimitri 
Andrei  Douskoi,  and  the  names  of  his  parents; 
it  was  signed  and  authenticated  by  the  priest  of 
the  Greek  Church  who  had  performed  the  cere- 
mony, with  other  particulars  of  date  and  place. 

We  cannot  detail  the  contents  of  this  journal 
and  those  letters,  for  the  hands  of  the  watch  there 
show  by  the  light  of  the  blessed  candles  that  in 
another  hour  day  will  dawn;  the  time  is  too 
short,  and  our  space  too  limited  to  follow  him. 
But  we  will  tell  you  briefly  how  it  was.  The  rich 
Hamburg  banker,  von  Sturmhoff,  his  patent  of  no- 
bility new,  and  conferred  for  some  rare  act  of  fidel- 
ity to  the  state,  had  a  beautiful  villa  on  the  fertile 
shores  of  the  Crimea,  to  which  he  used  to  retire 
with  his  only  child,  Olga,  and  two  or  three 
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chosen  friends,  to  spend  the  summer  months. 
The  girl  was  motherless;  Madame  von  Sturmhoff, 
who  was  a  Russian  lady,  having  died  when  her 
child  was  scarcely  old  enough  to  understand  her 
loss.  Disappointed  in  his  hopes  of  a  son,  von 
Sturmhoff  placed  his  daughter's  education  and 
training  in  the  care  of  learned  men,  who  however 
highly  and  however  faithfully  they  cultivated  her 
intellectual  life,  knew  less  than  nothing  of  how 
to  develop  to  a  good  and  useful  maturity  the 
sensitive  germs  of  a  feminine  nature  that  was 
enriched  with  rare  womanly  perceptions  and  the 
gifts  of  poetic  genius.  They  taught  her  a  sort  of 
deified  morality,  more  worthy,  they  thought,  of 
an  intellectual  belief,  than  the  superstitions  that 
enthusiasts  called  Religion;  and  Olga  reached 
womanhood  as  accomplished  a  pagan,  and  as 
beautiful,  as  Aspasia.  About  this  lime  she  first 
met  by  accident  Count  Andrei  Douskoi,  wh<>  had 
come  to  the  Crimea  in  the  suite  of  the  Grand 
Duke,  and  was  staying  at  the  Imperial  Lodge 
with  a  number  of  gay  revellers  belonging  to  the 
court  circles.  Mutually  fascinated,  they  saw 
each  other  frequently  when  driving,  or  boating, 
or  at  public  entertainments:  then  a  proper  intro- 
duction took  place,  and  he  was  given  permission 
by  her  father  to  visit  them.  For  her  society  he 
gave  up  all  else;  and  had  either  of  them  known 
what  true  religious  principles  inculcate,  their  lives 
might  have  been  blessed  instead  of  cursed,  for 
the  fabric  of  their  earthly  destiny  would  have 
been  built  on  a  surer  foundation  than  sand,  which 
has  no  strength  of  its  own  to  resist  the  stormy 
tides  that  beat  against  and  sweep  over  it  in  tem- 
pests that  are  sure  to  come  into  every  human  life. 
Count  Andrei  sought  the  hand  of  Olga  von  Siurm- 
hoff  honorably  and  openly,  but  the  proud,  honest 
burgher  blood  of  her  father  was  stirred,  and  he 
refused  his  consent  until  that  of  the  Douskoi 
family  should  be  given.  He  knew  well  that  a 
man  of  the  people,  ennobled  by  a  royal  patent, 
was  looked  down  upon  as  an  interloper  by  the  old 
noblesse,  whose  sixteen  quarterings  indicated  both 
sangre  azure  and  then  rank ;  and  if  his  daughter 
married  among  them  she  would  have  to  be  re- 
ceived not  as  an  underling  but  as  an  equal.  But 
the  family  of  Dimitri  Douskoi'  was  shaken  as  if 
by  an  earthquake  at  the  very  idea  of  the  heir  of 
the  honors  of  their  princely  house  uniting  him- 
self in  marriage  with  the  daugther  of  a  man  in 
trade;  it  was  a  mesalliance,  an  outrage,  and  it 
was  forbidden  under  pains  and  penalties  that  ex- 
cited rage  and  revolt  in  Count  Andrei's  bosom, 
and  he  determined  to  defy  them  all,  which  he 
did,  by  deceiving  the  banker  and  his  daughter 
into  the  belief  that  he  had  the  unqualified  con- 
sent of  his  family  to  marry  her.  The  marriage 


took  place  quietly,  according  to  the  rites  of  the 
Greek  Church,  and  for  a  few  months  Olga  rejoiced 
in  her  newly  formed  ties.  After  that,  under 
pretence  of  business,  her  husband  made  long  ab- 
sences from  home,  each  one  longer  than  the 
last,  and  finally  a  letter  came  directed  to  her, 
written  by  the  old  Princess,  filled  with  violent 
abuse,  upraiding  her  for  marrying  her  nephew 
against  the  express  commands  of  his  family,  and 
cursing  her  as  the  cause  of  his  disobedience; 
then  she  understood  for  the  first  time  the  deep 
duplicity  of  her  husband's  character.  Time  wore 
on;  gentle  reproaches,  or  tender  expostulations, 
or  the  passionate  eloquence  of  her  outraged  heart, 
failed  alike  to  win  him  back  or  lure  him  from 
the  vices  which  he  no  longer  made  even  a  feint 
to  conceal.  The  romance  was  ended :  the  sparkle 
gone  from  the  wine  for  him,  and  for. her  the  lees 
of  the  cup,  and  shattered  hopes,  were  only  left. 
He  boasted  of  his  debaucheries  to  her, — cruel  un- 
kindness,  open  faithlessness,  and  at  last  desertion 
followed,  and  the  threat  that  he  would  take  the 
child  from  her  he  left  impending  over  like  a 
hair-suspended  sword. 

As  these  revelations  broke  on  Dimitri  his  eyes 
grew  white  with  tearless  rage!  His  mother!  his 
innocent,  beautiful  young  mother  the  victim  of  a 
brute  like  this!  Had  she  no  friends  to  protect 
her?  was  there  no  one  to  kill  him?"  cried  the 
boy,  grinding  his  teeth  witli  impotent  rage. 

No,  there  were  none  on  earth  or  in  heaven  upon 
whom  she  could  call ;  her  father  had  died  suddenly 
of  paralysis  of  the  brain  soon  after  her  marriage, 
and  she  was  without  the  solace  of  religion,  which 
could  alone  have  strengthened  her  and  elevated  her 
to  union  with  and  submission  to  God's  holy  will 
under  her  repeated  and  bitter  trials.  She  was  too 
proud  to  talk  of  her  sorrows,  and  she  had  only  the 
stoicism  of  an  unblessed  endurance  to  lean  upon. 
But  there  were  two  humble  individuals  of  her 
household  in  whom  she  felt  a  certain  confidence, 
and  who,  by  their  daily  fidelity  and  unspoken 
sympathy,  assured  her  of  their  faithfulness  and 
attachment.  Strange  to  say,  one  of  them  was  a 
Tartar  nurse — Fatiana — who  had  been  brought  by 
Count  Andrei  from  his  home  in  Northern  Russia, 
and  allowed  to  come,  under  certain  secret  condi- 
tions, by  the  Princess  Dimitri-Douskoi,  to  take 
care  of  his  son  soon  after  the  child's  birth.  The 
other  was  an  old  book-keeper  of  her  father's,  Carl 
Shaeffer,  who  had  retired  from  the  banking-house 
— now  in  other  hands — on  an  annuitj',  but  had 
never  actually  left  her  service;  and  now  that  she 
was  left  so  unprotected  he  determined  never  to 
leave  her.  Left  the  sole  heiress  of  her  father's 
wealth,  without  conditions  or  restrictions  as  to  its 
use,  it  was  not  long  before  Count  Andrei  returned 
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and  by  his  old  fascinations  almost  persuaded  her 
of  his  penitence  and  reformation,  and  artfully 
kept  up  the  comedy  until  by  stratagem  and  fraud 
he  despoiled  her  of  immense  sums,  which  were 
lost  at  the  gaming  tables  of  St.  Petersburg  and 
Paris,  and  in  such  debaucheries  and  riotous  living 
as  Godless,  immoral  men  waste  their  substance 
upon.  She  cared  nothing  for  money,  never  having 
known  a  want;  it  might  all  go,  if  by  its  generous 
use  her  husband  could  be  won  back  to  his  home, 
to  his  child,  to  a  nobler  and  better  life;  not  her 
love,  for  that  was  already  wounded  unto  death; 
her  nature  could  not  tolerate  love  without  respect; 
but  for  her  boy's  sake  she  would  be  patient,  and 
give  without  sparing  as  long  as  there  was  any- 
thing to  give. 

But  Carl  Shaeffer  saw  how  things  were  going  to 
end,  and  one  day  took  courage,  and  with  tears  in 
his  old  eyes  besought  her  for  the  sake  of  her  child 
to  make  over  for  his  future  use  the  comparatively 
small  fortune  that  she  inherited  in  her  own  right 
from  her  mother.  He  had  taken  the  precaution 
to  have  a  document  formally  and  legally  prepared 
for  this  purpose,  hoping  to  win  her  consent  to 
sign  it.  She  at  first  refused  to  do  so,  but  he  spoke 
up  boldly  in  words  that  no  one  else  would  have 
dared  to  utter;  he  knelt  at  her  feet  and  begged  her 
by  the  memory  of  her  father  to  put  this  fortune 
beyond  her  own  reach,  that  her  son  might  not  be 
left  impoverished  when  he  arrived  at  manhood. 
The  faithful  old  servant  prevailed:  Fatiana  was 
summoned  as  a  witness,  the  Countess  Olga  signed 
the  transfer,  and  they  both  signed  their  names. 

Once  more  Count  Andrei  came,  and  offered  her 
an  agreement  to  leave  her  in  undisturbed  posses- 
sion of  her  child,  and  free  her  of  his  own  presence 
forever,  if  she  would  assign  to  him  a  large  sum  that 
he  named,  without  which  he  would  be  a  ruined 
and  disgraced  man.  The  amount  he  demanded 
would  leave  but  a  small  pittance  for  her  support, 
but  she  agreed  thankfully,  caring  for  nothing  ex- 
cept that  her  child  should  be  left  to  her;  left  in 
peace  with  him,  poverty  would  be  welcome, — pov- 
erty, which  she  only  knew  of  as  an  ideal.  The 
unprincipled  man  having  gained  his  purpose,  has- 
tened to  leave  the  home  which  had  no  charms  for 
his  vitiated  and  corrupt  tastes,  and  returned  to  his 
dissolute  companions  in  Paris.  Fatiana,  touched 
more  and  more  by  the  undeserved  misfortunes  and 
unmerited  sufferings  of  her  master's  wife,  deter- 
mined to  befriend  her  if  she  could  do  so  without 
open  disloyalty  to  him — to  whom,  despite  his 
wickedness,  she  was  faithfully  attached — while 
under  the  curt,  grotesque  manner  and  appearance 
of  the  Tartar  woman,  Olga — always  watchful  of 
what  came  near  her  child — had  discerned  the  pure 
traits  of  genuine  goodness,  and  at  last  trusted  her 


fully,  and  found  solace  in  her  unobtrusive  attend- 
ance and  the  unspoken  sympathy  expressed  in  a 
thousand  ways  by  her  acts.  The  days  wore  on 
peacefully  enough.  Olga  began  to  take  pleasure 
once  more  in  her  studies,  which  embraced  a  wide 
scope  of  intellectual  activity;  her  music,  her 
painting,  her  poetic  imagination,  won  her  some- 
times to  a  forgetfulness  of  the  bitter  past;  and 
where  they  failed  in  comfort,  the  smiles  and 
winning  ways  of  her  strong,  handsome  boy  sup- 
plied the  need. 

One  dreamy  sumnaer  afternoon,  while  she  sat 
under  a  great  tree>  watching  listlessly  the  shim- 
mer of  the  distant  sea  and  the  white  sails  gliding 
past,  losing  themselves  in  the  far-off  misty  light, 
old  Carl,  who  had  just  returned  from  Hamburg, 
where  he  had  been  to  attend  to  that  business, 
handed  her  a  French  newspaper,  and  in  a  choking 
voice  said,  as  he  laid  his  lony,  bong  finger  on  a 
certain  paragraph:  "Read  that."  She  glanced 
over  it,  but  made  no  outcry  or  other  sign,  for  a 
cold  feeling  of  stagnation  seemed  to  be  turning 
the  currents  of  her  life  to  stone.  It  was  only  this: 
Count  Andrei  Douskol  had  thrown  all  Paris  into 
an  excitement  by  first  marrying  a  ballet-dancer, 
shortly  after  which  he  had  fought  a  duel  and 
killed  his  antagonist,  but  had  escaped  justice. 
"  Take  it  away,  Carl.  I  will  speak  to  you  to-mor- 
row. Cut  that  out  for  me,"  was  all  she  said,  hand- 
ing him  back  the  paper,  with  a  frozen  loojt.  She 
arose,  and  was  going  towards  the  house,  but 
stopped  by  the  way,  where  Fatiana,  with  the 
child  gambolling  on  the  grass  around  her,  sat 
knitting,  and  told  her  "to  be  careful  of  him,  and 
see  that  he  did  not  stray  out  of  sight";  then  she 
went  in,  sought  her  bedchamber,  and  locking 
herself  in,  stood  beating  and  tearing  her  breast 
until  her  garments  were  rent  to  shreds,  and  her 
white  tender  flesh  was  black  and  purple.  No 
sound  escaped  her  lips,  but  a  froth  of  blood 
streamed  from  them  where  her  white  even  teeth 
pressed  deep  into  them.  It  was  the  despair  of  a 
heathen, — it  was  nature  struggling  with  a  proud 
stoicism.  Had  she  had  the  Cross  of  Christ  on 
which  to  lean,  His  Passion  with  which  to  unite 
the  bitterness  of  her  grief,  and  the  Sorrows  of  that 
Virgin  Mother  whose  sorrows  surpassed  those  of 
all  humankind,  to  contemplate,  how  differently 
had  she  borne  her  woe!  No  tears  fell  for  her 
relief,  no  friendly  unconsciousness  came  to  lapse 
her  agony  into  forgetful  ness;  but  every  nerve  was 
strained,  every  faculty  suffered  separately;  the 
conflict  was  bitter,  and  there  was  "none  to  com- 
fort her"!  As  the  sunlight  faded  out  of  her 
windows,  and  the  dim  twilight  shadows  crept  in, 
and  there  was  nothing  of  brightness  to  mock  her, 
the  savage  excess  of  her  emotions  subsided :  her 
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arms  fell,  and  the  fiery  glow  of  "pain's  furnace 
heat"  died  out  of  her  eyes.  Never  could  she  be 
so  hurt  again;  for  the  last  vital  spark  of  earthly 
love  and  hope  was  forever  extinguished,  and  she 
measured  by  its  ruin  the  depth  of  devotion  that 
through  all  she  had  cherished  for  the  man  who 
had  shattered  the  fabric  of  her  life.  By  morning 
a  cold  white  calm  had  settled  upon  her;  and 
when  Carl  brought  her  the  printed  slip  that  he 
had  by  her  command  cut  from  the  paper,  she 
simply  took  it,  and,  without  referring  to  it  in  any 
way,  questioned  him  about  the  business  that  had 
taken  him  to  Hamburg ;  and  when  he  explained 
to  her  that  it  was  all  satisfactorily  settled,  and 
handed  her  the  acknowledgments,  or  certificates 
of  deposit  sent  by  the  bank  officials,  she  expressed 
herself  well  satisfied,  and,  after  thanking  him, 
went  away  to  her  little  library,  where  she  staid 
writing  all  day. 

There,  between  these  bank  certificates,  was  the 
scrap  of  newspaper;  Dimitri  read  it;  a  half  cen- 
tury seemed  to  have  passed  over  the  boy's  head 
in  the  last  hour  or  two,  as  ocean  storms  bite  away 
the  land  and  cast  the  debris  with  the  fragments  of 
wrecks  it  sweeps  along  in  its  course  upon  some 
fair  island,  making  grim,  unsightly  formations, 
and  devastating  its  smiling  loveliness.  But  he 
folded  these  papers  together  again,  and  placed 
them,  according  to  their  number,  with  those  he 
had  already  looked  over,  and  continued  his  in- 
vestigation of  others,  the  contents  of  which  we 
abbreviate. 

[TO  BE  CONTESTIED.] 


A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 

(No.  9.) 

BY  KEY.  J.  ADAM. 

After  founding  the  Mission  of  San  Louis  Obispo, 
Father  Serra  continued  his  journey,  leaving  Father 
Jose  at  the  Mission  in  company  with  two  Christian 
Indians  and  with  an  ample  supply  of  provisions. 
These  two  Indians,  assisted  by  others,  commenced 
the  erection  of  the  church  and  necessary  buildings. 
A  savage  once  set  fire  to  the  roof  of  the  building, 
which,  being  composed  of  straw,  burnt  the  whole 
of  the  buildings  around.  A  second  conflagration 
which  took  place  at  a  midnight  Mass  again 
destroyed  the  fruits  of  their  labor;  this  induced 
Father  Cavalier  to  try  his  ingenuity  at  making 
tiles,  which  art  he  now  endeavored  to  teach  jthe  In- 
dians. He  had  either  never  seen  them  made  or 
else  had  forgotten  how,  for  they  had  to  try  for  a 
long  time  and  with  unremitting  perseverance  be- 
fore they  could  succeed.  Tile  roofs  were  eventu- 


ally adopted  in  all  the  other  Missions  also.  The 
same  tile  roof  which  caused  the  good  missionary 
such  painstaking  and  exertion  fell  in  with  a  great 
crash,  on  a  Sunday,  a  few  years  ago,  while  the  con- 
gregation were  assembled  for  Vespers.  There  was 
a  general  rush  towards  the  door ;  but  Father  Sastre, 
who  was  at  the  time  the  resident  pastor  of  the 
Mission,  assured  them  that  the  beams  and  the  ceil- 
ing were  so  strong  there  was  no  fear  of  the  tiles 
falling  through.  This  calmed  the  frightened 
congregation;  they  re-entered  the  church,  Bene- 
diction was  given,  and  no  further  accident  oc- 
curred. A  new  roof  has  since  been  put  on  the 
church,  but  the  original  tiles,  made  nearly  one  hun- 
dred years  previous — the  first  in  California — still 
remain  as  a  memorial  of  the  industry  and  perseve- 
rance of  the  early  Franciscans.  At  the  time  of 
Father  Serra's  death  the  Mission  of  San  Luis 
Obispo  counted  616  Christians. 

Like  the  stag  panting  for  the  spring  at  which, 
to  slake  his  thirst,  so  the  heart  of  Father  Serra, 
full  of  the  fire  of  divine  love,  thirsted  with  zeal  at 
beholding  the  number  of  benighted  Indians  that 
covered  the  eighty  leagues  which  he  had  to  trav- 
erse between  the  Missions  of  San  Luis  and  San 
Gabriel.  On  arriving  at  the  latter  place,  which 
he  had  never  before  visited,  he  praised  the  /zeal- 
ous exertions  of  the  good  Fathers,  and  started  for 
San  Diego,  whither  he  arrived  on  the  10th  of 
September.  One  of  his  first  cares  here  was  to 
endeavor  to  obtain  a  shipload  of  provisions  for 
the  sufferers  at  Monterey,  and  to  this  end  he  en- 
deavored to  excite  the  good  will  and  sympathy  of 
the  Commandant,  Juan  Perez.  After  much  en- 
treaty he  finally  succeeded.  He  tried  also  to  obtain 
some  soldiers  from  Fages  to  assist  in  establishing 
new  Missions,  but,  failing  in  this,  he,  with  one  of 
his  Indian  neophytes,  took  passage  in  the  packet- 
boat  San  Carlos,  for  San  Bias,  which  he  reached  in 
about  fifteen  days.  After  walking  some  240  miles 
thence  to  Guadalajara,  he  and  his  companion  fell 
sick  of  a  malignant  fever,  which  reduced  them  so 
low  that  the  Holy  Viaticum  was  administered. 
The  Indian  who  accompanied  him  was  one  of  his 
first  converts  at  Monterey,  which  fact  drew  much 
attention  to  him  during  their  travels,  and  in  their 
present  illness  the  good  Father  seemed  to  lose 
sight  entirely  of  himself,  praying  only  for  the  re. 
covery  of  his  companion,  as  he  feared  that  in  the 
event  of  his  death  a  bad  impression  might  be 
made  on  his  Indian  friends  at  home ;  they  might 
probably  suspect  foul  play  or  violence,  and  thus 
a  serious  impediment  be  raised  to  the  success  of 
the  missionaries  among  them.  God  heard  his 
prayer,  sparing  not  only  the  life  of  his  neophyte 
but  his  own  more  precious  one. 

It  was  the  Father's  wish  to  push  on  to  Mexico 


Jive  Maria. 


751 


as  soon  as  possible,  for  although  the  journey  was 
long,  rough,  and  dangerous  to  a  man  in  his  six- 
tieth year  and  after  a  serious  illness,  yet  the 
safety  of  the  Missions  already  established  and  the 
means  of  founding  new  ones  were  at  stake;  so, 
after  recovering  sufficiently  lo  be  able  to  resume 
their  journey,  they  started  for  the  capital,  which 
they  reached  on  the  6th  of  February,  1773,  both 
of  them  very  thin  and  emaciated  from  their  re- 
cent illness, 

His  excellency  the  Viceroy,  Bucareli,  received 
Father  Serra  very  kindly,  obtained  him  all  the  in- 
formation he  desired,  and  placed  at  his  disposal  all 
the  necessary  means  for  carrying  on  his  spiritual 
works.  Orders  were  given,  and  a  packet  was  im- 
mediately despatched  to  Monterey.  The  elements 
were  averse,  however:  a  great  storm  arose,  the 
provisions  were  destroyed,  and  the  ship  driven 
into  the  port  of  Loreto.  Meanwhile  the  fathers, 
neophytes  and  soldiers  suffered  terribly  at  Mon- 
terey, where  for  a  period  of  eight  months  they  had 
nothing  but  milk  to  subsist  upon. 

Father  Serra  presented  his  petition  in  favor  of 
the  Missions  to  the  Governor,  in  writing,  and  it 
made  such  an  impression  and  was  so  favorably  re- 
garded that  all  and  even  more  than  he  desired 
was  granted.  Wise  regulations  for  their  welfare 
were  made,  more  soldiers  were  sent  them,  three 
additional  forts  were  erected,  one  at  San  Diego, 
one  at  San  Francisco,  and  a  third  in  an  intermedi- 
ary position  on  the  Santa  Barbara  channel.  To 
further  the  success  and  extend  the  advantages  of 
the  Missions,  sixteen  additional  workmen  were 
allowed  to  each  in  order  to  teach  the  Indians  and 
make  them  proficient  in  the  different  trades  and 
handiworks  that  were  found  necessary  to  supply 
the  general  needs.  Ample  supplies  of  clothing  and 
provisions  were  likewise  sent  them — amounting  in 
value  to  thousands  of  dollars.  Such  was  the  result 
of  Father  Serra's  sufferings  and  persevering  efforts 
in  behalf  of  his  beloved  Missions,  finding,  as  it 
did,  a  generous  co-operation  on  the  part  of  the  gen- 
erous and  Christian-hearted  Viceroy.  Orders  were 
issued  to  one  of  the  military  commanders  to  pass 
with  his  troops  from  Sonora  to  Monterey,  crossing 
the  Rivers  Gil  a  and  Colorado,  in  order  to  convey 
provisions  for  the  sufferers,  which  commission  was 
successfully  carried  out.  In  fact  such  was  the 
Viceroy's  confidence  in  and  respect  for  Father 
Serra  that  he  was  ready  to  grant  the  zealous  mis- 
sionary all  that  he  wished;  and  he  himself  was  so 
desirous  of  the  conversion  of  the  poor  Indians 
that  he  ordered  the  packet  San  Carlos  from  Mon- 
terey on  an  exploring  expedition  towards  the 
North,  in  order  to  ascertain  whether  those  regions 
did  not  likewise  need  missionaries.  With  such 
favorable  results  as  the  fruits  of  his  journey,  Father 


Serra  left  Mexico  in  September,  1773,  accompanied 
by  Father  Paul  Mugartegni.  Before  departing,  the 
aged  missionary  humbly  kissed  the  feet  of  all  the 
religious  and  asked  their  blessing,  telling  them 
they  would  never  more  behold  him  in  this  world. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


One  Year  To-Day. 

IX  MEMORY    OF    REV.  N.  H.  GILLESPIE,   C.  8.   0. 

One  year — as  we  count  time — one  year  we  say — 
We,  tarrying  yet  upon  this  border  land 
Whose  outmost  verge  is  the  eternal  strand, 

He  has  been  dead  one  long  lone  year  to-day. 

But  whither  he  hath  passed— that  farther  shore- 
There  is  no  morrow,  and  no  yesterday, 
To  dwell  on  as  they  slowly  lapse  away, 

Bat  ever  present  peace,  for  evermore. 

Even  though  the  last  glad  bourne  he  hath  not  gained, 
Not  yet  the  untold  glory,  which  awaits 
The  blessed  souls  within  the  pearly  gates — 

Not  yet  the  fulness  of  all  joy  attained, 

But  in  "Our  Lady's  Kingdom"  bideth  yet 
The  twilight  silent  land, — tranquil  and  dim, 
The  land  where  soundeth  neither  plaint  nor  hymn, 

Where  patient  souls  their  Lord's  last  best  fulfil: — 

And  on  the  wrecks  left  by  mortality 
The  searching  keenness  of  the  fire  invite, 
And  whilst  they  grow  more  beauteous  in  His  sight 

They  worship  God's  all-perfect  purity. 

In  that  still  realm  he  counts  not  days  nor  years, 
But  only  muses  on  the  Face  Divine — 
That  heavenly  Face,  all  tender  and  benign, 

He  saw  one  instant,  through  his  grateful  tears. 

No  restlessness — no  weariness  he  knows — 
No  wistful  questioning — no  uncertain  fear — 
No  doubt  of  heaven  at  last — mournful  and  drear— 

But  in  God's  will  finds  peacefullest  repose. 

He  waits  in  peace — his  day  of  doom  is  past—- 
Oh, let  our  prayers  be  peaceful  as  his  rest. 
And  praises  mingle  with  them — God  be  blest; 

That  surely  heaven  awaited  him  at  last. 

R.  V.  R. 


THOUGH  you  know  not  yourself  to  be  guilty, 
nevertheless  dare  not  to  think  yourself  just. — St. 
Bernard. 

DENIS  the  Carthusian  relates  that  a  servant  of 
God  once  heard  in  a  vision  these  words  which 
were  uttered  with  one  voice  by  the  souls  in  Pur- 
gatory— "  O  Lord  God,  grant,  out  of  Thy  incom- 
prehensible power,  a  hundredfold  reward  to  all 
those  in  the  world  who  by  their  prayers  do  help 
us  and  lift  us  up  towards  the  light  of  Thy  Deity." 
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Garcia  Moreno's  Devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Yii-gin. 

Rev.  F.  Henry  Matthias  Garcia,  O.  P.,  of  Quito, 
thus  speaks  of  President  Moreno's  love  for  the 
Blessed  Virgin : 

"The  President  of  the  Republic,  who  is  a  Chris- 
tian of  the  ancient  stamp,  usually  assisted  at  the 
eight  o'clock  Mass,  which  it  is  my  duty  to  cele- 
brate every  day  at  the  altar  of  the  Rosary.  He 
knelt  on  a  cushion  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  his 
wife  at  his  side  on  a  carpet  (according  to  the 
custom  in  South  America,  where  benches  and 
chairs  are  unknown  in  the  churches). 

"The  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary,  clothed 
with  vestments  embroidered  with  gold  and  silver, 
and  studded  with  precious  stones,  bears  in  her 
hand,  besides  a  bouquet  of  lilies  and  roses,  a 
precious  staff  mounted  with  gold,  as  a  sign  that 
she  journeys  through  the  earth  spreading  every- 
where her  Rosary  and  its  blessings.  At  her  feet 
are  crossed  a  sword  and  its  scabbard,  given  by 
our  President,  who  thus  wished  to  bear  witness 
that  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary  is  the  patroness  of 
the  army.  The  troops  therefore  keep  her  Feast 
with  all  solemnity  on  the  first  Sunday  of  October. 

"When  the  news  of  the  crime  committed  on  the 
head  of  the  nation  was  received,  this  noble  army, 
consecrated  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary,  solemnly 
protested  its  sorrow  for  the  deed,  and  proclaimed 
that  it  would  maintain  the  established  order  of 
government. 

"  Before  yielding  his  last  breath,  Garcia  Moreno 
had  time  to  express  his  hope  and  his  faith.  '  God,' 
he  said, '  does  not  die.'  " 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  October  22, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — I  hold  before  me  a  translation, 
from  the  original  Persian,  of  the 

AUTOGRAPH  LETTER  OF  THE  SHAH 

to  our  Holy  Father.  Let  me  translate  it  from  the  Italian. 
I  would  willingly  translate  it  from  the  original  copy, 
but  Persian  was  not  taught  where  I  went  to  school, 
However,  here  is  the  document,  and  by  way  of  intro- 
duction permit  me  to  say  that  its  tone  substantiates 
the  comparison  made  by  the  Pope  the  other  day  be- 
tween the  Gerasens  of  old  and  the  Energumeni  of 
to-day:  Jesus  Christ  is  being  received  by  a  people 
other  than  His  own. 

"To  His  Holiness,  most  Venerable,  and  most  re- 
nowned, the  Pope,  marked  with  the  character  of  Mes- 
sias,  brought  up  as  the  inhabitants  of  the  celestial 
world.  May  the  grace  of  the  Lord  assist  him.  The 
friendly  and  venerable  letter  of  Your  Holiness  of  an- 
gelic qualities,  written  in  a  superabounding  friend- 
ship, and  entrusted  to  His  Eminence,  Augustine,  the 


honorable  Archbishop  of  Heraclea,  directed  to  Us,  has 
reached  Us,  as  also  the  jfifts,  beloved  and  estimable 
pledges,  and  distinguished  souvenirs,  destined  to  he  a 
lasting  motive  of  increasing  Our  affection.  To  make 
known  in  a  particular  manner  how  much  value  and 
consideration  We  accorded  to  the  letter  and  gifts  of 
Your  Holiness,  and  to  the  Archbishop  Augustine,  We 
received  them  in  Our  own  Imperial  Person,'and,  as  was 
proper,  We  spoke  in  the  presence  of  all  of  the  friend- 
ship  and  affection  of  Your  Holiness  for  Us.  In  addi- 
tion to  this,  We  thought  it  of  necessity,  in  sending  this 
letter  to  You,  bearing  the  impress  of  friendship,  to 
signify  to  You  Our  heartfelt  joy  and  Our  sincere  satis- 
faction for  this  pledge  of  friendship  and  sincere  affec- 
tion given  Us  by  Your  Holiness,  and  to  assure  Your 
Holiness — in  accordance  with  the  wishes  and  amicable 
intentions  of  Your  Holiness — that  the  Delegates  of  the 
Catholic  Nation,  as  also  every  individual  of  that  Na- 
tion, have  been,  and  shall  continue  to  be,  as  in  the 
past,  objects  of  benevolence,  and,  so  to  say,  the  elect 
after  the  Ministers  of  Our  own  exalted  Empire;  and 
that  they  shall  be  in  the  highest  degree  objects  of 
every  kind  of  regard  and  protection.  To  increase  this 
regard,  after  the  establishment  of  these  relations,  so 
strongly  desired  by  Us,  formal  orders  have  been  issued 
by  Us,  aud  sent  to  the  governors  of  the  provinces,  con- 
cerning the  rights,  protection,  and  liberty  of  the  Cath- 
olics, relatively  to  their  religious  belief.  And  in  fact, 
we  consider  the  individuals  of  the  above-mentioned 
Catholic  Nation,  subjects  of  the  Persian  Empire,  as  a 
trust  confided  to  Our  care  by  Your  Holiness;  and,  as 
is  natural,  we  take  upon  Ourself  the  entire  charge  of 
the  trust  confided  to  Us  by  Your  Holiness;  because 
We  look  upon  Your  Person  as  the  greatest  among  the 
disciples  of  the  Messia,  (to  Whom  be  a  welcome)  and, 
for  this  reason,  worthy  of  veneration.  We  desire, 
thanks  to  the  purity  of  Your  heart,  that  You  will  not 
forget  us  in  Your  prayers,  and  that  Our  relations  with 
Your  Holiness  will  always  continue. 

"  Written  in  Our  Royal  Castle  of  Teheran,  the  month 
of  Ribi-rub-Sami,  1292  (May  1875)." 

The  seal  and  signature  of  His  Majesty  are  added. 
The  Catholic  sovereigns  of  Europe  could  employ  a 
profitable  half-hour  in  the  study  of  this  letter.  A  half- 
civilized  sovereign  has  given  two  good  lessons  in  a 
short  letter.  First  of  all,  he  recognizes  as  supreme  the 
liberty  of  conscience  of  his  subjects,  and  takes  upon 
himself,  and  in  his  own  person,  the  duty  of  defending 
"  the  rights,  protection,  and  liberty  of  the  Catholics, 
relatively  to  their  religious  belief."  The  tone  of  the 
letter  too,  and  the  diction,  show  a  profound  veneration 
for  the  person  of  His  Holiness,  and  by  contrast 

STIGMATIZE     WITH     INFAMY     THE     SACRILEGIOUS    MON- 
ABCH3 

who  stand  around  and  about  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  who 
insult  him  by  their  equivocations,  and  violate  every 
right  divine  and  human  by  arrogating  to  themselves 
the  power  of  disposing  of  him,  his  ministers,  and  the 
possessions  of  which  he  is  the  divinely  constituted  ad- 
ministrator. A  rude  barbarian  comes  into  Europe  to 
teach  its  sovereigns  religion  and  civilization.  Does  it 
not  remind  one  of  the  reproach  of  the  Saviour  to  the 
cities  which  had  been  blest  by  most  favors?  "Woe  to 
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thee,  Corozain,  wo  to  thee,  Betlisaida:  for  if  in  Tyre 
and  S  don  had  been  wrought  the  miracles  that  have 
be  n  wrought  in  you,  they  had  long  ago  done  pen- 
ance in  sack-cloth  and  ashes." 

The  Church  is  in  mourning  over  the  death  of  one  of 
her  beloved. 

CARDINAL   NOBILI  VITELLESCHI 

passed  hence  on  Sunday  evening  last.  Just  one  month 
a  Cardinal !  He  was  one  of  the  five  new  Cardinals  pro- 
claimed in  the  Consistory  of  the  17th  ult.  His  funeral 
obsequies  were  celebrated  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mark. 
The  Prelates  of  the  Pontifical  Palace  were  there  in  a 
body.  The  great  topic  in  Rome  now  is  the  trial  of  Lu- 
ciaui  and  his  suspected  accomplices  for  the  murder  of 
Sonzogno  of  infamous  memory.  I  say  infamous,  for  he 
was  the  editor  of  the  most  blasphemous  and  infamous 
sheet  in  existence,  the  Capitate  of  Rome.  The  good 
Romans  still  shudder  with  horror  when  they  remem- 
ber the  "  Life  of  Jesus  Christ "  which  was  published  in 
the  Capitals  about  three  years  ago.  It  contained  every 
blasphemy  already  vomited  forth  by  the  christophobite 
Renan,  but  they  had  not  the  politcsse  which  made 
Renan's  blasphemies  palatable  to  a  certain  class  of 
indifferentists.  Sonzogno's  blasphemies  were  pro- 
nounced in  the  lowest  kind  of  billingsgate.  He  was 
stabbed  in  his  own  office  on  February  the  6th,  1875, 
and  it  is  said  that  when  the  assassin's  poniard  fell 
upon  him  he  was  engaged  on  a  villainous  article 
against  religion.  However,  let  his  memory  perish.  I 
am  not  interested  enough  in  the  details  of  the  crime 
to  frequent  the  sessions.  Besides,  I'm  opposed  to  high 
crimes  and  misdemeanors  being  judged  upon  by  a 
criminal  court  holding  its  sessions  in  a  Catholic  Ora- 
tory. The  trial  is  going  on  in  the  Oratory  of  the  Fa- 
thers of  St.  Philip  Neri! 

GARIBALDI 

has  honored  the  Eternal  City  with  another  epistolary 
monument.  Here  it  is  entire: 

"  To  my  electors  in  Rome.  I  am  not  at  my  post  in 
Rome,  because  it  is  useless.  [We  knew  it  would  be.] 
The  day  in  which  1  shall  be  useful,  I  hope  to  be  with 
you.  Through  a  defect  in  the  administrative  union, 
nothing  positive  has  as  yet  been  effected  in  the  works 
on  the  Tiber;  however,  by  the  united  exertions  of  the 
scientific  men,  among  whom  figure  Prof.  Filopanti 
[a  blatant  humbug — charge  the  Translator  to  that 
amount],  Comm.  Baccariui,  and  Colonel  Amadei,  the 
destinies  of  the  future  Tiber,  intramural  and  extra- 
mural, are  marked;  and  I  hope  with  the  help  of  the 
Government,  the  Municipality,  and  the  Province  to  be 
able  to  begin  victoriously  to  bring  the  most  illustrious 
of  rivers  to  order,  and  regulate  it  in  its  caprices.  Ca- 
prera  9.-10-75.  G.  GARIBALDI." 

But  old  Father  Tiber  requires  more  solid  arguments 
than  Garibaldi's  squibs  and  projects  to  convince  him 
that  he  is  unruly  in  rainy  weather,  and  that  he  has  no 
business  in  prying  into  the  Pantheon,  and  overrunning 
the  fields  in  the  vicinity  of  St.  Paul's  as  he  did  last 
week,  when  it  rained.  Projects  without  number  have 
been  made  to  systematize  the  old  fellow,  but  he  is  still 
there,  just  where  the  "  Conscript  Fathers  of  the  Capitol 
remote  "  left  him. 


THE  EMPEROR  OP  PRUSSIA 

is  in  Milan — I  mean  one-third  of  him — the  other  two- 
thirds  cling  to  the  solitude  of  Varzen,  and  answer  to 
the  name  of  Bismark.  The  vexation  of  the  German- 
ico-Italians  is  indescribable.  Thousands  of  reasons 
are  alleged  for  the  refusal  of  the  Chancellor  to  accom- 
pany the  Emperor.  I  will  give  one  of  the  many.  It 
is  said  that  his  absence  is  a  snub  to  the  Minister  of  the 
King  of  Italy,  Marco  Minghetti,  because  the  latter 
has  not  adopted  the  Prussian  system  of  politics  in 
dealing  with  the  Vatican.  The  Diritto,  a  democratic 
paper  of  Rome,  has  the  following  on  the  subject: 
"The  choice  of  the  place  [of  meeting  between  the 
two  sovereigns]  shows,  that  Rome  is  not  held  to  be 
the  capital  of  Italy  in  the  same  sense  as  Vienna  and 
Berlin  are  the  capitals  of  the  two  Empires.  And  the 
fault  of  this  conception  which  foreign  courts  have  of 
Rome,  is  due  entirely  to  a  policy  which  has  always 
sought  to  lessen  the  importance  of  the  great  fact  [an- 
nexation] and  minus  this  policy,  Rome  would  not 
only  be  regarded,  but  also  treated  as  the  capital  of 
Italy.  And  now,  to  make  the  discomfiture  of  the 
moderate  party  [the  ministry]  more  complete,  add 
another  incident.  Prince  Bismark,  who,  out  of  a  debt 
of  courtesy,  and  more  particularly,  in  conformity  to  a 
constitutional  regulation,  should  follow  his  Sove- 
reign, remains  in  his  castle  of  Varzin."  The  Diritto 
proves  that  Bismark's  ill-health  cannot  be  adduced  as 
a  reason  for  his  absence,  because  Bismark  signified 
his  willingness  to  accompany  the  Emperor  to  Inns- 
pruck.  "His  absence,  therefore,  has  but  one  signifi- 
cation, which  the  cordiality  of  the  Imperial  reception, 
the  solemnity  of  the  festivities,  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
people  will  not  be  able  to  hide.  Thepolicy  of  the  mod- 
erate party  has  not  the  sympathies  of  Germany.  Instead 
of  laboring  with  her  in  the  same  purpose,  nay  aiding 
her  in  that  struggle  against  Ultramontanism,  the 
final  victory  over  which  will  be  of  more  advantage  to 
Italy  than  to  Germany,  by  our  conduct  towards  the 
Church  [[t  is  too  gentle,  is  it,  Master  Diritto?]  we 
render  the  task  of  the  Imperial  Chancellor  more  diffi- 
cult. He  finds  obstacles  where  he  should  find  allies." 
Thus  far  politically.  Historically,  the  Emperor  re- 
ceived an  embrace  from  Victor  Emmanuel,  and  the 
festivities  began  forthwith.  Many  of  the  papers  give 
us  the  bill  of  fare  of  each  imperial  repast.  What  in- 
terests us  in  the  matter  is  this.  The  Archbishop  of  a 
city  is  considered  a  peer  with  any  lord  in  the  court. 
King  Victor  did  not  forget  this,  and  he  invited. the 
Archbishop  of  Milan  to  the  great  dinner.  His  Lord- 
ship was  at  his  country  residence.  He  declined  at- 
tending, from  motives  of  health.  The  merrymaking 
will  be  over  on  the  22nd,  and  then  the  memory  of 
William  will  pass  away  like  that  of  the  many  Sove- 
reigns who  received  ovations  in  Milan.  When  Milan 
was  ceded  to  the  Austrians  in  1748,  Maria  Theresa 
was  received  in  Milan  with  great  enthusiasm,  and 
heard  the  celebrated  Austrian  bull  from  Italian 
mouths, 

"  VI  VAT    REX    NOSTER    MARIA    THERESA," 

—"Long  live  our  King,  Maria  Theresa."  Then 
Joseph  II  had  a  festa.  In  1790  Leopold  II  was  the 


754 


Ave  Maria. 


god,  and  the  Milanese  struck  a  medal  in  his  honor. 
Then  the  French  were  glorified,  and  soon  after,  in 
1799,  the  French  are  obliged  to  retire  and  make 
way  for  the  Austrians  and  the  Russians.  In  1805  the 
French  have  their  turn  again,  and  Napoleon  I  enters 
in  triumph,  with  Josephine.  He  was  on  the  foolish 
expedition  of  making  himself  crowned  king  of  Italy. 
How  sadly  it  all  ended!  And  the  Boy-King  of  Rome? 
And  the  Pope;1  The  "old  man"  outlived  the  child. 
In  1815  the  Austrians  again  enter  Milan  amid  new 
hozannas.  In  that  year  Francis  I  received  an  ovation ; 
in  1818  Ranieri,  the  Viceroy  of  Lombardy  and  Venice; 
in  1838,  Ferdinand  I,  who  was  crowned  king  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Milan.  In  1848,  Charles  Albert  is  the 
hero,  and  after  his  discomfiture  by  the  Austrians,  the 
"White-coats"  are  again  idolized.  In  1859,  Napoleon 
III  was  reminded  of  the  triumphal  entry  of  his  uncle, 
and  like  him,  too,  he  passed  away,  dying  in  a  strange 
land.  And  now,  it  is  the  Emperor  of  Prussia.  Who 
will  it  be  to-morrow  ?  ARTHUR. 


Remarkable  Incidents  of  the  late   Storm  at 
Indianola. 


From  Father  Manci,  the  good  priest  at  Indian- 
ola, the  following  remarkable  incidents  which 
occurred  during  the  recent  storin  were  obtained  by 
the  representative  of  the  Texas  Catholic,  who  vis- 
ited the  sad  scenes  and  wreck  of  that  unfortunate 
place.  When  the  storm  began,  the  good  Father 
was  in  Cuero,  whither  he  had  gone  to  fill  a  sacer- 
dotal engagement.  On  the  morning  in  which  the 
storm  began  he  experienced  a  strange  presenti- 
ment that  he  should  return  to  Indianola,  and 
against  the  protestations  of  his  friends,  he  went 
forward,  against  the  high  winds  that  were  prevail- 
ing, and  beneath  the  angry  clouds  that  hung  with 
threatening  darkness  in  the  heavens,  on  his  route 
to  Indianola.  Before  he  reached  his  destination 
the  storm  had  burst  forth  in  all  its  fury,  and  when 
he  got  within  sight  of  the  town  it  was  covered 
with  water,  which  was  rushing  wildly  out  into  the 
plains,  carrying  with  it  helpless  men,  women  and 
children,  clinging  to  the  wrecks  of  their  homes. 
The  cars  were  stopped,  and  the  good  Father,  being 
morally  present  with  his  flock,  though  cut  off 
froni  them  by  the  angry  flood  that  was  rushing 
madly  over  the  devoted  city,  seeing  the  danger, 
gave  them  absolution;  and  at  once  turned  his 
attention  to  those  who  were  with  him  in  the 
cars.  He  baptized  three  children,  heard  the 
confessions  of  several,  and  invested  two  per- 
sons with  the  Scapular.  St.  Joseph's  Church,  at 
Indianola,  was  blown  down,  and  now  lies  level 
with  the  ground.  All  over  it  the  waters  were 
running  for  more  than  ten  hours;  but  the  taber- 
nacle containing  the  Eucharist  was  reclaimed 
from  the  waters  perfectly  intact,  as  was  everything 
in  it.  The  Host  was  used  at  Communion  on  the 


Sunday  following  the  storm,  and  from  the  Sisters, 
Mr.  Evans,  his  good  wife,  and  Mrs.  Buel,  the  re- 
porter of  the  Texas  Gutholic  learned  that  the  par- 
ticles were  sweet  and  pure  notwithstanding  the 
fact  that  they  had  lain  for  hours  in  salt  water. 
The  silk  curtains  inside  the  tabernacle  were  dry, 
and  retained  not  a  single  evidence  of  having  been 
in  the  water.  A  common  French  picture  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  printed  on  paper,  and 
which  hung  in  the  church,  was  also  rescued  from 
the  water  as  clean  and  as  clear  in  all  its  colors  as 
it  was  when  first  turned  off  from  the  hands  of  the 
artist  who  made  it. 

While  the  storm  was  raging  and  houses  were 
floating  off  with  the  rushing  waters,  the  residence 
of  Mr.  R.  J.  Evans,  President  of  the  railroad  that 
runs  from  Indianola  to  Cuero,  was  imperilled  by  a 
large  building  which  came  floating  directly  upon  it. 
Mrs.  Buel,  Mr.  Evans'  mother-in-law,  a  most  ami- 
able and  excellent  lady,  caught  a  crucifix  from 
the  family  oratory,  and,  placing  it  in  the  hands  of 
her  little  granddaughter,  about  six  years  of  age, 
she  told  the  little  child  to  raise  it  up  and  ask 
God  to  save  them.  The  floating  building,  which 
was  almost  upon  them,  within  three  feet  of  their 
gallery,  at  once  moved  off  at  right  angles  with  the 
flood,  and  settled  at  the  corner  of  Mr.  Evans' 
house,  within  two  feet  of  the  gallery,  where  it  now 
stands,  an  unimpeachable  witness  of  God's  mercy. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Domenec  sailed  for  Rome  on  the 

4th  of  November. 

The  work  on  the  Cathedral  of  Our  Lady  of  Per- 
petual Help  at  Savannah,  Georgia,  is  progressing  rap- 
idly. 

Fifty-three  Catholic  temperance  societies  of  New 

Jersey  were  represented  at  the  recent  convention  in 
Cincinnati. 

Mgr.  de  la  Tour  d'Auvergne,  Archbishop  of 

Bourges,  is  preparing  a  grand  work  on  the  Vatican 
Council,  the  first  volume  of  which  will  shortly  appear. 

• The  new  Catholic  college  at  Sacramento  is  fast 

approaching  completion,  the  roof  having  been  put  on 
and  the  entire  building  enclosed.  It  will  be  ready  for 
occupancy  by  the  1st  of  January. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  McQuaid,  of  Rochester, 

has  accepted  an  invitation  from  "The  Free  Religious 
Association"  of  Boston,  to  lecture  on  Sunday  after- 
noon, Feb.  13,  on  "The  Public  School  Question,  as 
understood  by  a  Catholic  American  citizen." 

A  Protestant  paper  of  Munich  has  been  investi- 
gating "Old-Catholicism,"  and  gives  in  no  flattering 
terms  the  result  of  its  researches.  "  We  do  not  know," 
it  says,  "which  is  most  prominent  in  this  sect — irrre- 
ligion,  hatred  against  the  Church,  or  hypocrisy." 

We  have  taken  advantage  of  a  visit  of  Very  Rev 
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E.  Sorin  to  Rome  to  transmit  the  contributions  of  the 
subscribers  of  the  AVE  MARIA  to  the  Holy  Father.  The 
sum  this  time  ($316.17)  was  not  near  so  large  as  former 
remittances,  but  we  are  sure  it  will  be  welcome  to  the 
Holy  Father. 

Cardinal  McCloskey  assisted  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  Catholic  University,  Dublin,  on  the  llth 
inst.  He  was  presented  with  an  address,  to  which 
he  replied  that  the  establishment  of  a  Catholic 
University  in  Ireland  was  an  example  for  America 
and  all  other  countries. 

We  call  attention  to  the  remarkable  autograph 

letter  of  the  Shah  of  Persia,  a  translation  of  which  will 
be  found  in  our  Roman  correspondence  this  week. 
The  Shah  was  the  lion  of  the  European  Governments 
during  his  recent  tour  through  Europe,  but  this  letter 
shows  where  he  received  the  strongest  and  most  favor- 
able impression. 

We  thankfully  acknowledge  an  invitation  re- 
ceived from  the  Young  Men's  Catholic  Association  of 
Buffalo  to  attend  the  dedication  of  their  new  hall  on 
the  25th  inst.  The  Association,  we  are  glad  to  learn,  is 
in  a  very  flourishing  condition ;  we  wish  that  every  city 
in  the  United  States  could  boast  of  a  similar  Society 
of  young  men. 

THE  ANGELUS  BELL  AT  ABERDEEN. — On  the 

evening  of  the  Feast  of  the  Maternity  the  peal  of  the 
Angelus  bell  was  heard  in  the  "  Granite  City"  for  the 
first  time  after  a  lapse  of  more  than  three  centuries, 
from  the  chapel  of  the  Nazareth  House,  in  the  western 
suburbs.  The  bell  is  the  gift  of  Mr.  Charles  McGrigor, 
to  whom  the  institution  owes  the  chapel  itself. 

The  Augsburg  Gazette  gives  a  sad  account  of  the 

condition  of  the  clergy  in  the  province  of  Posen,  Poland. 
Ninety  ecclesiastics  are  still  in  prison  in  various  parts 
of  the  country;  of  552  parish  priests,  395  have  been 
fined  to  the  amount  of  3,000  marks  for  not  complying 
"with  the  Falck  laws.  Not  being  able  to  pay  the  amount, 
they  have  been  imprisoned  and  their  property  has 
been  confiscated  and  even  their  furniture  has  been  sold. 
All  the  teachers  of  religion  have  been  removed  from 
the  schools,  except  from  the  Seminary  of  St.  Mary  in 
Posen. 

Mr.  Abbot,  of  the  Boston  Index,  pays  the  follow- 
ing tribute  to  the  Church:  "  No  large  and  philosophic 
mind  will  question,  in  view  of  all  the  facts,  that  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  comes  the  nearest  to  a  com- 
plete historical  embodiment  of  the  Christian  theology. 
It  is  an  attempt  to  organize  the  entire  race,  socially 
and  politically,  no  less  than  morally  and  religiously, 
in  accordance  with  a  plan  strictly  deducible  from  the 
earliest  Christian  teachings,  but  adapted,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, to  the  varying  conditions  of  different  ages  and 
climes.  I  believe  that  the  world  has  never  yet  seen 
another  organization  so  perfect,  so  marvellously  suited 
to  accomplish  its  objects.  So  long  as  the  Christian 
theology  can  retain  its  hold  on  the  human  mind  un- 
weakened,  so  long,  I  believe,  will  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  survive  and  flourish.  .  .  .  Human  genius  ap- 
plied to  the  organization  of  society  has  not  yet  been 
able  to  equal  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  in  the  uni- 
versality, the  flexibility,  the  adaption  to  all  sorts  and 


conditions  of  men,  or  the  astonishing  strength  of  in- 
fluence, which  have  characterized  from  the  beginning 
this  great  social  construction  of  Christianity." 

A  short  time  ago,  in  a  foreign  station,  the  Rev. 

Dr.  O'Connor,  a  Catholic  priest,  gave  a  mission  on 
board  the  American  flagship  Franklin,  more  than  half 
the  crew  of  which  were  Catholics.  The  men  received 
HoJy  Communion;  and  the  greater  number  of  all  de- 
nominations took  the  temperance  pledge.  The  cap 
tain  and  the  admiral  thanked  Dr.  O'Connor  for  his 
good  work;  and  the  Rev.  gentleman  expresses  his  grat- 
itude and  admiration  for  the  kind  treatment  he  re- 
ceived from  the  Protestant  chaplain  of  the  ship,  who 
assisted  the  mission  in  every  way  he  could.  The  name 
of  this  liberal  gentleman  is  the  Rev.  G.  Williamson 
Smith.  The  Rev.  Dr.  O'Connor,  who  is  at  present  vis- 
iting New  England,  previous  to  his  departure  for  Eu- 
rope, is  a  great  traveller.  He  is  a  native  of  Kerry,  and 
was  for  some  five  years  Missionary  Apostolic  in  Aus- 
tralia and  the  Sandwich  Islands.  He  attended  the 
Council  of  the  Vatican,  and  was  invited  to  preach  the 
Lent  following  in  Nice.  He  has  given  missions 
through  Queensland,  and  preached  and  lectured  in  the 
principal  cities  and  towns  of  the  Australias,  from 
North  to  '  South.  He  visited  New  Zealand,  the  Fijee 
Islands,  and  other  islands  of  both  Pacific  Oceans;  and 
recently  preached  in  Honolulu,  in  presence  of  King 
Kalakaua.  We  see  by  the  California  papers  that  he 
was  hospitably  entertained  by  the  Archbishp  and  the 
Catholic  merchants  of  San  Francisco.  He  also  visited 
and  preached  in  the  cities  through  which  he  passed. 
He  has  been  the  guest,  since  he  came  to  New  York, 
of  its  hospitable  Vicar-General.  We  regret  that  his 
sudden  change  from  the  sunny  tropical  islands  has  so 
affected  his  chest  that  he  is  unwillingly  obliged  to 
seek  a  more  genial  climate  in  Europe. — The  Boston 
Pilot. 

The  Morning  Post,  an  English  paper,  lately  pub- 
lished the  following  paragraph: 

"RECENT  SECESSIONS  TO  ROME. — We  fear  that  the 
boast  which  a  Roman  Catholic  divine  recently  made 
with  regard  to  secessions  to  Rome  is  not  altogether 
without  solid  foundation.  A  well-informed  correspon- 
dent, professing  to  supply  us  with  facts  and  figures, 
provides  the  following  list  of  recent  seceders.  It  cer- 
tainly deserves  consideration  by  our  rulers,  both  in 
Church  and  State:  The  Rev.  W.  M.  Hunnybun,  M.  A., 
and  the  Rev.  Verney  Cave-Brown-Cave,  M.  A.,  both  of 
All  Saints',  Margaret  street;  Rev.  J.  R.  Madan,  M.  A., 
president  of  the  Missionary  College,  Warminster;  the 
the  Rev.  G.  R.  Burrows,  B.  A.,  of  Liverpool;  the  Rev. 
Alfred  Newdegate,  M.A.,  vicar  of  Kirk  Hallam,  Derby; 
the  Rev.  Willis  Nevins,  of  Southampton ;  the  Rev.  H.  J. 
Pye,  rector  of  Clifton-Campville;  the  Rev.  George  B. 
Yard,  M.  A.  (brother  of  Canon  Yard,  just  elected  Proc- 
tor in  Convocation);  the  Rev.  John  Higgins,  B.A., 
curate  to  Prebendary  Clarke  of  Taunton :  the  Rev.  Sep- 
timus Andrews,  M.  A.,  student  of  Christ  Church,  and 
vicar  of  Market  Harborough;  the  Rev.  C.  H.  Moore, 
M.  A.,  student  of  Christ  Church;  W.  M.  Adams,  B.  A., 
Fellow  of  New  College;  Rev.  W.  C.  Robinson,  M.  A., 
also  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford;  the  Rev.  F.  Down 
and  F.  M.  Wyndham,  of  St.  George's  East;  the  Rev. 
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George  Akers,  of  Mailing,  Kent;  the  Rev.  Gordon 
Thompson,  of  Christ  Church,  Albany  street;  C.  Mou- 
creff  Smith,  of  Cheltenham;  the  Rev.  Reginald  Tuke, 
of  St.  Mary's,  Soho;  the  Rev.M.  Tyllee,  of  Oriel  Col- 
lege1,  the  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Fortescue  (brother-in-law  of 
Archbishop  Tait);  the  Rev.  W.  Humphrey,  of  Dundee; 
the  Rev.  T.  H.  Grantham  of  Silford:  the  Rev.  Lord 
Francis  G.  G.  Osborne,  of  Elm;  and  the  Rev.  R.  S. 
Hawker,  of  Morwenstow." 

The  Dublin  Freeman  has  an  article  on  the  New 

Scare.  The  argument  for  Catholic  claims  is  thus  set 
forth:  "The  vast  increase  of  Catholics  in  the  States — 
their  great  wealth,  their  intelligence,  their  loyalty  to 
the  State  institutions,  their  influence,  and  their  social 
virtues— all  these  gave  reason  to  the  Catholics  for 
believing  that  they  were  entitled  to  some  considera- 
tion from  the  State  in  the  matter  of  Education,  and 
they  have  been  asking  that  a  fair  proportion  of  the 
public  revenues  shall  be  devo'ted  to  the  support  of  the 
schools  which  they  have  built  with  their  own  money. 
Because  they  have  dared  to  put  forth  such  a  claim — 
because  they  have  asked  that  they  shall  be  enabled  to 
do  more  than  they  have  been  hitherto  able  to  accom- 
plish towards  the  religious  training  of  their  young — 
the  fanaticism  of  America  has  been  evoked  in  rabid 
hostility  to  the  Catholic  cause,  and  a  fresh  outburst  of 
wild  and  ruthless  Know-Nothingism  has  been  threat- 
ened against  them.  President  Grant  has  not  thought 
it  unworthy  of  him  to  enter  into  the  anti-Catholic  cru- 

sade He  seeks  to  rally  to  his  standard,  in  view  of 

the  Presidential  election,  the  lowest  and  most  de- 
graded classes  of  the  American  cities — the  Atheists, 
the  Freethinkers,  the  Indifferentists,  the  Orangemen, 
etc.,  and  to  stir  up,  in  his  own  behalf,  the  worst  ele- 
ments of  'No-Poperyism'  in  the  States.  He  is  not 
the  first  statesman  Avho  did  this,  and  did  not  profit 
much  by  it.  As  a  matter  of  course,  the  English  press 
is  ranged  in  the  ranks  that  are  hostile  to  Catholicity, 
and  is  eager  in  denying  the  legitimate  aspirations  of 
American  Catholics."  "  But,"  continues  the  Freeman, 
"in  spite  of  the  extraordinary  combination  that  has 
been  organized  in  opposition  to  them,  the  Catholics 
of  America  will  not  be  dismayed  in  the  pursuit  of  their 
legitimate  claims.  They  are  loyal  to  the  Constitution, 
and  they  feel  that  their  children  will  be  none  the  less 
loyal  if  they  are  educated  in  the  religion  they  cherish 
so  dearly,  and  they  will  be  sure  to  persevere  in  their 
demands,  despite  of  every  opposition,  until  justice  and 
common  sense  will  have  conceded  what  they  have  so 
earnestly  and  so  consistently  struggled  for." 

We  have  more  than  once  spoken  of  daily  papers 

that  should  not  be  allowed  to  cross  the  threshold  of  a 
Catholic  family — or,  for  that  matter,  of  any  other  re- 
spectable family, — backing  our  objections  to  them 
with  facts  and  reasoning  that  should  convince  even 
the  most  apathetic  of  their  pernicious  influence.  The 
facts  and  reasons  then  adduced  hold  good,  to  a  great 
extent,  now,  and  there  is  little  likelihood  of  a  change 
for  the  better  in  regard  to  many  of  our  daily  papers, 
unless  some  vigorous  measures  be  resorted  to  against 
them.  We  find  their  columns  crowded  with  matter 
scarcely  fit  to  be  read  by  the  offscourings  of  society,  as 


may  be  seen  almost  any  day  by  a  glance  at  the  personal 
and  local  departments,  the  court  reports  and  those  long 
articles  of  a  scandalous  character  which  seem  to  be  so 
eagerly  sought  after  and  made  so  much  of,  with  head- 
ings and  sub-headings  in  large  flaring  types — articles 
which  are  not  lit  for  any  decent  person  to  read,  young 
or  old.  True,  our  business  men  may  speedily  eradicate 
from  their  minds,  amid  the  turmoil  of  business,  the  im- 
moral and  disgusting  recitals  which  they  meet  with 
in  the  morning  paper,  and  custom  and  the  cares  of 
business  together  may  have  made  them  what  the 
French  term  blase  to  such  matters,  but  this  is  not  the 
case  with  the  younger  members  of  the  family — nay, 
even  the  ladies  of  the  household,  very  often — and  the 
consequence  is  the  immorality,  in  all  classes  of  society, 
which  now  pervades  the  land.  It  is  an  undoubted  fact 
that  evil  communications  corrupt  manners  and  moral- 
ity, and  especially  is  this  the  case  with  young  persons. 
Why  then  will  parents  and  guardians,  at  the  same 
time  that  they  carefully  keep  the  members  of  their 
family  aloof  from  the  companionship  of  immoral  per- 
sons, allow  papers  into  their  homes  that  familiarize 
the  minds  of  the  young  with  vice  in  its  every  form 
and  phase, — knowing  very  well,  if  they  give  it  a  mo- 
ment's thought,  that  pernicious  consequences  must 
follow?  And  if  they  think  their  business  relations 
require  them  to  see  such  papers,  why  do  they  not  en- 
ter a  stong  and  manly  protest  against  the  prostitu- 
tion of  their  columns  to  such  base  purposes?  Were 
they  proscribed  by  common  consent  until  they  had 
ceased  their  insidious  warfare  against  religion  and 
morality,  we  would  soon  witness  a  change  for  the  bet- 
ter; if  publishers  did  not  see  fit  to  comply,  other  and 
better  papers  would  soon  make  their  .appearance  and 
take  their  place  with  the  respectable  portion  of  the 
community.  We  are  glad  to  see  some  exceptions  even 
now — few  though  they  be;  and  their  steady  success, 
and  the  feeling  of  confidence  with  which  they  are  re- 
ceived into  the  houses  of  our  most  respectable  families, 
should  be  an  encouragement  to  those  who  wish  to 
supplant  the  venal  papers  of  which  we  spoke  above. 
Until  within  the  last  few  years — and  perhaps  at  pres- 
ent, for  aught  we  know — one  of  those  daily  papers 
Avhich  would  admit  nothing  scandalous  into  its  col- 
umns, and  which  when  there  was  no  sensation  would 
not  stoop  to  invent  it — had  the  largest  circulation  of 
any  daily  paper  in  the  United  States — and,  likely,  in 
the  world;  so  we  have  good  reason  to  suppose  there 
are  honest  and  pure-minded  people  enough  to  support 
papers  having  a  regard  for  common  decency,  if  such 
be  presented.  So  far,  as  regards  morality.  Now,  how 
much  dependence  can  be  placed  on  the  news  reports 
of  many  of  the  daily  papers?  Very  little,  if  any; 
many  are  altogether  false,  and  if  sometimes  there 
is  any  truth  in  the  reports  it  is  so  garbled  that 
there  is  no  sifting  it.  When  they  speak  of  the 
Catholic  Church  or  Catholics,  this  is  more  markedly 
so:  we  find,  in  such  cases,  editors  and  reporters  with 
the  coolest  effrontery  sitting  in  judgment  on  us,  our 
Church,  and  our  interests,  without  understanding 
what  they  presume  to  judge;  we  see  our  religion  vil- 
ified and  misrepresented,  openly  or  covertly.  And 
still  there  are  Catholics  who  will  support  such  papers! 
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We  hope  the  demand  for  a  Catholic  daily  which 
has  been  made  by  a  number  of  our  co-religionists 
in  New  York  through  the  columns  of  the  Catholic  Review 
will  soon  be  acceded  to.  Such  a  paper  is  much  needed, 
and  the  sooner  it  is  started  the  better.  We  hope 
our  influential  Catholics  will  spare  neither  voice 
nor  money  until  they  see  it  fully  established.  The 
demand  is  there,  and  by  a  united  effort  and  good 
management  the  project  would  be  placed  beyond  the 
risk  of  failure. 


New  Publications. 

LIFE  OF  THE  APOSTLE  ST.  JOHX,  by  M.  L.  Baunard. 
There  has  been  no  adequate  life  of  the  Beloved 
Disciple  in  English,  we  believe,  but  this  want 
is  now  supplied  by  a  translation  from  the  French 
of  Baunard's  "Life  of  the  Apostle  St.  John."  It 
is  published  by  the  Catholic  Publication  Society, 
to  the  manager  of  which  we  are  indebted  for  so 
many  valuable  contributions  to  Catholic  litera- 
ture during  the  past  year.  To  write  a  life  of  St. 
John  was  evidently  a  labor  of  love  for  the  author 
of  the  present  volume,  and  he  appears  to  have 
spared  no  pains  to  make  it  a  first-class  biography 
in  every  respect,  and  one  which  would  be  equally 
pleasing  to  all  classes  of  readers.  "  It  is  a  book 
of  doctrine,"  he  remarks  in  his  preface,  "and  I 
address  it  to  all  those  who  desire  to  instruct  them- 
selves in  the  truth  of  God.  Truth  has  no  school 
superior  to  the  Gospel,  and  nowhere  does  she  show 
herself  more  profound  and  more  beautiful  than  in 
the  Gospel  of  St.  John.  It  is  a  book  of  piety.  I 
dedicate  it  to  Christians;  to  priests — the  priest- 
hood has  no  higher  personification  than  St.  John; 
to  virgins — John  was  a  virgin ;  to  mothers — he 
merited  to  be  given  as  son  to  the  Mother  of  God; 
to  youth — he  was  the  youngest  of  the  Apostles; 
to  old  men — it  is  the  name  he  gives  himself  in  his 
letters.  I  offer  it  to  suffering  souls — he  was  at  the 
Cross ;  to  contemplatives — he  was  on  Mount  Tha- 
bor ;  to  all  souls  who  wish  to  devote  themselves  to 
their  brethren  and  to  love  them  in  God — charity 
can  have  no  purer  ideal  than  the  friend  of  Jesus." 
We  hope  that  this  beautiful  biography  will  make 
the  Beloved  Disciple  better  known  among  us,  and 
have  the  effect  of  reviving  devotion  to  a  Saint  so 
much  loved  by  the  Christians  of  other  days. 

THE  LIFE  OF  BLESSED  MARGARET  MART,  with  some 
account  of  the  Devotion  to  th'e  Sacred  Heart.  By 
Rev.  George  Tickell,  S.  J.  New  York:  D.  &  J. 
Sadlier  &  Co. 

The  life  of  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  has  a  special 
interest  on  account  of  the  beautiful  devotion  which 
this  privileged  soul  was  chosen  to  establish  in 
the  Church.  It  is  a  biography  which  none  can 
read  without  pleasure  and  profit,  and  we  hope  it 
may  have  a  wide  sale  in  this  country,  where  devo- 


tion to  the  Sacred  Heart  is  becoming  so  general. 
Messrs.  Sadlier  &  Co.  have  issued  it  in  a  very 
pretty  style. 

Obituary. 

The  Rev.  DEXXIS  SHEEHAN,  pastor  of  St.  Mary's 

Catholic  Church,  Wappingers  Falls,  N.  Y.,  departed 
this  life  on  the  27th  of  Oct.  The  sad  news,  says  the 
Wappingers  Chronicle,  spread  quickly,  affecting  both 
Catholic  and  Protestant,  as  he  was  beloved  for  the 
many  excellent  qualities  both  of  head  and  heart 
which  characterized  him.  Father  Sheehan  was  born 
in  Queenstown,  County  Cork,  Ireland,  in  the  year 
1809.  At  an  early  age  he  removed  to  France  where 
he  received  his  education,  and  for  a  term  of  years  was 
manager  of  the  temporalities  of  the  Irish  College, 
during  the  administration  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  McSweeny. 

SISTER  IGNATIUS  (Miss  Ellen  Clarke),  died  at 

the  residence  of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy,  Charleston,  on 
Sunday  night,  the  24th  ult.,  at  eleven  o'clock,  in  the 
seventieth  year  of  her  age.  She  was  a  native  of 
County  Cavan,  Ireland.  She  was  one  of  that  band  of 
noble  and  self-sacrificing  women  who  came  to  this 
country,  by  invitation  of  Bishop  England,  to  aid  him 
in  those  good  offices  in  which  he  acquired  so  much 
lustre.  Up  4o  within  a  few  months  she  enjoyed  ex- 
cellent health,  but  since  that  time  gradually  sank, 
until  she  passed  from  earth  as  peacefully  as  she  had 
lived.  Her  obsequies  took  place  at  the  Cathedral 
Chapel,  Queen  street,  on  the  26th  ult.,  at  9  o'clock, 
when  High  Requiem  Mass  was  celebrated.  The  re- 
mains were  borne  to  St.  Lawrence  Cemetery. — Cath- 
olic Mirror. 

REV.   JAMES    M.   HUNT. 

On  the  eve  of  All  Saints,  this  estimable  young 

priest  breathed  his  last.  For  years  in  delicate  health, 
and  the  last  three  months  of  his  life  rendered  almost 
intolerable  by  abscess  of  the  brain,  he  was  never 
heard  to  complain,  nor  to  speak  of  his  suffering  with- 
out cheerful  hope.  Twenty-eight  years  ago  he  was 
born  of  pious,  respectable  parents  at  Gurteen,  County 
Sligo,  Ireland,  and  in  his  tenderest  years  evinced  a 
disposition  to  become  a  priest.  To  a  preparation  for 
this  holy  office  he  devoted  many  years  in  the  best 
schools  of  his  native  country.  Seven  years  ago  he 
entered  Maynooth  and  there  studied  philosophy  for 
two  years.  He  then  turned  his  eyes  towards  this 
country,  and,  despite  the  tears  of  a  widowed  mother, 
took  the  Far  West  for  his  mission,  rather  than  remain 
on, the  mission  of  his  native  land.  Five  years  ago,  he 
came  to  Cleveland  and  entered  St.  Mary's  Seminary. 
Here  his  health  first  broke  down.  He  sought  recov- 
ery by  a  change  of  air,  and  spent  a  year  in  Mount  St. 
Mary's  of  the  West,  Cincinnati.  Three  years  ago  he  re- 
turned to  Cleveland  and  having  completed  his  theolog- 
ical studies  was  ordained  at  Notre  Dame,  Indiana,  by 
Bishop  Gilmour,  in  August,  1874.  His  first  and  only 
mission  was  Youngstown,  in  this  State.  For  nearly 
a  year  he  labored  faithfully  as  assistant  to  Fr.  Brown 
Weakness  of  frame  could  not  subdue  his  energy  or 
dampen  his  zeal.  He  labored  on  when  nothing  but 
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the  thought  of  serving  God  could  have  sustained  him. 
His  kindness  to  all,  his  charity  for  the  souls  in  Pur- 
gatory, and  his  uniform  piety,  so  feelingly  referred  to 
by  the  preacher  at  his  obsequies,  will  be  long  remem- 
bered by  the  Catholics  of  Youugstown. — Catholic  Uni- 
verse. Requiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 

FROM  THE  BOTH  DAT  OF  OCTOBER  TO  THE  CTH  OF 
NOVEMBER. 

One  hundred  and  five  letters  have  been  entered  on 
our  register;  fifty-six  new  members  have  been  ad- 
mitted; eighty-seven  sick  persons  have  been  recom- 
mended to  our  pra}-ers;  conversion  has  been  asked 
for  ninety  persons,  among  whom  are  twenty-five  Prot- 
estants; temporal  favors  have  been  asked  for  forty- 
two  individuals,  six  families,  five  communities,  three 
schools,  one  asylum,  and  one  sodality. 

Among  the  particular  recommendations  are  three 
little  girls  whose  mother  died  lately,  their  father  not 
being  of  our  religion— A  Catholic  family  sending  their 
children  to  public  schools — Four  boys,  that  they  may 
go  to  school  and  obtain  the  grace  to  prepare  worthily 
for  their  First  Communion — Also  a  boy  who  is  very  un- 
dutiful  to  his  parents — Three  persons  who  have  fallen 
away  from  the  Church  by  reason  of  mixed  marriages 
— The  conversion  of  an  unfortunate  apostate  priest — 
The  obtaining  of  peace  of  conscience  for  a  young 
priest  who  is  much  assailed  by  interior  trials — Re- 
sources to  relieve  a  mortgaged  property. 

Although  it  is  not  necessary  to  name  each  intention 
in  particular,  as  God  knows  every  one  of  them,  we  have 
commenced  to  publish  some  of  the  most  remarkable 
intentions  recommended  to  our  prayers  as  we  have 
reason  to  suppose  that  our  friends  will  take  more  in- 
terest in  them,  and,  consequently,  will  pray  the  more 
fervently  for  the  different  wants  of  the  Associates. 

We  give  the  following  extract  from  a  letter,  at  length, 
believing  that  the  zeal  of  the  writer  may  excite  the  in- 
terest of  the  Associates:  "A  friend  and  neighbor  has 
been  sick  for  years  with  throat  and  lung  disease.  Doc- 
tors gave  him  up.  I  sent  him  a  kind  letter  last  Sunday, 
and  mentioned  the  water  of  Lourdes.  (He  is  a  Protes- 
tant, though  a  grandchild  of  English  Catholics.)  His 
wife  sent  me  a  note  thanking  me  for  the  interest  taken 
in  her  husband.  He  asked  her  to  write,  and  to  thank 
me,  and  said  he  would  try  the  water  if  I  sent  him  somCj 
which  I  gladly  did.  I  commenced  a  novena  in  his  be- 
half. I  have  hopes  of  bis  recovery.  He  threw  up  foul 
matter  last  night,  is  no  worse,  and  sometimes  feejs 
pretty  good.  (He  was  apparently  dying  several  times 
previously.)  Now,  dear  friends,  help  us  to  pray 
for  his  recovery,  for  the  glory  of  God  and  His 
Blessed  Mother.  Pray  earnestly  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
I  feel  that  she  will  be  glorified  in  this  case.  I  myself  had 
the  neuralgia  after  the  Jubilee.  I  made  the  Sign  of  the 
Cross  three  times  with  the  water  over  the  heart,  and  I 
have  since  had  no  pain.  Pray  for  my  friend.  He  is  a 
moral,  temperate  and  good  man.  Mother  of  God,  pray 
for  him!  Dear  Father,  storm  heaven  with  prayers  for 
his  recovery." 


FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  accounts  from  letters  re- 
ceived: "MR.  M.'s  health  is  now  quite  restored.  We 
all  feel  it  was  through  the  efficacy  of  so  many  prayers." 
...."Please  return  thanks  for  reformation  of  habitual 
drunkenness  of  a  man  who  has  been  lately  recom- 
mended.".. . ."  The  person  for  whom  you  sent  the  water 
to  my  address,  was  afflicted  with  fits  for  eighteen  years. 
The  spells  came  each  week,  one  or  two  days,  regularly; 
on  some  he  had  them  from  five  to  twelve  times.  He 
used  to  foam  and  fall  into  violent  spasms.  None  of  his 
relations  belong  to  the  Catholic  Church.  He  was  bap- 
tized in  the  faith,  and  after  using  the  Lourdes  water 
for  nine  days,  according  to  the  direction  of  our  Rever- 
end Pastor,  he  was  miraculously  cured,  and  is  well 
now,  by  the  power  of  God  and  His  Holy  Mother.  The 
water  cured  also  three  other  persons,  one  of  whom  had 
met  with  a  severe  accident.  There  is  a  young  Protes- 
tant girl  in  great  pain;  her  father  is  very  anxious  to 
get  some  of  the  Lourdes  water.".... "One  vial  of  the 
three  you  so  kindly  sent  me  last  fall  I  gave  to  our 
priest  for  a  poor  man  who  was  dying  from  hard  drink- 
ing. He  was  a  Frenchman  and  a  Freemason.  Father 
S.  was  sent  for.  The  poor  man  was  received  back  into 
our  Holy  Church,  got  well,  and  is  now  a  good,  practi- 
cal Catholic."....''!  received  the  package  you  sent. 
I  am  exceedingly  thankful  for  the  water  of  Lourdes; 
it  cured  a  little  girl.  She  has  not  been  sick  since."  . . . 
"  I  have  received  great  benefit  from  the  use  of  the 
blessed  water  of  Lourdes  during  the  thirty  days  of 
prayer  I  offered.  The  suffering  was  in  my  back — a  spi- 
nal disease ;  I  felt  very  much  relieved  of  pain  and  weak- 
ness, and  still  continue  better.".... Another  relates 
with  humble  and  grateful  thanks  the  following  favors: 
(1)  The  freedom  of  a  slave  to  intemperance.  (2)  Peace 
restored  to  a  family.  (3)  Peace  restored  to  a  school; 

(4)  Removal  of  scandalous  neighbors." "Sometime 

ago  we  wrote  to  have  two  brothers  enrolled  as  mem- 
bers of  the  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
Now  I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  both  of  these  per- 
sons have  returned  to  their  duty, — one,  last  September; 
the  other,  on  the  19th  of  this  month.  Please  thank 
our  dear  Mother  for  these  conversions;  and  thank  her 
dear  children,  the  Associates,  for  praying  for  them." 

"  Mrs.  M returns  thanks  for  the  prayers  in  her 

behalf,  which  were  answered.".... "My  boy's  hearing 
as  been  restored, — thanks  be  to  God ! — and,  I  believe, 
through  your  prayers,  together  with  our  own.".... 
"  Thanks  be  to  our  Blessed  Lady,  one  of  the  young  men 
we  requested  prayers  for  has  taken  the  pledgefor  ayear 
and  is  trying  to  reform." 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  Associates  are  requested  in  behalf 
of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MR.  JOHN  O'CoN- 
NELL,  of  Shieldsville,  Minn.,  who  died  some  time  ago 
MR.  MICHAEL  GORMAN,  Jr.,  of  Galena,  Ills.,  who  died  on 
the  23rd  of  October.  MRS.  JOSEPHINE  MARSHALL,  of 
Halletsville,  Texas,  who  died  in  the  28th  year  of  her 
age.  MR.  BENJAMIN  DOWNY,  JOSEPH  MAY,  CAMILLUS 
JONES,  and  ROBERT  PARKER,  of  the  same  place.  MR. 
JAMES  SULLIVAN,  MRS.  JULIA  SULLIVAN,  EUGENE  and 
JAMES  SULLIVAN,  Jr.,  and  CORNELIUS  TOOMEY.  MRS. 
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ELIZABETH  BURNS,  of  Barhartsville   Mills,  Pa.      And 
several  others  whose  names  have  not  been  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


A  Little  Boy's  Vision  and  what  Came  of  It. 

BY  ELIZA  K.  PARKEK. 

In  a  beautiful  little  town  on  the  banks  of  a  shin- 
ing river  there  lived  a  little  boy,  the  only  child  of 
a  wealthy  gentleman  whose  fair  young  wife  had 
died  some  years  before,  leaving  her  little  son  to  be 
ruined  by  the  indulgence  of  the  father,  whose 
money  purchased  such  luxuries  and  unnecessary 
amusements  for  the  child,  that,  with  the  addi- 
tional disadvantage  of  never  having  been  taught 
to  obey,  rendered  him  quite  unbearable. 

As  the  boy,  whose  name  was  Henry  Herbert, 
grew  older,  the  indulgence  of  yet  more  serious 
faults  bid  fair  to  make  him  in  every  respect  a 
wicked  man  of  the  -world.  He  would  swear  most 
profanely,  was  often  engaged  in  street-fights,  and 
associated  with  the  most  evil  company.  The 
father,  in  the  mean  time,  was  so  much  occupied 
with  his  fine  horses,  bank  stocks  and  rich  com- 
pany, that  he  paid  no  attention  to  Henry — beyond 
seeing  him  handsomely  dressed,  and  well  supplied 
with  money  to  spend.  After  that,  he  left  him  en- 
tirely to  the  servants,  all  of  whom  were  wicked, 
except  one — the  old  Irish  nurse — who  would  often 
tell  the  boy  of  his  fair  young  mother,  a  gentle 
Catholic  girl,  who  had  wedded  the  rich  man,  but 
like  a  beautiful  wild-flower  had  perished  early 
amid  the  splendor  and  golden  glitter  of  the  great 
world. 

Henry  knew  from  old  Bridget  that  he  had  been 
baptized,  but  naught  else  of  religion  had  ever  been 
taught  the  boy.  His  father,  being  an  infidel,  had 
forbidden  any  religious  training  for  his  son. 

The  old  nurse  would  sigh  and  weep  to  herself  as 
she  watched  his  onward  course  to  ruin,  and  would 
murmur, —  "Ah,  an'  sure  his  angel  mother's  pray- 
ers will  yet  save  him !  " 

In  the  village  was  a  beautiful  little  Catholic 
church — chapel  it  might  be  called,  so  small  was 
it,  and  unostentatious  in  appearance.  It  had  been 
erected  by  a  wealthy  Catholic  lady  in  honor  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  to  whom  a  beautiful  altar  was 
dedicated  within  the  building.  There  the  humble 
villagers  had  a  little  choir,  whose  music  attracted 
many  idle  passers  on  Sundays  and  festivals. 


One  bright  sunny  afternoon — the  Feast  of  the 
Assumption — Henry  Herbert  walked  listlessly  un- 
der the  whispering  trees  that  shaded  the  chapel. 
It  was  the  Vesper  hour;  the  soft,  solemn  tones  of 
the  little  organ  and  the  silvery  notes  of  a  young 
girl's  voice  floated  outwards  on  the  summer  air. 
The  boy  stopped;  he  was  in  high  health,  and  was 
resting  from  eager  exercise,  for  there  was  a  flush 
on  his  brow,  and  he  wiped  the  beaded  drops  from 
his  forehead. 

"Ah,  I  will  rest  here  in  the  shade,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "Why  not  go  inside?  Old  Bridget 
says  it  was  my  mother's  church.  She  told  me 
last  night  how  she  always  came  here  to  pray"; 
and  the  wayward  youth  timidly  entered  the 
sacred  portals — which  possessed  no  charm  for 
him  save  that  of  having  been  his  mother's  church 
— and  seated  hiinself  just  in  front  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin's  altar,  now  beautifully  decorated  with 
flowers  and  lights.  He  did  not  understand  the 
solemn  scene,  but  thought  it  very  fair,  the  music 
very  soothing,  and  wondered  why  his  papa 
thought  it  unmanly  to  come  to  church.  Then  he 
remembered  many  things  his  old  nurse  had  told 
him  of  his  mother's  piety,  and  in  her  little  French 
writing-desk  he  remembered  to  have  seen  pic- 
tures very  like  these  in  the  church,  laid  away 
with  her  beads  and  prayer-book,  the  latter  bear- 
ing the  date  of  her  admission  to  the  Sodality  as 
a  "Child  of  Mary."  As  he  sat  thinking  of  these 
things,  the  lights  and  flowers  gradually  grew 
dim;  a  mist  seemed  to  creep  over  his  vision ;  his 
weary,  heated  head  rested  low  on  the  pew — soon 
a  voice,  low  and  sweet,  called  him.  He  looked 
up.  It  was  the  form  of  the  beautiful  white  lady 
who  a  moment  before  stood  amid  the  flowers  and 
lights  on  the  little  altar.  Again  she  spoke: 

"Henry  Herbert!" 

"  I  am  here,"  he  answered. 

"Listen,"  said  the  sweet,  low  voice  of  the  beau- 
tiful lady,  as  she  placed  her  hand  on  his  brow — 
"  Listen  to  the  words  I  would  say  to  thy  mother's 
boy :  she  gave  thee  to  me  at  thy  birth,  but  thou 
hast  never  before  sought  me  that  I  might  tell  thee 
of  her.  She  was  a  fair  and  delicate  girl,  and 
from  her  earliest  childhood  she  would  separate 
from  her  merry  companions  and  seek  shelter  at 
my  shrine,  sometimes  to  bring  me  flowers,  some- 
times to  tell  her  sorrows — for  like  you  she  was 
motherless.  She  grew  up  in  innocence  and  vir- 
tue, never  failing  to  pay  her  daily  visits  here. 
At  last  the  gentle  girl  became  a  wife,  and 
never  did  angels  more  sadly  weep  than  when  the 
bride's  vows  were  spoken  in  this  very  spot.  For 
the  sweet  child  of  grace,  the  virtuous  young  life  of 
a  chosen  child  of  the  Church,  had  been  united  to 
the  life  of  an  unbeliever.  '  But  even  he  could  not 
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teach  her  to  forget  God;  iii  the  midst  of  wealth 
and  pleasures  she  still  came;  often  in  the  hush  of 
twilight,  otten  in  the  glow  of  the  early  sunrise, 
would  she  kneel  before  the  altar.  Time  passed ; 
the  glitter  and  gold  of  proud,  wicked  man  could 
not  satisfy  the  innocent  heart.  Life  was  very 
miserable  to  her,  so  God  took  her  to  Himself. 
One  early  dawn,  when  the  mists  were  lying  on 
the  mountain  side,  and  the  dew  hid  trembling  in 
the  flowery  bells,  frighted  by  the  first  beams  of 
the  rising  day,  a_son  was  given  to  the  arms  of  the 
village  girl,  his  little  eyes  as  blue  as  the  young 
mother's  who  clasped  him  to  her  breast,  and  ded- 
icated with  his  first  breath,  to  the  service  of 
Heaven.  That  bright  day  upon  which  a  little 
life  was  given  another  had  been  recalled.  The 
sainted  young  mother  slept  a  deep,  unbroken 
slumber,  undisturbed  even  by  the  wailing  voice 
of  her  first-born,  for  it  was  the  repose  of  death. 
The  son — the  child  dedicated  to  the  service  of 
God — lived  to  grow  the  image  of  his  young 
mother  in  face  and  form,  but  a  disgrace  to  her 
sweet  memory  by  his  evil  life.  Never  once  since 
the  saving  waters  of  baptism  laved  his  brow  has 
he  come  to  bow  before  the  altar  or  clasp  his 
hands  in  prayer.  I  would  have  told  you  all  this 
long  ago  had  you  come  to  me.  Boy — 1><>\  !  of  thy 
sweet  young  mother  I  have  told  thee.  Two  lives 
were  given  for  thine:  thy  mother's,  who  brought 
thee  into  the  world — thy  Saviour's,  who  would 
now  give  thee  a  second  birth.  They  died  that 
thou  mightst  live  for  lime  and  eternity;  for  so 
great  a  sacrifice  how  much  will  be  required  of 
thee !  See  to  it,  then,  that  thou,  the  heaven-dedi- 
cated child,  art  not  found  wanting  when  a  reck- 
oning is  demanded." 

Suddenly  as  it  had  begun,  the  voice  of  the  beau- 
tiful lady  was  hushed.  A  hand  touched  the  boy's 
arm :  he  started,  as  if  from  deep  sleep,  and  put  his 
hand  to  his  brow.  The  aged  sexton,  who  had  roused 
him,  said:  "Boy,  you  must  be  very  weary,  for  you 
have  been  sleeping  for  two  hours.  I  thought  to 
let  you  wake,  but  I  must  close  the  church.  It  is 
your  first  visit  here — let  it  not  be  your  last.  Your 
mother's  boy  should  be  of  her  faith." 

The  shades  of  evening  had  crept  over  the  altar. 
Henry  Herbert  could  scarcely  discern  the  gleaming 
white  statue,  as  it  stood  in  its  lofty  resting-place, 
but  when  he  rose  and  approached  it,  there  it  stood, 
cold  and  still,  with  no  smile  or  motion  of  a  mo- 
ment since.  It  might  have  been  a  dream,  but 
when  he  knelt  and  tried  to  pray  it  all  seemed  very 
real  to  him.  Thoughtfully  and  slowly  the  boy 
went  towards  his  home ;  but  though  he  told  no  one, 
not  even  his  old  nurse,  of  his  strange  dream,  the 
story  of  his  birth  and  his  young  mother's  life  and 
death  was  never  forgotten,  and  his  future  life  was 


so  influenced  by  the  remembrance  of  it  that  he  be- 
came a  good  Christian  and  a  useful  member  of 
society,  worthy  the  early  dedication  of  his  life  to 
the  Queen  of  Heaven. 


St.  John  Damascene. 


St.  John  Damascene  was  a  Father  of  the 
Church,  remarkable  for  sanctity  and  for  the  zeal 
with  which  he  resisted  the  attempts  of  the  Greek 
emperor  to  abolish  the  use  of  holy  images.  In 
three  books  that  he  wrote  on  this  subject  against 
Leo  the  Isaurian  and  his  faction,  he  so  completely 
exposed  their  sophistry  as  to  earn  their  implacable 
hatred.  At  that  time  Damascus  was  in  the  hands 
of  the  Saracens,  and  his  enemies  wishing  to  pun- 
ish him  were  obliged  to  enlist  on  their  side  the 
Saracen  governor  of  the  place.  Accordingly  they 
accused.him  of  treachery,  and  brought  before  the 
governor  forged  letters  purporting  to  be  in  his 
handwriting,  in  which  he  besought  the  Em- 
peror Leo  to  come  and  invest  the  city  with  an 
army,  promising  to  open  the  gates  to  him  on  his 
arrival.  Being  declared  guilty,  he  was  condemned 
to  lose  his  right  hand;  but  when  the  sentence  had 
been  carried  out,  he  begged  permission  to  retain 
the  hand  for  his  own  consolation.  Going  imme- 
diately into  the  church,  he  laid  it  betore  an  im- 
age of  our  Lady,  and  thus  addressed  her:  "O 
most  merciful  Mother  of  the  eternal  God,  behold 
the  hand  which  did  battle  for  the  cause  of  holy 
images,  but  is  now  lopped  off  from  my  body.  Be 
propitious  unto  me,  and  let  the  right  hand  of  thy 
Son,  which  performed  so  many  miracles  upon 
earth,  now  restore  my  hand  at  thy  prayer,  that  it 
may  serve  again  to  write  His  praises  and  thine." 
After  much  prayer  and  many  pious  complaints, 
he  fell  asleep,  when  our  Blessed  Lady  appeared 
to  him,  smiling,  and  said:  "  See  now,  thy  hand  is 
made  sound;  henceforth  shun  idleness,  and  let  it 
be  to  thee  as  the  hand  of  a  scribe  that  writeth 
quickly,  unto  the  honor  of  my  Divine  Son  and 
the  welfare  of  His  Church."  Awakening,  he 
found  the  most  perfect  confirmation  of  the  vision 
in  the  fact  that  his  hand  was  restored  to  him  as 
sound  as  before,  the  only  difference  being  the 
mark  of  a  thin  red  line  which  encircled  his  wrist 
like  a  bracelet,  at  the  point  where  the  hand  had 
been  severed.  Thus  were  the  machinations  of  the 
heretics  brought  to  nought,  for  instead  of  their 
having  silenced  him,  it  turned  out  that  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life  he  was  able  on  showing  his 
hand  to  give  proof  of  a  miracle  far  more  eloquent 
and  convincing  than  any  of  his  previous  writings. 


ON  the  road  to  God  the  Blessed  Virgin  must  be 
our  guide. 


AVE  MARIA. 


(Sattolfe  §0unmi  AmttA  to  tlu  §ww0r  at  tto 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 


VoL'XI. 


NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  NOVEMBER  27,  1875. 


No.  48. 


Our  Lady  of  La  Salette.* 

[Translated  for  the  AVE  MARIA  by  Marian.] 
About  forty  miles  from  Grenoble,  on  the  road 
from  the  capital  of  Dauphine  to  Gap  and  the 
south  of  France,  rises  Corps,  one  of  the  principal 
canton  towns  of  the  department  of  Isere.  Its  site 
is  most  beautiful.  Situated  on  the  sloping  side  of 
a  mountain,  Corps  overlooks  one  of  those  beautiful 
valleys  which  spread  out  from  the  jut  of  the  Alps. 
Its  population  is  about  1,330  souls.  North  of  the 
town,  a  road  running  along  the  edge  of  a  torrent 
sinks  into  a  gorge  formed  by  two  chains  of  little 
mountains  extending  parallel  to  each  other  over 
a  space  of  two  miles.  The  gorge  then  widens  a 
little,  exposing  a  most  rugged  country.  It  is  a 
basin  of  cultivated  land  shut  in  by  a  circle  of 
lofty  mountains,  and  furrowed  by  the  torrents 
which,  joining  their  streams,  hurl  them  precipi- 
tately into  the  gorge  leading  to  Corps.  Here  and 
there  on  the  sides  of  the  mountain  are  ranged 
amid  copses  of  trees  the  dozen  hamlets  which 
compose  the  commune  of  La  Salette.  This  com- 
mune is  in  the  canton  of  Corps,  from  which  it  is 
separated  a  distance  of  three  miles ;  it  numbers  700 
inhabitants.  Over  the  thatched  roofs  of  this  village 
we  behold  forests  of  fir  and  beech,  interspersed 
with  meadows;  while  further  on,  the  mountains, 
closing  in  something  more  than  a  mile  and  a  half, 
display  pastures  where  the  flocks  wander  during 
the  fine  season. 

North  of  La  Salette  one  of  these  peaks  rises  con- 
spicuously, its  rounded  summit  clothed  in  rich 
verdure  and  surmounted  by  a  large  cross.  It  is 
the  Raneau  or  Mont  sous  les  Baisses.  Its  south- 
ern side  slopes  towards  the  most  elevated  of  the 


*  NOTRE  DAME  DE  LA  SALETTE.  sox  APPARITION, 
SON  CULTE.  Notice  Historique.  Par  le  Pere  I.  Ber- 
tliier,  Missionaire  de  N.  D.  de  la  Salette.  Approuve" 
par  Monseigneur  1'Eveque  de  Grenoble.  1871. 


hamlets  of  La  Salette.  Two  ravines,  which  after 
the  rain  or  melting  of  the  snows  serve  for  the  bed 
of  two  torrents,  entwine  its  sides  from  east  to  west, 
and  the  northern  side  is  connected  with  other 
mountains  still  more  elevated,  through  a  depres- 
sing of  the  ground,  bound  from  the  east  to  the 
west  by  the  two  ravines  of  which  we  have  just 
spoken.  This  place,  which  has  always  been 
called  the  Plateau  sous  les  Baisses,  forms  in  our 
day  a  level  surface,  somewhat  narrow,  surrounded 
by  three  high  mountains.  Its  elevation  is  almost 
1800  metres — 5,800  feet — above  the  level  of  the  sea, 
and  distant  three  miles  from  La  Salette.  On  this 
plateau  the  wind  blows  at  will,  so  that  not  a  tree 
nor  a  shrub  can  be  found  within  five  furlongs 
around. 

At  rare  intervals  a  few  hunters  and  shepherds 
visited  these  heights  so  difficult  of  access,  but  in 
our  day  they  have  become  the  goal  of  innumerable 
crowds  who  pour  in  from  all  parts  of  France  and 
of  the  world. 

For  several  years  these  heights  have  been  at- 
tained by  a  gentle  acclivity  and  an  easy  road  sunk 
in  the  sides  of  the  mountains,  and  on  this  plateau 
so  long  a  desert  rises  between  two  convents  a 
splendid  church  shrine,  consecrated  to  the  Mother 
of  God,  capable  of  containing  2,500  persons. 

It  is  an  Apparition  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  that 
has  peopled  these  solitudes.  Before  giving  the 
recital  of  this  glorious  manifestation  of  the  Queen 
of  Heaven,  we  will  relate  the  history  of  the  two 
children  who  have  been  its  happy  witnessess. 

Pierre  Maximin  Giraud  was  born  at  Corps,  on 
the  27th  of  August,  1835.  On  the  19th  of  Septem- 
ber, 1846,  the  day  of  the  Apparition,  he  was  eleven 
years  and  some  days  old.  His  father  worked  as  a 
•wheelwright,  and  as  his  mother  had  been  dead 
several  years  he  was  under  the  care  of  his  mother- 
in-law.  At  eleven  years  old,  Maximin  was  very 
ignorant;  never  having  frequented  the  schools  of 
the  village,  he  could  only  speak  the  patois,  and  did 
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not  understand  French.  His  father  had  scarcely 
succeeded  in  teaching  him  the  Pater  nosier 
and  Ave  Maria  after  repeating  them  to  him  for 
three  years.  Maximiu  was  not  by  any  means 
deficient  in  memory  or  intelligence,  but  his  levity 
and  carelessness  rendered  him  incapable  of  any 
sustained  attention.  He  thought  only  of  play, 
and  when  taken  to  Mass  or  Catechism  he  would 
escape  to  the  public  square  to  play  with  other 
children. 

Such  was  Maximin  when,  on  the  13th  of  Sep- 
tember, 1846,  Pierre  Seline,  proprietor  of  Abland- 
ers,  came  to  Corps  and  requested  the  wheel- 
wright Giraud  to  give  his  son  to  him  for  a  few 
days.  He  wished  Maximin  to  take  care  of  his 
cows  until  his  herd,  who  was  sick,  should  re- 
cover his  health.  After  some  hesitation,  Giraud 
acceeded  to  the  request  of  his  friend,  and  on  Mon- 
day, the  14th,  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
Pierre  Selme  took  Maximin  with  him  to  La  Salelte 
— it  being  the  first  time  the  boy  had  left  the  pater- 
nal roof. 

Fearing  all  the  time  that  Maximin  would  let 
the  cows  fall  in  the  ravine,  Pierre  Selme  worked 
ia  the  field  where  the  child  was  watching  them  on 
Monday,  the  14th  of  September,  and  on  the  Tues- 
day, Wednesday  and  Friday  following.  During 
this  time  he  never  lost  sight  of  his  shepherd,  and 
on  Thursday  his  wife  took  charge.  On  Friday,  the 
18th,  Pierre  Selme  saw  Maximin  playing  with  Me- 
lanie  Calvat,  who  watched  the  cows  of  Jean  Bap- 
tiste  Prfi. 

Melanie,  the  little  girl  who  figured  in  the  event 
of  La  Salette,  was  born  at  Corps  on  the  7th  of  No- 
vember, 1831,  of  poor  parents,  who  were  burthened 
with  a  large  family.  Francoise  Melanie  Calvat 
Mathieu  quitted  the  paternal  roof  very  young,  to 
watch  the  herds  of  a  master.  She  at  first  served 
two  years  at  Quet-en- Beaumont,  and  afterwards  at 
Sainte  Luce,  an  important  hamlet  of  the  parish  of 
Saint  Jean  des  Vertues,  where  she  also  remained 
two  years.  In  the  course  of  the  month  of  March, 
1846,  she  entered  the  service  of  Jean  Baptiste  Pra, 
proprietor  of  Ablandens.  At  the  time  of  the  Ap- 
parition she  was  nearly  fifteen,  and  she  knew  little 
more  than  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross.  Obliged 
to  take  care  of  her  master's  herds  on  Sundays  and 
holydays  as  on  other  days  of  the  week,  she  could 
but  rarely  go  to  church.  Her  mind  had  not  re- 
ceived any  culture,  and  her  treacherous  memory 
could  scarcely  retain  a  few  lines  of  the  Catechism. 
She  could  not  be  admitted  to  her  First  Commu- 
nion until  her  seventeenth  year,  in  spite  of  the  as- 
siduous care  of  the  religieux,  of  Corps,  to  whom 
she  was  confided  in  December,  1846. 

Melanie  was  timid,  and  scarcely  dared  to  reply 
to  questions  when  addressed  to  her.  She  was 


thought  to  be  of  a  pouty,  sullen  temper.  In  her 
listlessness  it  often  happened  that  she  fell  asleep 
in  the  stable  when  she  took  the  cattle  there  in  the 
evening;  at  other  times  she  would  pass  the  night 
under  the  beautiful  stars,  if  not  forbidden  to  do 
so;  and  if  she  happened  lo  get  drenched  with 
rain  she  would  never  ask  to  change  her 
clothes. 

Maximin  was  only  six  years  old  when  Melanie, 
who  was  ten,  quitted  the  town  of  Corps.  These 
two  children  had  never  seen  each  other  until  the 
arrival  of  Maximin  at  Ablandens.  Friday,  the  18th 
of  September,  they  passed  part  of  the  day  together, 
and  in  the  evening  when  they  separated  thej'  agreed 
to  return  the  next  day  together  to  watch  their  cows 
upon  the  Montagne  du  Planeau. 

Such  were  Maximiu  and  Melanie  before  the  19th 
of  September,  1846,  the  day  of  the  Apparition; 
but  God,  who  chose  the  poor  fishermen  of  Galilee 
to  announce  the  Gospel  to  the  nations,  cast  His 
eye  upon  these  two  ignorant  young  shepherds  to 
make  them  the  apostles  of  His  Mother. 

(TO   BE  CONTINUED.) 


Kneeling  in  peaceful  prayer 

Upon  an  altar  stair, 
Where  fell  an  Eastern  window's  tinted  rays, 

In  the  opalesce  light 
—With  lucent  radiance  bright— 
A  calm  majestic  Angel  met  my  gaze. 

Rapt  in  the  sentient  grace, 

Which  filled  the  hallowed  place, 
I  wondered  not  at  angelic  presence  near; 

Nor,  in  the  hush  intense, 

With  spiritual  sense, 
A  greeting  full  of  tender  ruth  to  hear. 

"  Oh,  mortal !  "—thus  he  said, 

The  while,  about  his  head, 
Pure  coruscations  flashed,  like  lambent  flame, — 
"Could  I  to  thee  reveal 

Heaven's  glories,  where  I  dwell, 
Beholding  Him  whom  thou  scarce  darest  to  name !" 

"  Oh,  Angel!"  I  returned, 

— The  while  within  me  burned, 
My  heart  with  fire  it  never  yet  had  known — 

"  He,  ye  adore  above, 

With  more  transcending  love 
Dwells  here, — a  hidden  God,— our  very  own !" 

"Mortal,"  said  he,  once  more, 
"The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Gazing  unblinded  on  His  unveiled  face, 
With  happiness  more  vast 
Than  in  the  infinite  past, 
His  angels,  with  each  coming  day,  doth  grace!" 
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"  Dear  Angel,"  I  replied, 
Uplifting,  tearful-eyed, 
My  gaze  where  Jesus  on  the  altar  dwelt, 
"Thou  who  hast  never  erred, 

Ne'er  'Go  in  peace,'  hast  heard, 
Nor  rapture  of  forgiving  love  hast  felt!" 

Yet  still  the  Angel  spake: 
"Knowest  thou  the  food  I  take? — 
My  bread  is  but  to  do  the  will  divine!" 
"Angel  of  light,"  I  said, 

And  for  my  Daily  Bread, 
His  very  Self — our  Humbled  God — is  mine!" 

"  Soul,"  said  the  Angel  then, 

"Surely  His  love  for  men, 
Exceeds  His  love  for  us — angels  of  heaven!" 

"  Angel,"  I  said,  "  even  so, — 
He  willeth  ye  shall  know, 
Your  purest  joy's  o'er  contrite  souls  forgiven!" 

Lowly  the  Angel  knelt 
Beside  me,  and  I  felt, 
Our  adorations  borne,  like  incense  sweet, 
A  wordless  psalm  of  praise, 
Holier  than  voice  can  raise, 
To  rest,  a  mingled  offering,  at  God's  feet. 

R.  V.  R. 
WASHINGTON,  Oct.  3,  1875. 


Tangled  Paths. 


BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIII.— [CONTINUED.] 
The  Countess  Olga  knew  that  the  man  through 
whom  her  faith  in  all  that  was  highest  and  best 
in  human  nature  had  suffered  a  mortal  blow, 
would  come  to  her  again,  driven  by  his  needs,  to 
torment  her  by  threats  of  separating  her  from  her 
child;  she  wa's  well  assured  that  the  written 
agreement  he  had  given  her  to  leave  them  to- 
gether in  peace  was  as  a  rope  of  sand;  something 
whispered  that  a  time  would  inevitably  come 
when  he  would  suddenly  be  spirited  away  from 
her  by  foul  means;  she  almost  foresaw  it,  and, 
obeying  the  prevision,  she  hastened  with  Carl 
Shaeffer's  assistance  to  have  the  small  iron  casket 
made  in  which  she  deposited  these  sad  records  of 
her  life  and  other  papers  necessary  to  his  future 
welfare. 

Knowing  that  when  her  child  should  be  taken, 
Fatiana  would  also  disappear,  and  confiding  in 
her  truth  and  fidelity,  she  placed  the  casket  in  her 
keeping,  beseeching  her  to  preserve  it  secretly 
and  safely  until  her  boy  should  be  old  enough  for 
it  to  be  placed  in  his  hands.  After — with  a  keen, 
penetrating  glance  into  the  eyes  of  the  Countess 
Olga — she  had  briefly  inquired  if  there  was  any- 
thing in  it  which  would  bring  danger  to  Count 
Andrei,  whom  she  loved — her  nursling — loved 


even  while  hating  his  sins,  she  promised,  and  we 
have  seen  how  faithfully  she  kept  her  word.  Years 
afterwards,  as  she  stood  before  a  shop  window  in 
Moscow,  showing  Dimitri  the  glittering  Christmas 
toys,  an  old  man  with  long  white  hair  and  beard 
touched  her  on  the  shoulder,  and  placed  a  small 
package  in  her  hand,  saying:  "  Conceal  it  quickly, 
and  put  it  in  the  casket  with  the  others,"  then  dis- 
appeared in  the  crowd,  and  Fatiana,  after  her  first 
surprise,  knew  that  it  was  Carl  ShaefFer.  A  great 
dread  came  over  her  lest  he  should  have  come 
thither  with  a  design  to  take  away  the  boy  the 
first  opportunity  that  offered,  to  his  mother;  and 
without  saying  anything  of  her  suspicions,  she 
kept  him  within  doors  the  few  days  longer  that 
the  Princess,  her  mistress,  remained  in  the  city. 
Back  once  more  to  the  country-house,  she  felt  that 
all  was  safe,  and  lost  no  time  in  placing  the  papers 
in  the  casket  as  directed.  This  was  the  substance 
of  their  contents. 

Notwithstanding  the  apprehensions  of  the 
Countess  Olga,  several  months  passed  away  with- 
out any  interruption  of  the  calm  that  had  fallen 
upon  the  small  household ;  we  say  calm,  not  mean- 
ing that  it  was  peace.  But  one  day,  Fatiana — who 
had  gone  out  with  her  charge,  for  air  and  exercise, 
did  not  return.  A  servant  remembered  having 
seen  her  going  up  to  her  own  room  about  three 
o'clock, — but,  as  there  was  nothing  unusual  in  that, 
had  taken  no  especial  notice  of,  or  spoken  of  it. 
Search  was  made  far  and  wide  for  the  nurse  and 
child,  but  the  whole  thing  had  been  so  artfully 
contrived  and  executed  that  the  police  detectives 
were  baffled,  and  their  flight  was  as  trackless  as 
that  of  phantoms. 

One  evening,  a  year  after  the  loss  of  her  child, 
the  desolate  woman  was  sitting  alone — in  blank, 
motionless  silence,  unconscious  that  twilight  had 
darkened  the  room,  so  far  away  her  thoughts  were 
wandering — when  there  came  a  muffled  footstep: 
then  a  darker  shadow  than  the  twilight  fell  upon 
her,  and,  raising  her  eyes,  she  saw  her  husband 
standing  before  her.  She  shrunk  as  if  stung,  and 
put  out  both  hands  as  if  bidding  him  come  no 
nearer.  Of  what  passed  between  them,  or  that  he 
had  ever  been  there,  the  household  servants  were 
in  ignorance.  When  they  came  in  with  lights, 
they  found  her  unconscious  upon  the  floor.  He 
had  come  for  money,  but  all  that  was  left  she 
had  placed  it  out  of  her  own  power  to  touch.  He 
tried  to  bribe  her  by  promising  to  restore  her 
child ;  he  resorted  to  his  old  arts,  by  which  he  had 
so  often  deceived  her;  but  in  vain ; 
say,  and  reiterate:  "  I  have  nothinj 
then,  losing  all  control  of  himself,, 
should  never  look  upon  the  face  of 
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— thathe  should  be  brought  up  to  scorn  and  revile 
her  memory, — then  struck  her  a  heavy  blow  with 
his  great  fist  that  would  have  felled  a.  strong  man. 
She  fell,  stunned  and  bruised,  from  her  chair;  the 
physical  violence  had  done  that  which  no  mental 
torture  or  pain  could  ever  effect,  and  she  lay  prone 
on  the  floor  in  a  deep  deathlike  swoon,  and  when 
consciousness  returned  she  was  in  a  raving  fever 
of  delirium. 

The  day  on  which  the  old  Tartar  nurse  and 
little  Dimitri  disappeared,  Count  Andrei  had  met 
them  as  if  by  accident,  but  really  by  design,  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  park,  and  ordered  her,  with  the 
child,  to  get  into  the  carriage  that  was  concealed 
near  the  roadside,  behind  a  clump  of  trees.  Fatiana 
knew  that  the  time  had  come  that  she  had  so  long 
prayed  might  be  averted ;  and,  acquainted  as  she 
was  with  the  desperate  iron  will  of  the  man,  she 
dared  offer  no  resistance.  But  she  pleaded-  for 
leave  to  return  to  the  house  for  a  small  bundle  of 
her  things — her  best  holiday  dress,  which  it  would 
make  her  very  unhappy  to  leave  behind.  After  a 
moment's  scowling  silence,  he  said:  "  Go,  and  re- 
turn quickly;  I  have  no  time  to  lose;  and  so  sure 
as  you  play  me  false  I'll  throw  the  boy  into  the 
sea  yonder." 

"Do  not  fear.  I  mean  to  be  true  to  thy  child, 
as  I  have  been  to  thee,  wicked  man !  "  she  an- 
swered, hastening  on  her  errand,  and  vowing  to 
Heaven,  within  her  heart,  to  atone  for  the  act  in 
which  she  had  been  made  an  unwilling  instru- 
ment, while  tears  streamed  from  her  eyes  at  the 
thought  of  the  desolation  it  would  bring  to  the  al- 
ready stricken  heart  of  the  boy's  mother.  She 
brought  away  her  holiday  dress  in  a  compact 
bundle,  in  the  middle  of  which  was  securely 
wrapped  the  iron  casket,  and,  getting  into  the 
carriage  with  the  child  and  his  father,  they  were 
driven  off  as  fast  as  fleet,  strong  horses  could  carry 
them.  From  the  beautiful  Crimean  shores,  they 
journeyed  post  to  northern  Russia,  and  one  day 
Count  Andrei  with  Fatiana  and  the  child  unex- 
pectedly appeared  before  tLe  old  Princess  Dimitri- 
Douskoi"  as  she  sat  bitterly  musing  in  her  richly 
decorated  sitting  room,  where  all  the  splendors  of 
gilding,  paintings,  statuary,  flowers,  and  silken 
folds,  and  lace  drapings,  and  Persian  mats,  and 
things  of  fabulous  price  in  gold  and  precious 
stones,  mocked  her  by  their  utter  powerlessness  to 
bring  her  peace  or  soothe  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
her  pride.  She  drew  herself  haughtily  up;  the 
white  light  scintillating  in  her  eyes  seemed  to 
emit  sparks ;  she  had  no  word  of  welcome  for  them, 
but  ordered  Fatiana  to  take  the  child  out  of  her 
sight;  then  after  an  angry  conversation  with  her 
nephew,  in  which  she  reproached  him  bitterly  for 
the  disgrace  and  dishonor  he  had  brought  on  an  un- 


sullied and  noble  name,  first  by  marrying  beneath 
him,  and  afterwards  by  his  crimes  in  Paris,  she  of- 
fered to  adopt  his  child  on  condition  that  his 
mother  should  be  kept  in  ignorance  of  his  where- 
abouts, and  that  lie  himself  should  leave  Russia  to 
return  no  more,  insisting  upon  tins  latter  sternly — 
"  to  spare,"  she  said,  "  the  house  of  Ditnitri-Dous- 
ko'i  the  disgrace  of  the  heir  to  its  rank  and  honors 

being  sent  as  a  felon not  as  a  political  offender; 

no,  she  could  have  borne  that, but  as  a  felon 

to  the  mines  of  Siberia."  She  bade  him  begone, 
and  he  rushed  from  her  presence,  stung  almost  to 
madness  by  her  words;  he  left  Russia  and  became 
a  wanderer  over  the  earth,  the  old  Princess  only 
hearing  of  him  through  her  banker  when  he 
drew  the  annuity  allowed  him.  And,  strange  to 
tell,  she  grew  to  love  the  child, — loved  him  with  a 
jealous,  watchful,  suspicious  vigilance  that  ren- 
dered her  existence  a  perpetual  and  anxious 
strain,  fearing  that  he  would  by  some  means  be 
taken  from  her,  or  go  away  himself  if  he  got  the 
least  hint  of  the  facts  of  the  past — or  that,  after  all, 
his  father's  vices  would  crop  out  in  him  to  dis- 
honor her  name  yet  more. 

Dimitri  gnashed  his  teeth ;  his  brain  throbbed — 
but  there  was  one  more  paper  unopened.  It  was 
written  in  the  cramped,  illegible  hand  of  Fatiana. 

"I  have  heard  this  day  again  from  Carl  Shaefi'er. 
He  sent  me  a  line  by  the  priest  Vieski  to  tell  me  that 
the  Countess  Ol.^a  is  gone  away  to  foreign  parts,  no 
one  knows  to  what  land.  Should  you  ever  go  in 
search  of  her — your  mother — go  first  to  the  Royal 
Bank  at  Hamburg  and  ask  where  Carl  Shaeffer  is  to 
be  found.  Then  show  your  bank  certificates,  and  all 
will  be  right.  I  don't  know  where  she  is — your  beau- 
tiful mother — and  pray  God  and  our  Blessed  Lady  of 
Perpetual  Help  to  lead  you  to  her.  If  you  find  her, 
take  it  for  a  sign  that  He  pardons  me  for  taking  part 
in  that  which  I  dared  not  withstand.  The  picture  be- 
hind the  silk  curtain  in  the  dressing-closet  of  the  Prin- 
cess is  your  father's,  painted  after  his  marriage.  Look 
at  it  well,  that  you  may  know  him  if  ever  you  meet, — 
and  I  charge  you  from  my  grave  to  forgive — forgive 
him,  forgive  me!  FATIAXA." 

"  Go  in  search  of  thee,  my  sweet  mother!  Aye ! 
I  only  bide  my  time  to  go  to  the  ends  of  the  earth 
in  search  of  thee!"  said  the  boy,  as  he  took  up 
the  miniature,  and  gazed  upon  it,  half-blinded  by 
his  tears.  Just  then  he  heard  voices  and  footsteps 
outside.  The  men  had  come  to  dig  the  grave,  and 
were  already  knocking  at  the  door.  Hastily  gath- 
ering up  everything,  he  thrust  all  swiftly  into  the 
inside  pouch  of  his  touloupe,  and  then,  obeying  a 
sudden  thought,  dropped  the  casket  into  the  coffin 
and  drew  the  folds  of  the  woolen  shroud  over  it. 
It  was  a  happy  idea,  for  no  one  would  disturb  or 
discover  it  there;  it  would  be  buried  with  her. 
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He  lingered  one  moment  more  to  look  at  her  pool- 
dead  face  as  if  to  assure  her  of  his  forgiveness, 
then  drew  on  his  touloupe  carefully,  looked  on  the 
floor  to  see  if  he  might  not  by  chance  have  dropped 
a  scrap  of  paper,  or  something;  but  finding  that 
he  had  not,  he  opened  the  door  for  the  men,  who 
came  in  and  began  their  sad  work.  Dimitri 
waited  while  the  grave  was  being  dug,  and  sud- 
denly bethinking  himself,  ere  the  coffin-lid  was 
screwed  down,  he  snatched  up  the  old  blackened 
rosary,  and  laid  it  upon  the  faithful  breast  that 
had  so  often  pillowed  his  head  and  sheltered  his 
motherless  boyhood  as  in  a  safe  refuge.  There 
was  not  the  least  religious  sentiment  mingled  with 
the  act;  the  rosary  was  her  one  sacred  possession, 
and  he  had  somehow  an  idea  that  it  would  trouble 
her  spirit  for  it  to  be  left  to  be  trampled  under 
profane  feet  and  perhaps  thrown  upon  the  dung- 
hill, not  only  contemned  as  the  symbol  of  a  de- 
spised faith,  but  also  as  the  relic  of  one  whom  they 
said  was  in  league  with  the  devil.  The  boy  could 
do  no  more:  he  had  done  all  that  lay  in  his  power 
to  console  her  last  moments,  to  give  rest  to  her 
departed  spirit,  and  a  place  of  repose  to  her  re- 
mains where  she  might  "  sleep  the  sleep  of  death," 
on  the  very  spot  where  the  uneasy,  fitful  slumbers 
of  her  life  had  been  passed.  He  heard  the  coffin 
lowered  into  the  grave,  and  the  hollow  rumble  of 
the  clods  upon  it  echoed  like  a  mysterious  knell 
upon  his  overstrung  nerves ;  but  he  remained  until 
the  men  had  completed  their  task,  paid  them 
liberally,  and,  having  dismissed  them,  locked  the 
door  of  the  hut,  and  took  the  key  away  with  him. 
The  morning  was  rising  in  cold  dazzling  splendor 
over  the  snowfields  and  crystallized  forests;  the 
atmosphere  was  spangled  witli  atoms  of  snow  put 
in  motion  by  the  wind;  while  the  sun,  with  the 
reflection  of  other  suns  circling  around  him,  filled 
the  still  frozen  azure  of  the  heavens  with  incon- 
ceivable radiance.  Dimitri  saw  nothing;  his 
faculties  of  seeing,  hearing,  feeling  we*e  all  in- 
troverted  and  fixed  on  one  idea — his  mother — and 
how  to  find  her,  and  when  and  by  what  means  he 
should  escape  the  strict  surveillance  under  which, 
he  was  now  conscious,  his  life  was  held.  He  de- 
termined to  keep  the  papers  found  in  the  casket 
in  a  sealed  package  about  his  person;  the  minia- 
ture of  his  mother,  the  jewels — superb  sapphires 
and  diamonds — the  foreign  gold,  in  a  secret  drawer 
of  his  escritoire,  which  once — in  a  sudden  freak 
for  mechanism  incited  by  reading  something  curi- 
ous about  such  matters — he  had  himself  planned 
and  constructed.  No  one  except  Fatiana  had 
known  his  secret,  and  when  with  great  pride  he 
exhibited  it  to  her,  she  nodded  her  head  approv- 
ingly, and  said  :  "Tell  no  one ;  for  some  day  thou 
wilt  need  it."  He  paid  no  attention  to  her  words 


at  the  time,  but  now  he  remembered  and  under- 
stood them ;  and  having  deposited  his  treasures  in 
the  narrow,  concealed  cavity,  he  closed  it  by  the 
spring,  of  which  he  alone  held  the  key.  Dimitri 
used  to  be  a  great  sleeper;  his  organization  jeal- 
ously required  compensation  for  every  moment's 
loss  of  sleep,  with  interest,  which  he  never  failed 
to  take  advantage  of  to  the  utmost,  but  now  he  felt 
as  if  he  had  been  asleep  all  his  life,  dreaming,  and 
had  just  awakened  with  every  faculty  alert  to  the 
real  state  of  things  around  him.  He  knew  that  he 
would  have  to  be  vigilant,  and  dissemble,  and  bide 
his  time;  well!  what  was  a  few  months  in  com- 
parison with  all  that  he  meant  to  do?  He  would 
even  accompany  his  aunt  to  see  the  pale  nun  at 
Troi'tza,  and  let  them  enjoy  to  the  last  the  fraud 
of  passing  her  off  upon  him  for  his  mother. 
"  Mother!  "  that  should  be  the  watchword  and  pal- 
ladium of  his  life  until  he  found  her,.— his  own 
true  mother.  He  went  to  the  room  of  his  aunt,  as 
usual,  to  inquire  after  her  health,  and  inform  her 
that  her  old  servant  was  buried ;  after  which  he 
gave  her  the  key  of  the  hut,  which  she  immedi- 
ately sent  by  Feodor  to  the  steward  to  be  taken 
care  of;  then  he  joined  his  young  friends  at  break- 
fast, seemingly  as  jolly  as  they,  and  spent  the  day 
with  them,  leading  in  whatever  sports  they  en- 
gaged in. 

After  they  went  away — their  pleasant  visit  over 
— he  was  free,  but  for  one  day  only,  as  on  the  one 
following  he  would  go  back  to  his  college  at  Mos- 
cow. There  was  one  thing  to  be  done  before  he 
went,  and  for  the  opportunity  to  do  it  he  had 
waited  and  watched  like  a  cat  at  a  mouse-hole. 
It  came  unexpectedly.  An  old  friend  of  the  Prin- 
cess Dimitri-Douskoi's,  a  person  of  high  consid- 
eration, came  out  of  his  way  to  pay  her  a  visit,  and 
she  felt  it  to  be  due  to  his  dignity  and  their  long 
friendship  to  receive  him  in  state,  which  she  did. 
Soon  after  she  left  her  apartments  with  her  maid 
to  go  down  to  her  boudoir  in  the  great  drawing- 
room,  Dimitri,  who  was  on  the  watch,  entered 
them,  and,  unlocking  the  door  of  her  dressing- 
closet,  went  in.  There  was  the  veiled  picture :  he 
drew  aside  the  curtain,  and  the  light  from  the 
window  fell  full  upon  a  face  swarthy  and  full  of 
power,  lit  up  by  a  pair  of  superb  black  eyes  whose 
expression  reminded  the  boy  of  a  couchant  tiger; 
the  broad  forehead  indicated  fine  intellectual 
calibre ;  the  dimple  or  cleft  in  the  square  chin,  na- 
tural traits  that  generally  temper  the  savagery  in- 
dwelling in  all  humankind;  but  over  it  all,  or 
from  under  it  all,  there  looked  forth  a  lurking 
devil  that  marred  the  dignity  of  the  countenance 
and  stript  it  of  its  nobility. 

"Now  I  shall  know  him;  meet  him  where  I 
may,  I  shall  know  the  destroyer  of  my  mother's 
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peace,"  Dimilri  said,  through  his  closed  teeth. 
He  restored  the  curtain  to  the  folds  he  had  dis- 
turbed, closed  the  door  of  the  dressing-closet,  and 
hastened  to  join  the  Princess  and  her  guest,  she 
having  sent  him  a  message  to  do  so,  as  he  was 
leaving  his  apartment  to  go  to  hers  on  the  errand 
we  have  described. 

"When  the  ice  was  out  of  the  Keva, — when  roses, 
and  the  blossoming  fruit-trees  filled  the  sultry  air 
of  the  short  hot  Russian  summer  with  fragrance, 
the  young  Count  Dimitri,  who  had  got  permis- 
sion and  a  brief  holiday  to  go  to  St.  Petersburg 
to  see  the  American  squadron  that  was  expected 
hourly  to  make  its  appearance  in  the  river,  disap- 
peared, leaving  no  trace,  no  message  to  tell 
whither  he  had  gone.  A  sudden  palsy  struck  the 
haughty  old  Princess  when  the  news  reached  her, 
and  there  was  nothing  of  all  her  grandeur,  her 
rank,  her  pride  of  birth,  or  her  riches,  that  could 
give  her  a  moment's  solace;  she  had  leaned  upon 
them,  and  when  the  hand  of  God  fell  upon  her 
they  only  mocked  and  pierced  her. 

When  the  Latin  priest  Vieski  heard  one  day  that 
the  young  Count  had  fled,  or  had  been  assassinated 
in  some  secret  den  in  St.  Petersburg,  be  offered  Mass 
for  him,  whether  living  or  dead,  that  Almighty 
God  would  remember  with  mercy  the  good  work  he 
had  done  for  a  dying  woman,  and  the  generous 
alms  he  had  one  day  brought  him,  to  be  given  as 
he  found  need,  to  such  as  he  knew  were  destitute. 
"  A  brave,  noble,  generous  soul," — whispered  the 
priest," — who  only  needs  the  refining  power  of 
religion  to  transmute  the  crude  qualities  of  his 
nature  into  pure  gold,  if  he  is  living,  as  something 
tells  me  that  he  is." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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Old,  feeble  and  lame,  Father  Juniper  undertook 
the  return  journey  of  two  hundred  leagues,  arriv- 
ing safely  at  Tepic,  where  they  had  to  wait  till 
January  of  the  following  year  for  a  conveyance. 
On  the  24th  of  January  they  set  sail  from  Tepic, 
and  reached  San  Diego  on  the  13th  of  March. 
Here  lie  provided  this  place  and  San  Gabriel 
with  provisions,  both  being  in  need,  and  hearing 
that  there  was  great  want  in  Monterey,  he  hurried 
on  thither,  where  he  had  the  happiness  of  meeting 
his  dear  neophytes  again  on  the  llth  of  May. 

The  starving  inhabitants  of  Monterey  and  the 
neighborhood  being  provided  with  food,  Father 
Serra  immediately  commenced  preparations  for 


the  expedition  to  the  Korth.  He  desired  that  re- 
ligious should  accompany  it,  bearing  in  mind  the 
promise  which  it  is  said  our  Lord  made  to  St.  Fran- 
cis that  even  the  sight  of  his  children  would  be 
enough  to  convert  the  pagans  to  Christianity. 
Fathers  Crespi  and  Saravia  were  accordingly  ap- 
pointed to  accompany  the  expedition.  They  sailed 
to  the  55th  degree  of  north  latitude;  there  they 
discovered  an  island,  to  which  they  gave  the  name 
of  Santa  Margarita,  and  returned  along  the  coast, 
examining  the  harbors.  They  attempted  to  land 
at  one  place  in  order  to  erect  a  cross;  but  the 
weather  grew  stormy,  nearly  capsizing  the  boat, 
and  the  attempt  was  relinquished.  The  savages 
along  the  Coast  came  out  in  their  Canoes  to  the 
frigate  and  were  admitted  on  board,  where  they 
bartered  off  to  the  sailors  blankets  made  of  hair, 
and  mats  of  various  colors,  made  from  the  bark  of 
trees,  for  pieces  of  iron  and  trinkets.  These  Indi- 
ans seemed  kindly  and  well  disposed.  They  were 
clad  with  skins  of  animals;  some  of  them  were 
modestly  dressed,  and  tolerably  handsome,  but 
were  disfigured  by  having  the  under  lip  perforated 
and  a  piece  of  wood  hanging  therefrom ;  this  latter 
appendage  they  could  move  with  great  ease  while 
speaking,  even  so  as  to  cover  with  it  their  mouth 
and  nose. 

On  their  return  a  report  of  the  expedition  was 
transmitted  to  his  exellency,  but  he  was  not  very 
well  satisfied  with  it  and  ordered  out  a  second, 
composed  of  a  frigate  and  a  schooner.  Fathers 
Michael  Campa  and  Benito  Sierra  were  the  mis- 
sionaries accompanying  it.  On  the  9th  of  June 
they  reached  a  good  port  in  the  41st  degree  of  lati- 
tude. This  they  called  Trinity  Bay,  as  it  was 
discovered  on  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Trinity. 
They  took  possession  of  the  place  in  the  name  of 
their  sovereign,  had  a  high  Mass  celebrated,  sang 
the  Te  Deum,  and  planted  the  Cross.  The  Indians 
showed  themselves  friendly  and  affable.  Here 
they  remained  eight  days,  and  then  started  again 
on  their  northward  course,  reached  the  47th  degree 
of  latitude  on  the  18th  of  July,  discovered  a  beau- 
tiful bay,  and  erected  a  cross.  The  frigate  and  the 
schooner  continued  together  their  northerly  course 
till  the  30ih  of  July,  when  the  latter  was  lost  sight 
of,  and  was  not  seen  again  till  it  entered  the  har- 
bor of  Monterey  in  the  month  of  October.  The 
frigate  went  on  to  the  49th  degree  of  north  latitude, 
when,  failing  to  fall  in  with  the  schooner,  it  prob- 
ably returned,  as  it  was  in  the  harbor  of  Mon- 
terey when  the  schooner  arrived  there,  on  the  7th 
of  October.  The  schooner  reported  having  gone 
as  far  north  as  Bristol  Bay,  in  the  58th  degree  of 
latitude,  which  they  called  Our  Lady  of  Remedios, 
and  intended  to  proceed  further  but  the  winds 
proved  contrary,  obliging  them  to  return.  On 
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their  return  they  put  in  at  Punta  R^yes,  where  they 
were  visited  by  two  hundred  Indians.  Eight  days 
after  their  arrival  the  officers  and  crew  had  a  Mass 
celebrated  and  received  H  >ly  Communion  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Bethlehem,  our  Blessed 
Mother  being  at  that  time  venerated  under  this 
title  at  the  Mission  of  San  Carlos. 

A  third  expedition  of  two  frigates  was  dis- 
patched for  further  explorations,  with  fathers  Ri- 
obo  and  Noriega  as  chaplains.  On  the  3d  of 
May,  1777,  they  came  to  a  strait  in  the  55th  de- 
gree, north,  which  they  called  the  Straits  of  Bu- 
careli,  and  discovered  a  number  of  islands.  They 
remained  two  months  in  this  vicinity,  having  in- 
tercourse with  numerous  tribes  of  Indians,  whom 
they  described  as  being  very  stout  and  robust. 
They  received  from  them  three  boys  and  two  girls, 
who  were  afterwards  baptized.  From  the  Straits 
of  Bucareli  they  went  as  far  north  as  the  60th  de- 
gree, where  they  discovered  a  large  harbor.  Here 
were  found  an  abundance  of  delicious  fish  of 
which  they  salted  down  a  great  quantity.  They 
went  ashore  to  erect  a  cross  on  an  eminence  near 
by,  singing  the  "  Vexilla  Rtgis"  as  they  ascended 
towards  it.  The  natives  come  in  their  canoes  and 
launches  to  witness  the  scene,  and  seemed  very 
friendly.  There  was  one  among  them,  however, 
who  seemed  familiar  with  large  ships,  and  from 
this  fact  they  suspected  him  to  be  a  Russian  in 
disguise,  probably  sent  to  watch  their  movements; 
Mt.  St.  Elias  was  in  sight,  and  they  presumed  the 
Russian  settlement  must  not  be  far  distant. 

When  in  the  59th  degree  of  latitude,  they  were 
overtaken  by  a  terrific  storm  and  were  in  immi- 
nentdanger  of  shipwreck.  A  picture  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  was  brought  on  deck  and  exposed  for  the 
veneration  of  the  crew,  the  Salve  Regina  was  sung, 
and  they  escaped,  reaching  an  anchorage  shortly 
after.  The  commander,  seeing  the  season  far  ad- 
vanced, and  that  there  was  much  sickness  on 
board,  concluded  to  return,  and  they  entered  the 
Bay  of  San  Francisco  on  the  14th  of  October 
(1777).  They  had  a  solemn  Mass  of  thanksgiving 
celebrated,  and  the  Feast  of  St.  Francis  was  kept 
with  great  solemnity.  At  San  Francisco  they  bap- 
tized the  three  Indian  children  they  had  brought 
with  them,  and  were  just  about  setting  sail  for 
San  Bias  when  the  sad  news  was  received  of  the 
death  of  the  Vicero}',  Bucareli, — a  truly  noble 
man  and  a  generous  Christian,  one  who  had  ex- 
ercised his  zeal  and  devotion  in  spreading  the 
conquests  of  Spain  and  the  knowledge  of  Christi- 
anity to  the  furthermost  parts  of  North  America. 
Truly  a  century  has  wrought  wonderful  changes ! 
Poor  old  Spain!  she  has  not  now  a  single  port  on 
the  Pacific  coast,  where  a  hundred  years  ago  her 
standard  floated  all  along  the  coast  from  South. 


America  to  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North.  She 
should,  however,  be  proud  of  the  past,  when  her 
vessels  carried  the  cross,  and  with  it,  civilization, 
into  the  very  hearts  of  barbarous  nalions  and 
countries.  She  may  well  be  proud  of  such  chil- 
dren as  Serra;  and  let  us  hope  that  the  strong 
germs  of  the  faith  still  remaining  in  her  heart 
may  be  the  means  of  resuscitating  her  from  the 
decline  in  which  she  has  lain  for  years;  may  she 
again  at  no  remote  day  take  her  position  among 
the  nations  of  Europe,  crowned  with  new  laurels 
— with  one  hand  pointing  to  Rome,  the  Centre  of 
Unity,  in  tok:n  of  her  firm  adhesion  to  the  Sov- 
ereign Pontiff,  while  with  the  other  she  gives  the 
salutation  of  friendship  to  the  republics  of  the 
New  World,  her  children,  begotten  in  the  days  of 
her  glory. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"Omnes   Sancti   et    Sanctae    Dei,    intercedite 
pro  nobis." 

The  month  of  the  A.ngels  has  passed  away, 

The  pleasant  and  bright  Oi-tober, 
And  the  leafl  :ss  trees,  and  the  chilly  breeze, 

Say  the  sunvnur  is  fairly  over. 
So  while  farewell  lays,  of  grateful  praise, 

To  angelic  hosts  we  render, 
They  bid  us  ijreet  with  anthems  meet 

The  month  of  the  Saints— November. 

We  raise  our  eyes  to  the  far-off  skies, 

For^ettin^1  awhile  earth's  sadness, 
And,  contemplating  celestial  joys, 

Our  spirits  abound  with  gladness. 
We  see  St.  Peter,  we  gaze  on  Paul, 

The  vessel  of  choice  election  ; 
While  the  gentle  John,  looking  kindly  down, 

Seems  promising  his  protection. 

And  the  great  Precursor  comes  next  in  view — 

The  antrel,  prophet,  and  teacher; 
The  saintly  Baptist,  the  tried  and  true, 

Of  penance  the  fearless  preacher; 
With  St.  Joseph,  who  bears  the  Lily-flower, 

The  Saint  of  the  poor  and  lowly, 
The  virgin  spouse  of  the  spotless  Maid, 

Christ's  Mother,  fair  and  holy! 

We  see  them  all,  that  glorious  band, 

And  lost  in  admiration 
Viewing  how  great  their  recompense, 

How  Uigh  their  exaltation. 
"Oh!  happy  they!"  we  humbly  say, 
"  Who  shunning  paths  of  evil, 
Overcame  at  length,  by  Jesus'  strength, 
The  world,  the  flesh,  the  devil! " 

"Who  ever  trod,  for  love  of  God, 

The  pathways  of  perfection, 
And  for  His  sake,  to  all  earth's  joys 

Gave  generous  rejection. 
Who  left  no  sacrifice  unspared 
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All  social  ties  to  sever, 
That  Jesus'  love  might  reign  unshared, 
Within  their  hearts  forever." 

O  holy  Saints!    O  Blest  of  God! 

Whose  festal  days  we're  keeping, 
The  fruit  of  whose  fraternal  prayers 

We  constantly  are  reaping; 
O  Church  triumphant!  built  above, 

Beseech  the  Lord  of  heaven 
That  to  the  struggling  Church  on  earth 

Bright  vict'ries  may  be  given. 

Pray  for  the  Shepherds  and  the  sheep, 

Pray  for  our  great  Chief  Pastor, 
That  all  may  serve  with  joy  and  love 

Our  one  dear  Lord  and  Master! 
That  thus  united  in  His  Heart 

By  bonds  of  love  fraternal, 
We  in  your  glory  may  have  part, 

And  share  your  bliss  eternal. 

B.  M.  J.  KEBNAN. 
NEW  YORK. 


Advent. 


Holy  Church  on  Sunday  next  commences  the 
holy    season   of   Advent — a  season   set   apart  to 
prepare    in  a  worthy   manner  for    the    celebra- 
tion   of    the    great  Festival    of    Christmas.      So 
much  importance  does  the  Church  attach  to  this 
great  event — so  much  does  she  wish  to  impress  on 
our  minds  the  fact  that  if  we  desire  to  obtain  the 
special  graces  and  blessings  which  the  glorious 
Festival  of  Christmas  has  in  store  for  us,  we  must 
celebrate  it  in  a  proper  spirit,  that  she  devotes  the 
four  Sundays  preceding   this  great   Feast   to  a 
worthy  preparation  for  it.    Inviting  all  who  thirst 
to  come  to  the  waters  of  life — Omnes  sitientes  ve- 
nite  ad  aquas — she  prays  Almighty  God  to  purify 
the  minds  and  hearts  of  her  children  for  the  com- 
ing of  the  Redeemer :  *  "  Excita,  Domine,  cor  da  nos- 
tra  ad  prceparandas  Unigeniti  Tui  mas:  ut  per  ejus 
adventum,  purificatis  tibi  mentibus  servire  merea- 
mur."     Let  us  not  fail  then  to  join  with  our  holy 
Mother  the  Church  in  preparing  for  this  great  fes- 
tival— the  festival  of  festivals.    Eighteen  hundred 
and  seventy-five  years  have  passed  since  the  Son 
of  God,  the  Second  Person  of  the  Blessed  Trinity, 
"  was  made  flesh  and  dwelt  among  us."    Cold 
and  unbelieving  indeed  would  then  be  the  heart 
that  heeds  not  the  approach  of  the  anniversary  of 
this  great  event  which  brought  salvation  to  fallen 
man !    What  sublime  lessons  are  taught  at  this 
season — to  one  who  loves  God !  How  consoling  and 
full  of  joy  is  the  mission  of  the  Infant  Saviour: 
He  comes  to  preach,  to  heal,  to  relieve,  to  deliver. 


*  "  Excite,  0  Lord,  our  hearts  to  prepare  the  way  of 
Thy  only  begotten  Son,  that  by  His  coming  we  may 
merit  to  serve  Thee  with  pure  minds." 


He  will  preach  to  us  by  His  example.  He  will 
preach  humility  by  His  lowliness,  silence  by  His 
speechlessness,  charity  by  His  surpassing  exer- 
cise of  that  sublime  virtue.  He  will  preach  the 
love  of  Mary  by  His  own  conduct  towards  His 
Blessed  Mother.  The  Divine  Infant  comes  not 
now  to  confound  the  proud,  to  silence  the  boaster, 
to  humble  the  haughty;  this  will  be  His  mission 
at  another  coming.  In  this  Advent  He  manifests 
His  mercy. 

Our  Infant  Jesus  is  coming  to  touch  our  lips 
with  the  kiss  of  peace.  He  comes  to  heal,  and 
our  healing  will  be  in  proportion  to  the  depth  of 
our  contrition,  for  He  comes  to  heal  the  contrite 
of  heart.  He  comes  to  release  the  captives.  And 
we  should  not  forget  that  there  is  another  day 
coming — a  day  of  exceeding  fear — a  day  when 
Jesus  will  come  again,  not  to  release,  but  to  bind, 
and  this  day  will  be  anticipated  for  us  by  the  day  of 
our  death.  The  year  is  fast  passing  away;  can  we 
tell  if  we  shall  live  to  see  the  close  of  another?  are 
we  sure  that  this  terrible  day  will  not  come  to  us 
before  another  Advent?  If  we  have  not  prepared 
for  it,  and  it  does  come,  what  will  be  our  terror 
and  dismay  ?  How  then  can  we  better  prepare  for 
the  terrible  Second  Coming  than  by  a  heartfelt 
commemoration  of  the  Frst  Coming,  uniting  our- 
selves in  spirit  with  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  ask- 
ing her  to  pray  for  us,  as  she  prayed  during  that 
blessed  Advent  when  "  He  took  flesh  of  her  flesh, 
and  bone  of  her  bone  "  ?  Then  indeed  may  we  hope 
that  His  second  coming  will  be  our  salvation,  and 
not  our  condemnation. 

And  as  Christmas  approaches,  shall  we  not  pre- 
pare gifts  and  feasts  and  rejoicings  for  the  Divine 
Babe  of  Bethlehem?  Some  daily  practice  of  vir- 
tue, some  little  daily  thanksgiving  for  His  love  in 
coming  to  redeem  us,  some  little  daily  self-denial  ? 
And  when  the  day  of  His  birth  dawns,  we  can 
gather  our  thanksgivings  and  our  devotions  into 
one  and  lay  them  at  His  feet;  or  what  is  better 
still,  give  them  to  our  Mother  to  present  for  us  to 
her  Son.  The  touch  of  her  blessed  hand  will  beau- 
tify them. 


MANY  deceive  themselves  by  believing  that  they 
possess  certain  virtues,  because  they  are  not  in 
fected  with  their  opposite  vices.  There  is  a  wide 
difference  between  not  having  a  vice  and  possess- 
ing the  virtue  contrary  to  it. — St.  Francis  of  Sales. 

"ONE  of  my  particular  devotions,"  wrote  the 
saintly  Father  Felix  de  Salo,  "is,  whenever  I  de- 
sire to  obtain  any  particular  favor  for  myself  or 
another,  to  say  some  few  prayers  for  the  dead. 
And  I  assure  you  I  have  experienced  in  myself 
and  others  strange  effects." 


Ave  Maria. 
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Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  October  29, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA:— There  is  nothing  to  rob  from 
the  Church  now.  She  is  despoiled  of  all  her  wealth, 
and  nothing  is  left  her  but  that  mystical  beauty  which 
never  fades,  and  the  exterior  beauty  of  those  temples 
which  the  piety  of  the  past  reared  aloft.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  imagine  how  the  Italian  Government  could 
strike  another  blow  at  her  rights  and  liberty.  These 
are  only  words  now,  which  a  few  years  back  meant 
something.  But  the  reality  no  longer  exists.  The 
benefices  which  have  existed  for  centuries  have  been 
seized  and  appropriated  for  the  public  treasury.  The 
priests  and  clerics  are  subject  to  military  conscription, 
the  religious  orders  are  suppressed,  and  their  convents 
converted  into  military  barracks.  What  more  can  be 
done  to  grieve  the  Spouse  of  Christ?  Nothing,  we 
would  imagine.  But  Marco  Minghetti's  genius  is  as 
active  as  it  is  evil.  He  has  been  reading  the  Prussian 
laws,  and  he  means  to  make  his  reading  profitable. 
The  Church  still  possesses  a  little — ver^  little.  The 
Italian  Government  makes  a  miserable  allowance 
yearly  in  the  shape  of  the  budget  for  worship.  It  is  a 
moiety,  granted  for  the  support  of  the  secular  clergy 
who  are  attached  to  parish  churches.  Minghetti  rea- 
sons in  this  way.  This  allowance  does  not  belong  to 
the  Church,  much  less  to  the  clergy,  but  to  the  laity. 
The  laity  therefore  shall  have  its  administration.  The 
clergy  are  not  the  ministers  of  God,  but  the  ministers 
of  the  laity.  Therefore,  it  is  the  laity  who  shall  pay 
the  clergy,  the  laity  who  shall  appoint  the  clergy.  In 
view  of  this  principle,  he  has  drawn  up  the  project  of 
a  new  law,  which  shall  incapacitate  the  Bishops  and 
their  clergy  to  administer  the  worship  fund.  It  shall 
empower  the  laity  in  every  individual  parish  to  form 
themselves  into  committees,  or  electoral  bodies,  and 
these  shall,  under  the  guidance  of  the  Government, 
elect  their  own  ministers,  and  pay  them  the  salary 
they  may  merit.  In  this  way,  not  the  hierarchy,  but 
the  laity,  shall  rule-  the  Church.  Such  is  the  project 
of  the  new  law,  to  be  discussed  in  the  coming  parlia- 
mentary tournament,  and  a  copy  of  which  the  worthy 
Julian  carried  to  Milan,  and  submitted  to  the  Nero 
from  Berlin.  It  will,  in  a  measure,  appease  the  Ger- 
man hydra,  and  reassure  Bismark  that  Germany  has 
an  active  sympathy  in  Italy.  Parliament  will  open  on 
the  15th  of  November,  and  it  is  hoped  by  Minghetti 
that  the  project  will  be  taken  up  with  interest  by  both 
parties  in  Parliament.  They  agree  to  be  at  odds  and 
ends  with  each  other  when  it  is  a  question  of  how  the 
nation  is  to  be  governed.  But 

WHEN  THE  CHDRCH  IS  CONCERNED, 

oh!  but  they  are  amiable  and  loving!  To  see  the 
members  of  the  Left  and  the  Right  walking  arm  in 
arm  to  the  chamber  of  deputies  when  questions  con- 
cerning the  Church  are  being  discussed,  has  been  pro- 
nounced by  the  correspondents  of  foreign  evangelical 
sheets,  "  an  edifying  sight."  I  make  no  doubt  the 
devils  are  very  harmonious  creatures  in  the  particular 
of 

WAGING  WAR  AGAINST  VIRTUE, 

but  they  hate  each  other  most  cordially  for  all  that. 


Their  representatives  in  the  Italian  Parliament  do 
their  duty  in  this  respect. 

THE   SOVEREIGN   PONTIFF 

is  a  stumbling-block  to  them.  They  can  do  all  things, 
as  they  put  it,  but  they  cannot  stifle  that  voice  which 
in  clarion  tones  proclaims  their  iniquity  to  the  world 
and  ever  and  anon  turns  around  upon  them,  and  asks, 

"WHY  STRIKEST  THOU  ME?" 

The  presence  too  of  the  multitudes  who  flock  to  the 
Vatican  from  every  part  of  the  world,  and  from  no- 
where more  than  every  province  of  this  very  Italy, 
which  they  would  unchristianize,  annoys  them  exceed- 
ingly, and  like  the  dumb  devil  of  old  they  speak  out 
the  happy  truth,  "There  is  enough  of  old  Rome  in  the 
Vatican  to  defy  our  efforts  for  generations  to  come." 
And  this  spirit  of  the  old  Rome  continues  to  manifest 
itself  daily  in  our  Pontiff,  and  it  is  a  consoling  truth 
that  outside  of  the  German  and  Italian  Parliaments  it 
is  believed  that  Pius  IX  has  the  "  words  of  eternal  life," 
and  so 

"THE  MULTITUDES  FOLLOW  HIM." 
On  the  20th  inst.  a  deputation  of  Catholics  from  the 
Republic  of  Buenos  Ayres  was  received  by  him;  and 
the  Liberal  papers,  commenting  on  the  interview,  said 
that,  "  for  a  sovereign  who  abominates  liberty,  he  ex- 
pressed a  great  interest  in  the  welfare  of  the  Republic." 
They  forget  their  history.  They  forget  that  in  one 
corner  of  this  peninsula  there  is  a  little  Republic  (San 
Marino)  which  has  existed  for  a  time  out  of  mind, 
thanks  to  the  protection  of  Pius  the  Ninth's  pre- 
decessors. 

Signer  Benavides,  the  Spanish  Ambassador  to  the 
Vatican,  has  resigned  his  office,  and  returned  to  Spain. 
Himself  and  lady  were  received  by  His  Holiness  in  a 
private  audience  the  day  previous  to  their  departure. 
It  is  said  that  His  Excellency  resigned  because  he 
could  not  in  conscience  be  the  exponent  at  the  Vati- 
can of  a  policy,  adopted  in  Spain,  which  threatens  to 
be  derogatory  to  the  welfare  of  the  Church. 

The  illustrious  Count  Werner  de  Merode,  brother 
of  the  deceased  Almoner  of  the  Pope,  is  in  Rome.  The 
Holy  Father  received  him  and  the  Countess  on  the  23d 
inst. 

There  is  an  illustrious  sufferer  in  Rome  now,  whose 
presence  is  badly  received  by  the  Italianissimi.  That 
is  one  of  their  peculiarities:  they  cannot  bear  the  sight 
of  their  victims.  Marie  Antoinette,  the  Grand  Duchess 
of  Tuscany,  and  widow  of  Leopold  II,  the  defunct  Grand 
Duke,  has  been  here  for  the  past  week.  Her  presence 
is  a  reminder  of  the  shameful  annexation  of  the  lovely 
province  of  Tuscany  and  the  banishment  of  its  noble 
Duke.  He  died  in  Rome,  the  home  of  the  exile,  in 
January,  1870.  The  Grand  Duchess  had  an  audience 
with  the  Holy  Father  on  the  25th  inst.  On  the  follow- 
ing morning  sue  assisted  at  the  Pope's  Mass  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion  from  his  hands. 

It  is  a  notorious  fact  thatTrastevere  is  the  hotbed  of 
the  Garibaldians.  But  it  is  also  true  that  those  of  the 
Trasteverini  who  are  not  Garibaldians  are  most  devoted 
to  the  Pope.  There  is  absolutely  no  sympathy  over 
there  for  the  king.  The  sentiments  of  the  Trasteverites 
were  made  known  to  the  Pope  the  other  day  by  the 
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women  of  the  district.  Let  me  state  that  the  women 
of  Trastevere  are  amazons  in  their  way,  and  in  the 
matter  of  politics  their  sentiments  are  worth  more 
than  those  of  the  men.  The  women  of  Trastevere  are 
considered  the  efficient  voters  of  the  district,  and  elec- 
toral speeches  are  addressed  not  so  much  to  the  men 
voters  as  to  the  women,  rulers  of  the  men.  A  pretty 
fair  delegation  of  these  heroines  was  presented  to  the 
Holy  Father  on  the  25th  inst.,  and  one  of  them  made 
a  very  masculine  speech.  The  substance  of  it  is  this: 
"  We  possess  the  hearts  of  our  men,  and  as  our  hearts 
centre  in  God,  and  in  His  Church  and  in  His  Vicar,  so 
shall  those  of  our  husbands  and  brothers."  The  Holy 
Father  was  very  much  pleased  with  this  sentiment, 
and  delivered  a  very  touching  homily,  which  was 
preached  that  same  evening  at  many  a  fireside  in  Tras- 
tevere. 

MILAN   IS  ITSELF   ONCE  MORE. 

That  is  to  say,  the  prices  of  lodging  and  edibles  have 
come  down  to  their  usual  standard,  and  the  hotel-keep- 
ers have  become  comparatively  honest;  the  old  Cathe- 
dral has  been  divested  of  the  thousands  of  lamps  which 
lit  it  up  the  darkness  a  week  ago,  for  the  Emperor 
has  gone.  He  left  a  great  deal  of  love  with  the  Ital- 
ians, and  12,000  francs  for  the  poor.  He  carried  away 
with  him  what  he  calls  happy  recollections.  He  was 
flattered  and  feted  usque  ad  nauseam  by  the  Italians. 
Emperors  enjoy  flattery  hugely,  and  Barbabianca — 
Whitebeard — left  Milan  apparently  very  well  satisfied. 
Did  he  not  carry  with  him  one  single  unpleasant 
recollection?  Perhaps  so:  nay,  I'm  sure  he  did.  He 
certainly  did  not  forget  how,  at  the  grand  opera  in 
the  Scala  theatre,  the  box  of  a  Milanese  patrician  was 
forced  open  by  order  of  no  less  a  person  than  the 
Minister,  Cantelli. 

TOMMASO    SCOTTI, 

the  proprietor  of  the  box,  is  a  devoted  Catholic. 
When  the  Emperor  arrived  in  Milan  he  went  out  of 
town,  that  he  might  not  be  a  witness  or  a  party  to 
feting  the  man  who  has  been  the  cause  of  so  much 
sorrow  to  the  whole  Church.  He  sent  an  offering  to 
the  Holy  Father,  and  a  letter  to  Father  Margoti,  the 
editor  of  the  Unitd  Cattolica,  stating  why  he  went  out 
of  town,  and  that  he  would  not  return  "donee  transeat 
iniquitas" — until  iniquity  passeth  by.  His  box  at  the 
opera,  and  that  of  an  eminent  lawyer— a  Republican 
— who  also  absented  himself,  were  a  stinging  re- 
minder to  the  Minister  Cantelli  that  not  all  the  Ital- 
ians worshipped  the  god  of  Berlin.  He  ordered  the 
doors  of  both  to  be  forced.  Soon  after,  he  invited 

TWO  OFFICERS  OF  THE  ITALIAN  ARMT 

to  enter.  They  did  so,  but  on  learning  what  had  hap- 
pened, they  walked  out,  burning  with  indignation. 
The  Emperor  saw  it  all.  I  wonder  did  he  think  of 
that  when  he  looked  pensively  out  of  the  car-window? 
Or  did  the  bee  still  tingle  in  his  ear  which  was  put 
there  by  the  Young  Men's  Catholic  Association  of 
Bologna?  It  was  not  all  flattery  at  Milan.  The  Em- 
peror heard  the  truth  once,  and  it  was  in  the  memorial 
addressed  to  the  Emperor  by  Cav.  Acquaderni,  Pres- 
ident of  the  Association.  Here  are  a  few  paragraphs: 
"Your  Majesty: — Permit  us,  Sire,  in  the  name  of  a  few 


thousand  young  Catholics  and  Italians,  united  to- 
gether in  an  association  for  the  defence  of  the  rights 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  and  certain  too  of  in- 
terpreting a  wish  participated  in  by  millions  of  ihe 
children  of  this  Italy,  which  has  the  honor  of  enter- 
taining you;  permit  us,  Sire,  to  break  through  the 
applauding  crowds,  and  come  to  your  august  presence. 
Your  Majesty,  it  is  not  a  sense  of  rancor,  nor  of  hatred, 
nor  of  contempt,  which  casts  a  shade  of  sorrow  on  our 
faces.  In  your  long  life, — may  God  still  preserve  it! — 
You  have  doubtless  learned  to  remain  unmoved  by 
the  various  rumors  which  surround  thrones,  and  not 
to  repel  as  an  enemy  the  supplicant,  or  receive  as  a 
friend  him  who  applauds.  You  set  out  from  your 
states  in  the  midst  of  applause,  and  you  were  saluted 
with  new  applause  in  Italy.  But  if  your  Majesty  is 
not  ignorant  that  you  left  many  a  faithful  subject  of 
your  crown  in  groaning  and  weeping,  know  you  that 
in  Italy  you  find  a  living  and  profound  echo  to  that 
weeping.  Your  Majesty,  you  should  not  ignore  the 
afflictions  of  the  true  Church  of  Jesus  Christ,  nor  the 

sorrows  of  the  Apostolic  See To  send  the  faith  to 

you,  and  with  the  faith,  civilization,  many  centuries 
back,  neither  labor  nor  blood  was  spared  in  Italy. 
The  Popes  and  the  Italians  did  all  this,  and  our  fa- 
thers, our  apostles,  acquired  by  their  blood,  for  them- 
selves and  all  the  people  of  Europe,  the  right  of  being 
called,  and  of  being  then  and  forever,  brotheis  in  Jesus 
Christ.  Behold  why  we  dare  to  ask  your  Majesty  to 
listen  to  us  to-day,  to  us  who  are  not  dazzled  by  the 
splendor  of  your  power,  but  only  moved  with  the  de.-ire 
of  seeing  an  end  to  the  sufferings  in  which  the  Ger- 
man Catholics  groan,  persecuted  in  their  faith,  the 
faith  of  Rome,  the  faith  which  we  sent  to  you.  To- 
day, we  prostrate  ourselves  before  you,  asking  justice 
and  liberty  for  the  Catholic  Church  in  Germany, 

ASKING    JUSTICE  AND  LIBERTY 

for  the  imprisoned  Bishops,  who  are  hindered  from  the 
exercise  of  their  sacred  ministry,  asking  justice  and 
liberty  for  millions  of  our  brethren,  your  subjects, 
who  are  hindered  in  the  profession  of  their  religion  by 
the  sole  right  of  violence.  Your  Majesty,  in  the  name 
of  God,  look  benignantly  upon  this  act,  that  not  only 
the  empty  applause  of  men  may  fall  upon  your  august 
person,  but  also  the  blessings  of  Heaven,  full  of  true 
glory  and  grace. 
"  BOLOGNA,  Oct.  18,  1875." 

The  trial  of  Lucian  for  the  murder  of  Sonzogno  is 
still  going  on.  It  is  forbidden  by  law  to  publish  the 
proceedings  until  the  final  sentence  be  given.  Some 
of  the  witnesses,  who  make  profession  of  being  free- 
thinkers, refused  to  take  the  oath  on  the  Bible.  Only 
think!  the  Judge  told  them  it  did  not  bind  them  in 
conscience,  and  that  it  was  "only  a  formality."  One 
woman  positively  refused  to  swear  even  then  on  the 
Bible,  and  her  testimony  was  taken  as  she  gave  it. 
Others  of  the  witnesses  expressed  their  willingness  to 
swear  by  the  constitution,  and  the  laws,  but  on  the 
Bible— forbid  it  spirit  of  the  nineteenth  century! 

Garibaldi  arrived  in  Rome  the  other  day,  very 
quietly.  He  came  like  a  thief  in  the — daytime.  The 
thieves  of  this  age  stalk  abroad  in  the  light  of  the 
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noonday  sun.    That  is  another  evidence  of  the  civili- 
zation of  Italy.  ARTHUR. 
• ««•»• 

Dedication  of  a  Magnificent  Cathedral. 

The  dedication  of  the  Cathedral  of  the  Holy  Name 
Chicago,  111.,  took  place  Sunday,  November  21st, 
and  was  witnessed  by  thousands  of  spectators.  The 
sermon  was  preached  by  Bishop  Ryan,  of  St.  Louis. 
The  music,  which  elicited  universal  praise,  was  the 
rich  and  solemn  music  of  the  Church.  Three  Bishops 
and  many  clergymen  of  the  city,  suburbs,  and  from 
neighboring  dioceses,  were  present.  The  cost  of  this 
beautiful  church  is  $350,000.  It  is  of  Gothic  style,  and 
singularly  perfect  in  every  particular. 


Month's  Mind. 


The  custom  of  praying  for  the  soul  of  the  de- 
parted on  certain  stated  days  after  death  is  very 
ancient,  being  prescribed  in  the  Apostolic  Consti- 
tutions, which  are  of  undoubted  antiquity.  In  the 
42  c.,  VHItli  Book,  of  these  Constitutions  it  is  laid 
down,  "As  to  the  dead  you  shall  celebrate  the 
third  day  in  psalins,  in  readings,  and  prayers,  on 
account  to  Him,  who  rose  again  on  the  third  day; 
also  the  ninth  day  in  memory  of  the  living  and 
the  dead ;  and  the  fortieth  day  according  to  the 
ancient  type;  for  thus  did  the  people  mourn 
Moses."  St.  Ambrose  mentions  the  3rd,  7th  and 
30th  days  as  having  been  observed  in  the  funeral 
services  of  the  Emperor  Theodosius.  As  to  what 
these  "readings  and  prayers  were  to  consist  of, 
we  learn  from  the  30  c.  of  the- same  Constitutions, 
which  prescribes  the  assembling  in  the  cemeteries 
for  the  reading  of  Sacred  Scriptures,  and  the  sing- 
ing of  psalms  ("lectionem  sacrorum  librorum  fa- 
cientes  afquepsallentes  pro  defunctis"),  and  the  of- 
fering of  the  Eucharist  in  the  churches  and  cem- 
eteries. It  will  be  seen  that  the  Apostolic  Con- 
stitutions prescribe  the  fortieth  day,  whilst  refer- 
ring to  the  mourning  for  Moses,  which  in  reality 
•was  continued  only  thirty  days  (Deut.  xxxiv,  8) 
whilst  St.  Ambrose  notes  the  thirtieth  day  as  ob- 
served at  the  obsequies  of  the  Emperor  Theodosius, 
and  the  seventh  day  instead  of  the  ninth.  Though 
here  there  appears  to  be  some  confusion,  the  prob- 
ability is  that  these  days  were  all  adopted  accord- 
ing to  convenience  or  the  piety  of  the  survivors, 
as  the  observance  of  each  day  had  its  separate  sig- 
nification. The  third  day,  as  we  have  seen,  was 
celebrated  on  account  of  the  Resurrection,  on 
which  day  rest  was  asked  for  the  "departed" 
from  the  "first  born  of  the  dead."  The  seventh 
day  appears  to  have  been  observed  on  account  of 
the  mystical  relation  that  number  has  with  the 
Sacraments,  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the 
Christian  virtues.  The  thirtieth  (month's  mind) 


was  observed  on  account  of  the  thirty  days  which 
the  people  mourned  Moses  in  the  plains  of  Moab, 
and  the  fortieth  day  was  observed  on  account  of 
the  forty  clays  of  the  embalming  of  Jacob's  body. — 
Montreal  True  Witness. 


Catholic  Notes. 

Twenty  exiled  Sisters  from  Germany  arrived  in 

Alton,  111.,  last  week,  and  are  stopping  at  St.  John's 
Hospital. 

Rev.  James  J.  Murphy  is  the  successor  of  the 

late  lamented  George  E.  Clerk,  Esq.,  as  editor  of  the 
Montreal  True  Witness. 

Prof.  Proctor,  the  astronomer,  denies  that  he  is 

a  convert  to  Tyndallism,  or  that  his  views  have  under- 
gone any  sudden  change. 

We  are  pleased  and  honored  to  receive  from  the 

venerable  Archbishop  of  San  Francisco  words  of  ap- 
probation and  encouragement. 

The  chapel  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  Newark,  was 

dedicated,  under  the  invocation  of  "Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,"  by  Bishop  Corrigan,  November  6. 

The  Archbishop  of  Baltimore  dedicated,  on  the 

14th,  the  Chapel  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor,  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.,  for  which  Congress  provided  the  money. 

The  special  privilege  of  a  plenary  indulgence 

has  been  obtained  from  the  Holy  Father  for  the  beau- 
tiful Chapel  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  at  St.  Francis'  Sem- 
inary, Milwaukee. 

A  mammoth  iron  cross,  eighteen  feet  hieh,  with 

a  transverse  bar  ek'ht  feet  six  inches  broad,  will  be 
placed  on  the  apex  of  the  tower  of  the  Cathedral  at 
Los  Angeles,  California. 

The  Carmelite  monks,  who  lately  arrived  from 

Germany,  have  beg"un  the  erection  of  a  monastery  at 
Paterson,  N.  J.  It  is  to  be  of  brick,  and  two  stories  in 
height,  and  will  cost  about  $10,000. 

A  manuscript  Life  of  St.  Bridget  has  been  dis- 
covered lately,  which  is  supposed  to  be  of  the  10th 
century.  It  is  at  present  being  examined  by  Dr. 
Reeves,  the  Dean  of  Armagh. — Athenceum. 

The  Papal  Nuncio  at  Vienna  is  endeavoring  to 

obtain  permission  from  the  Austrian  Government  to 
found  Catholic  Universities  in  the  Empire  similar  to 
those  about  to  be  established  in  France. 

The  Mother  Superior  General  of  the  Sisters  of 

Notre  Dame  lately  died  in  Namur,  Belgium,  after  hav- 
ing presided,  with  great  acceptableness,  over  that  use- 
ful and  flourishing  community  for  over  fifty  years. 

The  Sisters  of  Charity  of  the  Nazareth  Commu- 
nity, with  the  approbation  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  of 
Louisville,  are  about  to  open  a  new  house  of  their 
Order  at  Portsmouth,  Ohio,  in  the  Diocese  of  Columbus. 

Those  in  want  of  back  numbers  of  the  AVE 

MARIA  to  complete  volumes  should  make  application 
at  once.  As  some  numbers  are  out  of  print  and  can- 
not be  had,  we  do  not  intend  keeping  what  we  have. 
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The  Christian  Brothers  have  obtained  the  whole 

of  the  Seignorial  land  in  rear  of  the  town  of  Beauhar- 
nais,  Province  of  Quebec,  consisting  of  400  acres. 
They  intend  to  build  a  novitiate  house  upon  it  next 
spring. 

We  are  indebted  to  Rev.  Father  Gray  and  his 

zealous  assistants  of  St.  Patrick's  Church,  San  Fran- 
cisco, and  to  Rev.  Fathers  Accolti,  Barchi  and  Sullivan, 
S.  J.,  of  St.  Ignatius'  Church  of  the  same  city,  for  many 
new  subscribers. 

We  are  sorry  to  chronicle  the  death  of  another 

priest  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Milwaukee,  Father  Engeln, 
at  Wilson,  Wis.  A  short  time  before  his  death,  he  had 
been  appointed  pastor  of  the  new  German  congre- 
gation at  Racine. — B.  I.  P. 

On   Sunday,  Oct.  24th,  Very   Rev.  P.   Durieu, 

O.  M.  I.,  was  consecrated  Bishop  in  part,  infldelium  at 
the  Cathedral  of  St.  Peter,  New  Westminster,  by 
Bishop  D'Herbomez,  assisted  by  Bishop  Seghers  of 
Victoria  and  Bishop  Lootens  of  Idaho.  There  was  a 
very  large  attendance  at  the  interesting  ceremonies. 

The  Los  Angeles  Express  says:  "The  death  of 

Father  Gonzales  at  the  Mission  of  Santa  Barbara,  on 
the  2nd  instant,  marks  the  departure  of  one  of  the 
last  of  that  brave  band  of  zealous  men  who  under- 
took at  an  early  day  to  train  the  Indians  of  South 
California  in  the  ways  of  Christianity  and  civilization." 

The  Sisters  of  the  Carney  Hospital  acknowledge 

with  gratitude  the  receipt  of  $100  each  from  his  Honor 
Mayor  Cobb  and  C.  F.  Hovey,  Esq.  They  also  return 
their  sincere  thanks  to  Owen  Nawn,Esq..  and  Kenny  &• 
Son,  of  Brighton,  for  respectively  presenting  a  horse 
and  a  cow  for  the  benefit  of  the  institution. — Boston 
Pilot. 

It  is  now  announced,  says  the  London  Academy, 

that  Vandyck's  long-lost  "  Madonna  with  the  Child," 
of  which  countless  copies  exist  in  various  parts  of  Eu- 
rope, has  at  last  been  discovered  in  the  original.  The 
picture  has  formed  the  altar-piece  to  the  chapel  of  an 
obscure  German  cloister,  and  was  found  there  by  the 
Flemish  painter,  George  Van  Haanen. 

A  Toledo  Episcopal   clergyman,  lecturing  on 

"Prejudice,"  used  the  following  words: — "Take  the 
common  prejudice  among  us  and  other  religious 
bodies  against  Roman  Catholics.  It  is  generally  based 
on  the  falsest  ideas,  such  as  that  Roman  Catholics 
worship  the  Virgin  Mary.  Those  who  have  studied 
the  Roman  Church  know  that  such  things  are  as  far 
from  the  truth  as  the  fixed  stars  are  from  the  earth." 

We  are  in  need  of  a  few  copies  of  the  AVE  MARIA 

No.  5,  Vol.  V,  to  complete  sets.  We  will  gladly  pay  20 
cents  apiece  for  copies  of  this  Number.  There  are 
calls  for  Nos.  3,  4,  5,  6  and  18  of  the  present  Volume, 
which  are  out  of  print.  Persons  having  any  of  those 
numbers,  and  who  do  not  themselves  intend  to  bind 
the  volume,  will  confer  a  favor  by  sending  them  to 
us.  We  will  pay  for  these  latter  the  current  price, 
10  cents  apiece. 

At  the  Church  of  St.  Cecilia,  105th  street  and 

Second  avenue,  New  York,  there  is  now  on  exhibition 
a  magnificent  painting  of  the  holy  Patroness  of  Music. 


It  is  a  faithful  and  complete  copy  of  the  famous  work 
of  Raphael,  jealously  preserved  in  the  Museum  of  Bo-  - 
logna.  The  picture  was  executed  by  Gagliardi,  one 
of  the  ablest  living  artists  of  the  modern  Roman 
school.  It  has  just  arrived  from  Rome  and  is  the  gift 
of  Joseph  Peyton,  of  New  York,  to  the  Rev.  Hugh 
Flattery. 

Those  who   write   for   the   water  of  Lourdes 

should  address  Very  Rev.  A.  Granger,  C.  S.  C.,  and  not 
the  Editor  of  the  "AVE  MARIA."  By  so  doing  they 
will  avoid  much  delay.  And  those  who  write  on 
business  to  the  AVE  MARIA  should  address  the  Rev. 
Editor  of  the  AVE  MARIA  and  not  Very  Rev.  A. 
Granger  or  others.  All  mail  matter  should  be  ad- 
dressed simply  to  Notre  Dame  Ind.,  as  it  is  by  this 
name  our  post-office  is  known. 

We  hope  the  readers  of  the  AVE  MARIA  will  find 

pleasure  in  reading,  week  by  week,  the  edifying  ac- 
counts of  favors  received  through  the  agency  of  the 
water  of  Lourdes  and  the  prayers  of  the  Association  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  It  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  we  publish  them  as  confirmed  miracles:  we 
merely  give  a  few  of  the  most  striking  extracts  from 
some  of  the  letters  received  by  the  Very  Rev.  Director, 
knowing  that  there  can  be  no  reason  for  exaggeration 
on  the  part  of  the  writers  and  that  they  will  conduce 
to  the  piety  of  the  faithful. 

We  call  our  readers'  attention  to  the  Contents  of 

the  "CATHOLIC  FAMILY  ALMANAC  FOR  1875,"  in  our 
advertising  pages  this  week.  There  is  nothing  of  its 
kind  which  we  would  so  cordially  recommend  every 
Catholic  family  to  obtain.  It  is  at  once  the  cheapest 
and  handsomest  Almanac  in  the  language,  is  carefully 
compiled,  elegantly  illustrated  and  printed,  and  an- 
swers at  the  same  time  the  purposes  of  an  Almanac 
and  a  pamphlet  of  entertaining  reading.  The  low  price, 
25  cents,  places  it  within  reach  of  the  most  limited 
means.  The  Catholic  Publication  Society  deserves  the 
gratitude  of  the  Catholic  public  for  this  excellent  an- 
nual. We  would  recommend  its  preservation  for 
binding  from  year  to  year. 

We  learn  by  a  letter  from  Athens,  published  in 

the  Jlfonde,  that  his  Majesty,  King  George  of  Greece 
has  shown  special  favor  to  Mgr.  Marango,  Delegate 
Apostolic  to  the  Kingdom  of  Greece;  and  the  Holy 
Father  has  consented  to  gratify  the  Catholics  of  Greece 
— who  were  known  to  be  on  this  point  in  complete  ac- 
cord with  their  king  and  his  Government — by  creating 
Mgr.  Marango  first  Catholic  Archbishop  of  Athens. 
The  Most  Rev.  Prelate,  whose  blameless  life  and  con- 
ciliatory manners  have  acquired  for  him  good-will 
and  esteem  among  all  classes  of  the  Hellenes,  has 
been  honored  by  Pius  IX  with  splendid  presents  of 
costly  altar  furniture  and  archiepiscopal  ornaments 
on  his  elevation  as  the  first  occupant  of  the  newly, 
erected  See. 

Misses  Ada  Black,  Lizzie  O'Connor  and  Helen 

Hennessy  took  the  habit  of  novices  in  the  Convent  of 
the  Sisters  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  in  Savannah,  Ga., 
on  Tuesday  last,  at  the  hands  of  the  Right  Reverend 
Bishop  of  Savannah.  Miss  Black  will  be  known  in  re- 
Jigion  as  Sister  Mary  Madeleine;  Miss  Hennessy,  as 
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Sister  Mary  Charles;  and  Miss  O'Connor,  as  Sister 
Mary  Clement.  The  ceremony  took  place  at  5  P.  M., 
and,  although  of  a  private  character,  was  witnessed  by 
a  large  crowd,  both  of  Catholics  and  non  Catholics. 
All  seemed  to  be  deeply  moved  by  the  touching 
scene.  We  noticed  among  the  Reverend  clergy  pres- 
ent, Rev.  Fathers  Cullinan,  Cafferty,  Quinlan,  Bergier, 
Tanquerey,  Lechner  and  C.  B.  Northrop,  a  brother  to 
H.  P.  Northrop,  the  orator.  These  two  last  named 
Rev.  gentlemen  are  sons  of  the  late  General  Northrop, 
Commissary  General  of  the  Confederate  States  Army, 
and  a  convert  to  the  Catholic  Church. — The  Southern 
Cross. 

Colonel  Forney  writes  from  London :  "  The  Cath- 
olics of  England  are  preparing  to  begin,  under  the 
auspices  of  Cardinal  Manning,  a  cathedral  worthy  of 
the  Metropolitan  See.  It  is  to  be  placed  in  what  is 
called  the  Archdiocese  of  Westminster,  in  the  rear 
of  Victoria  street.  The  ground,  which  has  been  the 
accumulation  of  some  nine  years,  cost  $165,000  in 
gold,  and  the  vastness  of  the  work  may  be  appreci- 
ated when  it  is  stated  that  Cardinal  Manning  does 
not  expect  to  live  to  consecrate  it,  for  if  finished  in 
his  lifetime  it  would  not  be  a  metropolitan  edifice 
worthy  of  the  Church.  The  architect  has  chosen  as 
his  model  the  latter  half  of  the  thirteenth  century, 
when  Gothic  art  had  culminated.  The  great  western 
facade  of  the  new  cathedral  will  not  be  less  than  170 
feet  in  width,  flanked  with  two  towers,  each  50  feet 
square.  The  front  will  be  130  feet,  and  the  towers  200 
feet  high,  to  be  finally  surmounted  by  spires,  making 
the  full  altitude  nearly  400  feet,  almost  that  of  the 
cross  of  St.  Paul's.  On  entering,  the  visitor  will  find 
himself  in  a  spacious  nave  50  feet  in  breadth,  sepa- 
rated by  a  set  of  double  aisles  on  his  right,  and  left  by 
an  arcade  of  70  lofty  solid  arches,  each  bay  or  arch  22 
feet  wide  and  60  feet  high.  Then  there  will  be  aisles, 
stained  windows,  transepts,  etc.  The  exact  dimen- 
sions of  the  building  will  be  400  feet  long,  140  feet 
wide,  130  feet  high/  There  will  be  25  side  chapels, 
each  with  a  separate  altar.  The  entire  fabric  is  to  be 
of  Portland  stone,  and  the  whole  of  the  interior 
vaulted  with  the  same  material  It  is  estimated  that 
two  generations  will  elapse  before  it  is  finished.  The 
cost  of  the  first  instalment  is  estimated  at  $400,000. 
Subscriptions  have  already  been  received  from  the 
Emperor  and  Empress  of  Austria,  ex-Queen  Isabella 
of  Spain,  now  residing  in  Paris,  the  late  Count  Mon- 
talembert,  and  most  of  the  Catholic  nobility  and 
gentry  of  the  country. 


New  Publications. 

-We  find  the  November  number  of  the  Oatli- 

olic  Record  a  very  readable  one.  The  following 
is  the  table  of  contents:  I,  Leaves  from  a  Monas- 
tic Chronicle;  II,  Verdi  and  his  Requiem;  III, 
St.  Catherine's  Crown;  IV,  The  Desultory  in  Lit- 
erature; V,  Three  Stories;  VI,  la  the  Twilight; 
VII,  Tom  Moore;  VIII,  Buried;  XI,  La  Tour  St. 
Joseph,  Mother-house  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  the 


Poor ;  X,  The  Wand  of  Light ;  XI,  Editorial  Notes ; 
XII,  New  Publications. 

The  Catholic  World  for  December  is  re- 
ceived just  as  we  are  preparing  to  go  to  press. 
One  reason  why  we  like  this  magazine  so  much  is 
because  it  is  always  on  time.  We  give  the 
contents:  I,  Mr.  Gladstone  and  Maryland  Tol- 
eration; II,  Are  You  my  Wife?  Ill,  Recollec- 
tions of  Wordsworth;  IV,  Sir  Thomas  More, 
A  Historical  Romance;  V,  Sine  Labe  Concepta, 
(Poetry);  VI,  Village  Life  in  New  Hampshire; 
VII,  The  Palatine  Prelates  of  Rome ;  VIII,  Power, 
Action,  and  Movement ;  IX,  Not  Yet,  (Poetry) ; 
X,  Songs  of  the  People;  XI,  Pious  Pictures;  XII, 
Summer  Storms;  XIII,  The  King  of  Metals; 
XIV,  New  Publications. 


Obituary. 

We  have  to  chronicle  the  demise  of  two  kind 

friends  in  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  and  we  regret  to  have  re- 
ceived no  particulars  of  their  death, — MB.  MICHAEL 
GALLAGHER,  a  brother  of  Father  Gallagher,  and  MB. 
GEORGE  MOORE.  We  have  also  received  news  of  the 
death  of  Mr.  W.  J.  DUNSTOX,  a  worthy  young  man  of 
Virginia  City,  Nevada. 

SISTER  LEONARDA,  of  the  Benedictine  Order, 

died  at  St.  Scholastica's  Convent,  Newark,  October  31. 
The  funeral  services  were  held  in  St.  Mary's  Church, 
November  2.  Solemn  High  Mass  of  Requiem  was  cel- 
ebrated by  Rev.  Prior  Mauser,  and  a  touching  funeral 
sermon  preached  by  Rev.  Father  Corbinian,  O.  S.  B. 
Sister  Leonarda  was  twenty-two  years  of  age. 

SISTER  HIERONYMA,  for  some  time  Superioress 

at  the  Orphan  Asylum  at  Milwaukee,  died  on  Nov.  2,  All 
Souls  Day.  She  had  suffered  severely  from  sickness 
for  some  months  previous,  and  on  the  morning  of  Nov. 
2d,  just  as  the  procession  of  priests  and  students  en- 
tered the  grave-yard,  she  passed  away.  On  Thursday, 
a  solemn  requiem  Mass  was  sung  for  the  repose  of  her 
soul.  Father  Wapelhorst  was  celebrant,  Father  Rainer 
deacon,  and  Rev.  Jos.  Dries  subdeacon.  The  funeral 
sermon  was  preached  by  Father  Leygraaff.  Sister 
Hieronyma  (Anna  Schmidt)  was  born  July  1839,  and 
entered  the  convent  here  on  June  15,  1865.  She  was 
devoted  to  her  vocation,  a  true  model,  and  a  kind  and 
gentle  Superioress. — The  Salesianum. 

Requiescant  in  pace. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  GTH  TO  THE  13TH  DAT  OF  NOVEMBER. 

Number  of  letters  received,  one  hundred  and  ten; 
persons  enrolled,  seventy-two.  Prayers  have  been  re- 
quested for  the  following  intentions:  Health  for  two 
hundred  and  fifty-two  persons,  six  families  and  one 
community;  conversion  for  five  hundred  and  fifty-six 
persons  and  one  hundred  and  sixty  families — a  great 
number  of  these  are  Protestants';  for  particular  favors 
in  behalf  of  four  hundred  and  fifty  persons,  twenty- 
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nine  families,  twelve  communities,  two  novitiates,  six 
schools,  seven  parishes,  three  religious  societies,  two 
Sunday-schools;  also  a  temporal  favor  for  a  Bishop. 
We  have  also  been  requested  to  publish  the  following 
intentions  :  Relief  of  a  city  stricken  with  smallpox, 
the  assistant  pastor  being  among  the  sufferers — Three 
hundred  and  twenty-six  persons  for  a  happy  death — 
Two  hundred  and  twenty-five  Religious  vocations — 
One  hundred  and  eighteen  vocations  to  the  priesthood 
— The  re-election  of  a  Catholic  gentleman  to  an  im- 
portant office  in  which  he  can  do  much  good — The  re- 
lease from  purgatory  of  all  the  souls  dear  to  a  Relig- 
ious Community — Reform  of  life  for  all  persons  in 
three  localities — Vocation  to  the  Faith  in  four  locali- 
ties—Conversion of  several  bad  Catholics  in  three 
parishes,  and  the  removal  of  scandal  in  a  diocese — A 
person  earnestly  asks  the  prayers  of  the  Associates  for 
the  obtaining  of  a  situation — Another,  for  two  parti- 
cular intentions. 

FAVORS    OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  received: 
"I  wish  to  tell  you  of  a  miracle  that  happened  in  this 
township  through  the  intercession  of  Our  Lady  of 

Lourdes.    A  poor  widow,  Mrs.  K ,  got  a  sliver  in 

her  foot,  and  the  wound  was  afterwards  poisoned  with 
a  poisonous  herb.  The  foot  and  limb  became  black 
and  swollen  and  very  painful.  The  doctors  could  not 
cure  it,  and  said  amputation  must  be  resorted  to  im- 
mediately or  she  would  die,  and  even  with  amputation 
she  would  have  only  a  slim  chance  for  her  life.  A 
neighbor  of  hers,  Mrs.  R.,  a  woman  of  good  faith,  had 
an  obstinate  attack  of  bronchitis  and  I  told  her  I  had 
some  water  of  Lourdes.  I  gave  it  to  her.  Before  she 
went  home  she  called  to  see  poor  Mrs.  K.  She  said 
she  could  have  the  water  of  Lourdes,  and  the  Blessed 
Virgin  would  reward  her  for  giving  it  to  her.  They 
applied  it  to  the  foot  and  limb,  and  the  blackness  and 
pain  left  immediately;  she  arose  and  walked  around, 
and  in  a  few  days  all  traces  of  disease  had  left.  The 
other  lady,  Mrs.  R.,  told  me  she  never  felt  the  least 
distress  in  her  throat  afterwards,  and  believes  the 
Blessed  Virgin  cured  her  too.  I  know  all  this  to  be 
true.".  ...  "1  received  all  the  favors  I  have  sent  to 
you  for;  thanks  be  to  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  all 
have  been  successful."  ....  "One  man  was  afflicted, 
for  a  number  of  years  with  tetter  Thanks  be  to  our 
Holy  Mother  and  the  water  of  Lourdes  he  is  right  well 
now.  Another  man,  who  had  been  brought  up  a  Cath- 
olic but  had  fallen  away  from  the  Church  through  a 
mixed  marriage,  has  returned  to  his  religious  duties 
and  is  attending  church  regularly  since  he  wore  the 
medal  you  sent  me  for  him.".  .  .  .  "My  mother  was 
given  up  by  the  doctors  with  congestion  of  the  lungs. 
We  had  a  Mass  said  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes, 
made  a  Novena,  and  gave  her  a  few  drops  of  the  water 
of  Lourdes  every  day.  On  the  9th  day,  the  Feast  of 
the  Assumption  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  she  was  out  of 
danger,  and  in  a  few  days  was  able  to  go  down  stairs." 
.  ..."  I  received  the  holy  water  you  sent  me,  and, 
thank  God,  I  am  improving  in  mind  and  body.  I  am 
working  in  the  store  at  present,  so  you  may  see  what 
a  great  blessing  God  has  bestowed  upon  me  through 
His  most  Blessed  Mother.".  .  .  .  "My  little  giil  was 


kicked  in  the  stomach  by  a  colt.  She  was  almost  help- 
less, and  her  limbs  seemed  stiffening  in  my  arms.  Go- 
ing towards  the  house,  my  wife  met  me  at  the  bars, 
having  the  blessed  water  of  Lourdes  in  her  hand, 
which  she  gave  her  to  drink.  My  child  revived,  opened 
her  eyes  and  looked  around,  and  was  as  well  as  ever 
in  two  days." 

OBITUAKV. 

Prayers  are  asked  in  behalf  of  the  following  deceased 
persons:  MRS.  MARY  REYNOLDS,  of  Pittsfield,  Mass., 
•who  died  on  the  13th  of  October;  MRS.  THOS.  CASEY, 
of  West  de  Pere,  Wis.,  who  died  on  the  7th  of  Novem- 
ber. Also  for  two  hundred  and  forty  deceased  persons 
not  named,  among  them  a  priest. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C., 
Director  of  the  Association  O.  L.  S.  H. 


's  fkpritiunt 


Catherine  Emmerich. 

[Arranged  from  the  French  for  the  "Avs  MARIA."] 
Which  of  our  young  readers  who  delight  in  the 
marvellous  will  not  be  pleased  to  hear  about  one 
of  the  most  favored  of  God's  elect,  especially 
when  they  are  told  that  every  word  of  the  won- 
ders they  will  read  about  her  is  true,  and  has 
really  happened  to  a  little  fellow-creature.  No 
doubt  the  name  of  Catherine  Emmerich  is  fa- 
miliar to  some  of  you  already,  and  is  associated 
with  all  that  is  holy  and  wonderful.  She  was  a 
most  devoted  friend  and  comforter  of  the  poor 
departed  souls,  who  crave  all  our  sympathies, 
and  a  few  particulars  about  the  dawn  of  her  prec- 
ious life  will,  it  is  hoped,  revive  our  own  devotion 
and  make  us  resolve  during  this  month  of  the 
Holy  Souls  to  do  what  we  intended  doing  lo  as- 
sist the  poor  sufferers.  For,  dear  children,  how 
many  among  you  miss  a  friend,  a  darling  brother 
or  sister,  or  a  fond  parent  it  may  be!  What 
would  you  not  do  to  alleviate  their  sufferings  if, 
still  around  you,  you  beheld  them  tortured  by  the 
pangs  of  sickness  or  grief?  Ah !  do  not  let  your 
hearts  be  closed  to  their  touching  appeal  because 
they  are  far  away  from  sight  or  hearing.  If,  as 
we  trust,  they  have  through  God's  mercy  met 
with  a  consoling  sentence,  still  your  prayers 
are  needed,  fast  and  fervent,  to  snatch  them  from 
the  furnace  of  Divine  Justice.  Remember  what 
our  Lord  Himself  said  to  one  of  His  bosom 
friends,  St.  Gertrude:  "Whenever  with  your 
prayers  or  little  sacrifices  you  comfort  the  poor 
souls  and  deliver  them  from  their  prison  of  fire, 
I  feel  under  the  same  obligation  to  you  as  if  you 
were  paying  My  own  ransom  and  making  Me  en- 
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joy  freedom  after  a  long  and  painful  captivity." 

Catherine  Emmerich  was  born  in  the  little  vil- 
lage of  Coest'eld,  in  Germany,  of  poor,  but  God- 
fearing parents.  No  sooner  had  the  purifying 
waters  of  baptism  been  poured  upon  her  soul 
than  the  privileged  little  creature  began  to  have 
close  relations  wiih  her  Guardian  Angel,  a  spirit 
chosen  for  that  office  from  the  highest  hierarch- 
ies of  heaven.  It  was  under  the  impulsion  of  this 
lovely  spirit  that  she  began  to  worship  and  burn 
with  love  for  her  Maker.  The  ejres  of  her  body, 
says  her  biographer,  could  not  yet  discern  mate- 
rial objects  when  her  beautiful  soul,  like  the 
limpid  waters  of  a  beautiful  stream,  reflected  con- 
tinually to  her  gaze  the  entrancing  vision  of  the 
Beloved  of  her  heart;  and  her  lips  had  not  yet 
learned  to  utter  the  fond  word  mother  when 
they  lisped  of  themselves  the  name  of  their  Crea- 
tor. Happy  child,  to  know  at  her  entrance  into 
life  what  years  of  teaching  cannot  impart! 

At  the  tender  age  of  four  years,  this  enviable 
little  being  would  snatch  a  few  hours  from  the 
time  of  sleep  to  satisfy  her  devotion  and  the  love 
which  consumed  her  soul.  As  soon  as-she  thought 
her  parents  asleep  she  would  slip  down  softly 
from  her  low  bed,  and,  nestling  close  to  her  beau- 
tiful Angel,  would  sometimes  pray  till  the  break 
of  day. 

"But,"  our  readers  will  inquire,  "what  could 
be  the  object  of  such  long  prayers  with  one  so 
young?"  Well,  we  will  tell  you. 

Every  morning  Catherine  Emmerich  received 
from  her  celestial  guide  the  tas-k  of  the  day. 
This  was  laid  before  her  in  a  series  of  pictures  or 
tableaux  of  threatening  dangers  or  evils  which 
her  innocent  intercession  was  to  avert.  The  sick 
would  be  shown  to  her  fretful  and  impatient,  and 
for  these  she  had  to  obtain  a  loving  and  submis- 
sive will.  Poor  prisoners  appeared  to  heron  the 
verge  of  despair,  when  a  touching  appeal  from 
the  favored  child  to  the  Prisoner  of  Love  would 
rouse  the  desponding  spirit  and  make  light  and 
easy,  through  repentance,  the  bonds  of  captivity. 
At  limes  the  little  one  was  carried  in  spirit  by 
the  angel  to  the  wretched  pallet  of  some  forlorn 
fellow-creature  at  'the  threshold  of  eternity,  that 
she  might  obtain  in  his  behalf  the  grace  of  all 
graces — a  happy  death.  In  a  word,  there  was  no 
harm  or  peril  of  any  kind  menacing  the  persons 
thus  brought  in  contact  with  the  voyante  by  means 
of  the  tableaux  above  mentioned  but  at  once  she 
felt  bound  to  perform  in  their  stead  what  they 
were  not  likely  to  do  for  themselves. 

What  mortifications  did  not  the  tender  victim 
impose  upon  herself  for  the  purpose  of  fulfilling 
the  task  worthily!  Not  only  did  she  cut  off  from 
her  sleep  so  indispensable  at  that  age,  as  we  have 
already  seen,  but,  instructed  and  directed  by  her 
dear  angel,  she  would  neglect  no  opportunity  of 
overcoming  her  naturally"  quick  and  impetuous 
disposition.  One  day,  in  her  fifth  year,  she  saw 
an  apple  through  a  hedge,  and,  very  naturally, 
desired  to  pick  it  up,  but  no  sooner  had  she  ac- 
knowledged this  longing  for  what  did  not  belong 
to  her  than,  filled  with  sorrow  for  her  fault,  she 
bound  herself  never  to  touch  an  apple  again, 
which  heroic  resolve,  for  a  child  of  her  years,  she 
never  broke. 

So  cautiously  did  she  guard  her  robe  of  purity, 
and  such  fear  had  she  of  displeasing  God,  that 
when  only  three  years  old  she  would  say  to  Him: 


"Ah,  my  dear  Lord  and  Master,  let  me  die!  for 
when  one  grows  old  one  offends  You  by  great 
sins!"  The  meditations  on  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord  which  have  been  collected  from  the  lips  of 
this  chosen  spouse  prove  how  agreeable  to  the 
Betrothed  was  the  intense  fear  of  sin  of  her  loving 
soul. 

Our  little  Catherine  was  no  less  simple  than  she 
was  learned;  for  the  instruction  which  the  good 
angel  imparts  never  makes  one  conceited,  as  our 
young  readers  may  know.  She  had  learned  so 
nicely  how  to  sew  under  this  dear  teacher's  care 
that  when  but  a  little  mite  of  a  girl  she  had  con- 
trived all  the  tiny  trousseau  of  a  baby-brother. 
As  to  books — although  she  had  not  learned  to  read, 
she  understood  at  a  glance  all  that  they  were 
about.  In  this  manner,  and  without  exertion  of 
any  kind,  was  she  instructed  by  her  angel  in  the 
truths  of  religion,  and  also  in  the  minutest  details 
connected  with  the  stories  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testaments.  This  intuitive  knowledge  was  so  re- 
markable that  it  revealed  itself  in  the  family  cir- 
cle when  she  was  barely  able  to  talk.  When  her 
father,  an  honest  laborer,  would  come  of  an  even- 
ing to  repose  himself  after  the  toil  of  the  day, 
his  greatest  comfort  was  to  take  the  little  one  in 
his  arms,  and,  seating  her  on  his  knee,  get  her  to 
talk  to  him. 

"Anne  Catherinette,"  he  would  say,  "here  you 
are  in  father's  little  room;  tell  him  something;" 
and  the  child  would  begin  such  a  glowing  account 
of  the  things  she  had  seen  in  the  pictures  of  the 
events  narrated  in  the  Bible,  that  her  father,  won- 
dering at  her  knowledge,  would  say :  "Little  one, 
whence  come  you  to  know  that?" 

"Father,  it  is  so," the  little  girl  would  reply.  "I 
always  see  it  so." 

These  wonderful  and  living  pictures  of  bygone 
ages,  as  well  as  the  incidents  of  the  day,  were  con- 
tinually unfolding  themselves  before  her,  even 
while  employed  in  the  busiest  occupations;  and 
so  familiar  had  she  grown  to  be  with  the  person- 
ages of  Sacred  History  that  she  never  doubted  but 
that  all  children  of  her  age  were  accustomed  to 
see  them  and  knew  all  about  them  just  as  she  did. 
So  she  would  speak  quite  naturally  of  the  sweet 
Blessed  Virgin  bringing  her  the  dear  Infant  Jesus 
to  play  with,  or  of  the  angels  and  saints.  She 
could  tell  the  story  of  each  of  them,  and  of  the 
grand  people  of  Scripture,  whom  she  not  only 
cculd  name,  but  whose  dress,  and  features,  and 
manners,  she  would  tell  about  with  the  most  won- 
derful ease  and  simplicity. 

Accounts  of  this  kind  were  likely  to  startle  and 
amaze  her  little  playmates  and  companions,  as  our 
readers  will  readily  believe ;  and  from  their  strange 
way  of  staring  at  her  each  time,  the  favored  child 
concluded  it  was  not  right  to  speak  of  such  things, 
since  everybody  else  was  silent  about  them ;  and 
from  that  time  she  grew  more  shy  and  reserved. 
But  the  lovely  pictures  did  not  cease  for  all  that. 
They  would  vary  with  the  events  they  were  de- 
picting, and,  according  to  circumstances,  would 
become  terrible  at  times.  This  was  particularly 
the  case  during  the  period  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion, when  the  poor  little  peasant  girl  was  scared 
at  the  horrors  displayed  to  her  gaze.  In  one  in- 
stance she  was  taken  by  her  heavenly  guide  to  the 
prison  where  the  unfortunate  Marie-Antoinette 
lingered,  and  helped  to  comfort  and  cheer  the 
lovely  but  desolate  princess  by  her  sympathy.  She 
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also  was  present  in  tlie  same  manner  at  the  execu- 
tion of  the  Saintly  Louis  XVI,  as  well  as  of  a  num- 
ber of  other  noble  victims  of  this  reign  of  terror, 
and  received  so  deep  an  impression  of  those  scenes 
of  blood  that  she  could  not  refrain  from  telling  her 
brothers  and  parents  of  these  horrors;  but  they 
understood  not  a  word  of  it  all,  for  they  were  ig- 
norant as  well  as  poor,  and  living  at  too  great  a 
distance  from  the  events  of  the  drama  thus  depicted 
to  them  to  attach  any  consequence  to  the  fanciful 
talk  of  a  child  of  her  tender  years..  At  times  they 
thought  she  was  wandering  in  her  mind,  as  she 
herself  relates,  and  cautioned  her  not  to  speak  of 
her  reveries  for  fear  of  getting  into  trouble. 

Although  so  remarkably  endowed,  the  impul- 
sive nature  of  Catherine  Emmerich  was  the  cause 
of  several  failings,  which  she  bewailed  and  atoned 
for  the  remainder  of  her  life.  Frequently  she 
would  get  vexed  at  her  little  playmates  for  not 
seeming  to  believe  the  beautiful  stories  she  was 
telling  them,  or  for  laughing  at  what  she  said. 

It  happened  one  day  that  a  hermit  who  pre- 
tended to  have  been  to  Rome  and  to  Jerusalem 
spoke  of  the  Holy  Places  all  wrong,  and  contrary 
to  the  truth.  The  impetuous  child  had  been  lis- 
tening in  silence  by  her  mother's  side,  when,  un- 
able to  restrain  herself  any  longer,  she  boldly 
contradicted  him,  saying  it  was  a  shame  to  utter 
such  falsehoods,  and  began  in  her  turn  to  de- 
scribe the  Holy  Places  in  such  a  manner  as 
showed  they  were  perfectly  familiar  to  her.  Be- 
ing sharply  rebuked  by  her  parents  for  her  vivac- 
ity, she  once  more  resolved  to  grow  more  reserved. 

Not  only  did  this  servant  of  God  succor  by  her 
charitable  assistance  and  prayers  people  who 
were  alive  and  in  trouble,  but,  as  may  be  seen  in 
the  history  of  her  life,  she  entertained  even  at  the 
most  tender  age  the  greatest  .sympathy  for  the 
poor  souls  in  Purgatory,  with  which,  through  the 
medium  of  her  heavenly  companion,  she  always 
kept  the  closest  intercourse.  Often  was  she  led 
by  him  into  the  middle  of  this  place  of  expiation, 
in  order  tiiat,  moved  by  the  tortures  displayed  to 
her  sight,  her  prayers  and  good  works  would  be 
offered  with  more  fervor  than  ever  for  the  poor 
sufferers  It  was  particularly  for  those  who  had 
no  one  to  pray  for  them  that  her  soul  would  melt 
with  compassion.  Frequently  did  they  come 
themselves  to  beg  assistance  from  the  child. 
Living  at  quite  a  distance  from  tne  little  village 
church,  and  being  a  punctual  attendant  at  daily 
Mass,  she  had  made  an  agreement  with  the  souls 
in  Purgatory  to  wake  her  up  in  time,  which  they 
never  failed  to  do,  as  may  readily  be  supposed, 
and  on  a  dark  morning  they  would  become  lumi- 
nous to  escort  her  on  her  way. 

Her  angel  exhorted  her  to  offer  in  behalf  of  the 
most  desolate  all  sorts  of  privations  and  self-deni- 
als. When  it  was  winter,  she  would  fall  on  her 
knees  in  the  snow  during  the  night,  and  with  her 
outstretched  arms  would  pray  there  till  she  was 
quite  stiff  with  the  cold.  At  other  times  she  would 
take«a  log  of  wood,  all  knotty,  to  kneel  on,  or  else 
would  let  herself  drop  down  in  a  place  full  of 
nettles  and  scourge  herself  with  them  to  render 
her  prayer  more  efficacious. 

Frequently  did  her  loving  soul  have  the  consola- 
tion of  hearing  the  dear  sufferers  express  their 
gratitude  for  her  generous  help.  "Thank  you! 
Thank  you!"  would  they  say  to  her  when  she 
prayed  with  most  fervor. 


"One  clay,"  as  she  herself  relates,  "I  had  dropped 
on  my  way  to  church  a  little  satchel  given  to  me 
by  my  mother.  I  was  very  much  concerned  at 
this  loss,  fearing  to  have  committed  a  sin  by  being 
so  careless.  This  made  me  forget  to  pray  for  the 
dear  souls;  but  as  I  was  going  for  some  wood  in 
the  shed,  a  white  figure  with  some  few  black 
spots  appeared  to  me  and  said:  'You  forget  me!' 
I  was  much  scared,  and  resumed  the  interrupted 
prayer.  Next  day,  having  prayed  very  hard,  I 
recovered  my  satchel,  which  my  angel  had  picked 
up  and  deposited  on  the  snow  to  reward  my  devo- 
tion." 

Such  were  the  beginnings  of  this  poor  unlet- 
tered one  according  to  earthly  ideas,  but  whose 
science  surpassed  all  comprehension ;  and  when- 
ever our  young  readers  like  to  resume  this  won- 
derful story  let  them  peruse  the  admirable  pages  of 
the  Life  of  our  Lord  and  that  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, where  the  favors  showered  by  her  Beloved 
on  this  chosen  spouse  of  His  Heart  will  almost  at 
every  line  excite  their  astonishment.  The  bio- 
graphical notice  of  Clement  Brentano,  the  compiler 
of  these  works,  which  precedes  the  French  edi- 
tion of  the  Dolorous  Passion,  will  satisfy  any 
who  might  be  inclined  to  question  the  veracity  of 
these  marvellous  accounts.  "Truly,"  will  they  say 
in  their  turn,  "  doth  the  Almighty  take  His  delights 
with  the  little  and  low  ones  of  this  world." 


St.  Bernardine's  Devotion  to  Our  Lady. 


St.  Bernardine  of  Siena  had  a  tender  devotion 
to  Mary,  and  it  was  his  delight  to  preach  in 
her  honor.  In  the  year  1438  he  was  at  Aquila,  in 
the  Abruzzi,  on  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  JSativity, 
aud  preached  a  sermon  to  the  people  in  one  of  the 
squares  of  that  town.  Taking  for  his  text  the  pas- 
sage of  St.  John  in  the  Apocalypse  (xii,  1):  "And 
there  appeared  a  great  wonder  in  heaven:  a  wo- 
man clothed  with  the  sun,  and  the  moon  under  her 
feet,  and  on  her  head  a  crown  of  twelve  stars",  he 
applied  these  words  with  great  talent  and  fervor  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  exalting  her  with  the  highest 
praises,  and  explaining  the  meaning  of  the  twelve 
stars  as  so  many  principal  prerogatives  of  virtue, 
grace,  and  merit  with  which  she  was  adorned. 
In  the  first  star  he  was  explaining  the  extraordi- 
nary value  of  Mary's  virginal  and  Immaculate 
Purity,  when  on  a  sudden,  in  broad  daylight,  and 
in  lull  sunshine,  there  appeared  upon  his  head  a 
most  brilliant  star  of  such  beauty  and  splendor 
that  it  seemed  to  eclipse  the  sun.  The  great  crowd 
of  people  who  were  listening  to  the  sermon  re- 
mained at  once  frightened  and  astonished,  not 
knowing  what  it  might  indicate,  when  to  their 
great  admiration  it  moved  in  front  of  Bernardine, 
so  that  its  rays  were  reflected  from  his  face,  sur- 
rounding him  with  a  dazzling  nimbus.  By  this 
means  did  our  Lady  recompense  his  affectionate 
devotion,  and  show  publicly  how  acceptable  to 
her  was  the  ministry  of  this  faithful  servant — at 
the  same  .time  giving  a  presage  of  the  glory  which 
awaited  him  in  heaven  a  few  years  later,  whither 
his  soul  was  to  ascend  from  this  very  town,  where 
he  happened  afterwards  to  die. 


GOD  has  no  need  to  be  served  by  our  arms,  but 
the  saciifice  of  our  hearts  is  His  right. 


THE 


AVE  MARIA. 


%  Gxtfaitk  fmmial.  &mtt&  to  ft*  |wuv  of  tbe  gfosc* 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  M.E  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 


Vol.  XI. 


NOTRE  DAME,  IND.S  DECEMBER  4,  1875. 


No.  49. 


The  Immaculate  Conception. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  children  of  Adam,  and  shake 
off  your  chains:  this  day  the  humiliation  that 
weighs  you  to  the  dust  is  destroyed.  Behold  in 
Mary,  who  is  of  the  same  flesh  and  blood  as  your- 
selves, is  arrested  that  torrent  of  sin  which  had 
overflowed  all  generations;  the  breath  of  the  in- 
fernal dragon  is  turned  aside,  for  here  it  has  no 
power  to  blast;  the  first  dignity  of  your  origin  is 
re-established  in  her.  Hail,  then,  the  happy  day 
when  the  primitive  purity  of  your  race  is  renewed : 
the  New  Eve  appears,  and  from  her  human  nature, 
which  is  also  yours,  she  will  bring  forth  the  God- 
Man,  who  will  proceed  from  her  according  to  the 
flesh,  as  He  proceeds  from  His  Father  by  an  eter- 
nal generation. 

How  is  it  possible  not  to  look  with  wondering 
admiration  on  the  incomparable  purity  of  Mary 
in  her  Immaculate  Conception,  when  we  listen  to 
the  divine  cantictes  inspired  by  God  Himself,  to 
hymn  the  graces  He  prepared  for  His  Mother? 
In  tones  of  all-complacent  love,  He  says:  "Thou 
art  all  fair,  O  my  love ;  and  there  is  not  a  spot 
in  thee.  (Cant,  iv,  7.)  It  is  the  all-holy  God  who 
speaks,  but  His  all-penetrating  eye  beholds  in 
Mary  not  one  trace,  not  one  mark  of  sin ;  and,  en- 
raptured with  her  beauty,  He  unites  Himself  to 
her,  rejoicing  in  the  gifts  Himself  deigned  to  be- 
stow on  her. 

Let  us  listen  to  what  Gabriel,  descending  from 
heaven,  bearing  the  divine  message,  says,  seized 
with  rapture  at  the  sight  of  this  purity  of  which 
the  beginning  alone  is  so  glorious,  and  which 
will  increase  inimitably.  As  if  humbling  him- 
self before  some  incomprehensible  wronder,  he 
says:  "Hail,  FULL,  OF  GKACE!"  Gabriel  himself, 
an  immortal  being,  dwelling  in  the  centre  of  all 
the  most  dazzling  magnificence  of  creation, — of  all 
the  unspeakable  glories  of  heaven, — he  who  is  the 
co-partner  of  Angels  and  Archangels, — his  breth- 


ren the  Cherubim  and  Seraphim,  the  Thrones 
and  Dominations, — whose  eyes  beheld  continuaJly 
the  nine  hierarchies  of  angels  in  all  their  resplend- 
ent light  and  holiness,  increasing  continually, 
degree  on  degree ;  he  meets  on  earth,  in  a  creature 
of  an  inferior  nature  to  the  angels,  the  FULNESS 
of  grace,— of  grace  that  was  bestowed  by  measure 
on  the  heavenly  spirits,  and  which  dwelt  in  Mary 
since  the  first  instant  of  her  creation.  It  is  the 
future  Mother  of  God  he  beholds;  she,  always 
pure,  always  Immaculate. 

This  truth,  which  was  revealed  to  the  Apostles 
by  the  Divine  Son  of  Mary, — preserved  by  the 
Church, — attested  by  Saints  and  Fathers, — be- 
lieved always  with  great  failh  by  all  Christen- 
dom— was  contained  in  the  very  idea  itself  of  a 
human  being  becoming  the  Mother  of  God.  Be- 
lieving Mary  to  be  the  Mother  of  God,  which  we 
receive  with  undoubting  faith,  how  is  it  possible 
to  realize  that  this  sublime  title  could  belong  to 
any  being  who,  though  of  the  same  race,  was  of 
the  same  sinful  nature  as  ourselves,  and  that  God 
would  not,  for  His  own  sake  at  least,  make  an  ex- 
ception by  which  she  would  be  preserved  from 
the  taint  of  sin. 

Peter  has  spoken  by  the  mouth  of  Pius  IX,  and 
to  the  word  of  Peter  all  children  of  the  faith 
must  give  belief;  because  the  Son  of  God  said: 
"I  have  prayed  for  thee,  Peter,  that  thy  faith  may 
never  fail,"  (Luke  xxii,  32);  and  also:  "I  will 
send  you  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  which  shall  remain 
with  you  forever,  and  shall  bring  to  your  mind 
all  that  I  have  taught."  (John  xiv,  26.) 

We  have  acquired  then  not  anew  article  of  faith, 
but  new  light  on  a  truth  that  was  previously  an 
object  of  universal  belief.  On  this  day  the  infer- 
nal serpent  felt  anew  the  pressure  of  the  victorious 
foot  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  the  Lord  vouchsafed, 
as  it  were,  to  renew  the  pledge  of  the  most  signal 
of  His  mercies.  He  loves  with  a  new  love  this 
guilty  world,  in  deigning  thus  to  illuminate  the 
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the  whole  earth  with  the  radiant  aureola  of  His 
Mother's  glory.  Does  it  not  seem  as  if  the  very 
earth  was  moved  ?  Is  not  all  Christendom  borne 
up  by  an  enthusiasm  which  will  forever  live  in 
the  memory  of  this  generation?  Great  things  in- 
deed have  been  accomplished  in  this  our  age,  and 
our  courage  rises  on  beholding  them,  since,  if  the 
Holy  Spirit  warns  us  to  fear  the  evil  days  when 
truth  shall  fail  among  the  children  of  men,  we 
may  on  the  contrary  look  on  those  days  as  happy 
ones  when  the  truths  of  faith  grow  stronger,  and 
become  more  luminous,  more  commanding.  Even 
previous  to  the  time  of  the  solemn  proclamation 
of  this  grand  dogma  of  Holy  Church,  she  yet  con 
fessed  it  by  celebrating  every  year  the  same  Feast 
we  do  this  day.  It  was  not,  it  is  true,  called  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  but  simply  the  conception 
of  Mary ;  still  the  fact  alone  that  such  a  Feast  was 
instituted,  is  sufficient  to  show  what  was  the  faith 
of  Christendom.  St.  Augustine  and  the  Angelic 
Doctor,  St.  Thomas,  taught  alike  that  the  Church 
would  not  have  celebrated  the  Feast  if  what  it 
was  intended  to  honor  was  not  itself  holy;  the 
conception  of  Mary  was  therefore  holy  and  im- 
maculate, since  the  Church  in  all  ages  has  hon- 
ored it  with  a  special  Feast.  The  Nativity  of  Mary 
is  the  object  of  one  solemnity,  because  Mary  was 
born  full  of  grace ;  so,  if  the  first  instant  of  her  ex- 
istence had  been  marked  by  any  stigma,  it  could 
not  be  the  object  of  any  veneration.  It  is,  how- 
ever, one  of  the  few  Feasts  most  generally  observed 
and  best  established,  in  all  parts  of  the  Church, 
and  celebrated  as  by  us  at  the  present  time. 

Of  all  the  Feasts  that  the  Church  has  consecrated 
to  thy  honor,  the  Divine  Wisdom  willed  that  this 
one,  of  thy  Conception  without  sin,  should  be  cele- 
brated in  the  beginning  of  Advent,  that  we  might 
comprehend  with  what  divine  jealousy  the  Lord 
would  take  care,  for  His  own  honor's  sake,  to  re- 
move far  from  her  who  was  to  be  the  Mother  of 
the  Word  Incarnate,  every  taint  of  sin,  and  even  so 
He  would  have  us  to  prepare  our  souls  to  receive 
Him  by  the  entire  renunciation  of  sin,  and  of  all 
affection  to  sin.  Help  us,  O  Mary,  to  make  within 
ourselves  this  great  change;  destroy  in  us,  by  thy 
Immaculate  Conception,  the  roots  of  covetousness ; 
extinguish  the  fire  of  voluptuousness ;  humble  our 
pride.  Remember  that  God  did  not  choose  thee 
for  His  habitation  for  thyself  alone,  but  that  He 
might  afterwards  dwell  in  each  one  of  us. 


LET  us  always  be  charitable.  When  we  cannot 
justify  an  action  we  must  excuse  the  intention.— 
St.  Liguori. 

NEVER  complain,  never  justify  yourself;  labor, 
suffer,  and  be  silent;  do  this,  and  you  will  be 
saints. — St.  Paul  of  the  Cross. 


Gratia  Plena. 

BY  CHAS.  W.  GREENE. 

Falling1  with  a  rainbow-splendor 
On  Our  Lady's  Altar  bright, 

Through  the  blue  and  ruby  window 
Beams  the  sun's  last  golden  light; 

While  in  Mary's  praise  and  honor 
Sweetest  music  fills  the  place, 

And  the  very  air  seems  whispering 
"  Ever  Blessed !  Full  of  grace ! " 

Then  the  Angels  hovering  near  us, 
Listening  to  our  songs  of  love, 

Bear  them  with  triumphant  chorus 
To  their  Queen  enthroned  above; 

While  their  joyous  notes  re-echo 
Through  the  boundless  realms  of  space, 

In  one  universal  anthem 

"  Ever  Blessed !  Full  of  grace ! " 

Blot  from  out  the  book  of  history 

Every  deed  of  earthly  fame, 
Mark  from  off  its  gilded  pages 

Every  proud,  illustrious  name, 
But  from  Mary's  glorious  record 

Not  one  single  word  efface — 
Queen  of  Angels!   Blessed  Virgin! 

Ever  Blessed!  Full  of  grace! 
PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Our  Lady  of  La  Salette. 

[Continued.] 

It  was  Saturday — the  day  consecrated  by  Catho- 
lic piety  to  honor  the  Blessed  Virgin ;  it  was  also 
a  day  of  fast  and  abstinence,  being  the  last  of  the 
Ember  days  of  September. 

The  two  young  shepherds  met  on  this  memorable 
morning  on  the  mountain,  each  watching  the  four 
cows  of  their  masters.  Pierre  Selme  went  to  work 
in  his  field ;  about  half-past  eleven  he  called  Max- 
imin,  and  told  him  to  take  the  cows  to  water.  "I 
will  go  and  call  Melanie,"  replied  the  little  shep- 
herd," and  we  will  go  there  together."  And  the 
two  children  drove  their  cows  to  the  ravine  which 
bounds  on  the  east  the  plateau  Sousles  Baisses  and 
separates  it  from  a  mountain  called  the  Gargas. 
In  this  place  gushes  a  spring,  at  which  the  shep- 
herds were  accustomed  to  water  their  flocks ;  it  is 
called  the  Fontaine  des  B3tes. 

Shortly  after  the  bell  of  the  village  of  Salette 
rang  the  "Angelus  "  the  children  climbed  along  the 
stream  of  the  Sezia,  which  flows  through  the  ravine, 
the  banks  of  which  are  covered  with  thick  grass. 
They  sought  a  pleasant  place  to  take  their  meal, 
and  went  towards  a  fountain,  the  bed  of  which  is 
to  the  right  of  the  stream,  and  about  twenty  steps  be- 
low the  lovely  plateau  we  have  formerly  described. 


Ave  Maria,. 
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As  this  fountain  was  then  perfectly  dry,  they  went 
some  steps  higher,  to  the  left  of  the  stream,  to  soak 
their  bread — hardened  by  the  heat  of  the  day — in  a 
spring  called  the  Fontaine  des  Hotnmes. 

After  their  repast,  the  children  laid  their  sacks 
beside  the  dry  spring,  and,  contrary  to  their  cus- 
tom, went  to  sleep  near  them — some  steps  from 
each  other.  About  half-past  two,  Melanie,  having 
awaked  first,  called  to  her  companion,  and  said  to 
him:  "Let  us  go  after  our  cows";  and  the  two 
shepherds  crossed  the  torrent  and  ascended  to  the 
space  which  separated  them  from  the  plateau. 
They  were  not  long  in  finding  their  cows.  They 
were  lying  under  the  side  of  Mont  Gargas,  and  the 
children  immediately  returned  for  their  little  sacks, 
which  they  had  left  near  the  dry  fountain.  Me- 
lanie preceded  her  companion.  They  had  made 
only  a  few  steps  when  she  perceived  suddenly  be- 
fore her  a  dazzling  light.  THAT  WONDERFUL 
LIGHT  filled  the  ravine — made  pale  the  sun,  which 
in  the  meanwhile  shone  with  vivid  brightness! 

"Come  quick!  see  that  light  yonder!"  cried 
Melanie;  and  Maximin,  who  at  first  had  not  per- 
ceived the  light,  immediately  discovered  it. 

"The  light  parted,  and  we  saw  a  Beautiful  Lady 
surrounded  with  glory,  but  in  an  attitude  which 
revealed  deep  sorrow."  It  was  the  hour  of  the 
first  Vespers  of  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Seven  Dolors,  when  the  Church  chants  all  over  the 
earth:  Oh!  what  abundance  of  tears  are  shed  by 
the  Virgin  Mother! 

The  "Beautiful  Lady,"  (as  the  shepherds  called 
her),  was  seated  on  a  stone,  her  feet  reposing  in 
the  dry  bed  of  the  fountain, .her  elbows  supported 
by  her  knees,  and  her  hands  sustaining  her  head, 
which  was  bowed  down  with  grief.  At  this  sight 
the  little  shepherdess  was  seized  with  fear.  "Ah! 
my  God! "  she  cried,  and  let  fall  her  stick.  Max- 
imin was  also  frightened,  but  he  urged  his  com- 
panion to  keep  her  stick,  so  as  to  be  able  to  de- 
fend herself  if  need  should  be. 

"The  Beautiful  Lady"  arose,  crossed  her  hands 
upon  her  breast,  and  spoke  in  a  voice  sweet  as  the 
music  of  heaven :  "  Come  forward,  my  children ; 
be  not  afraid — I  am  here  to  relate  to  you  (or  bring) 
great  tidings." 

She  advanced  to  the  place  where  the  children 
had  slept,  a  short  distance  from  the  fountain ;  and 
the  two  shepherds,  fully  reassured  by  her  maternal 
words,  were  eager  to  descend  and  meet  her.  They 
passed  the  stream,  and  placed  themselves  near  her 
— Melanie  on  the  right,  Maximin  on  the  left — 
but  both  before  her,  and  in  the  light  by  which  she 
was  surrounded. 

DISCOURSE  OF  THE   BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

"If  my  people  will  not  submit,"  said  then  the 
Beautiful  Lady,  while  shedding  abundance  of 


tears,  "  I  shall  be  obliged  to  free  the  arm  of  my 
Son;  it  is  so  heavy  I  can  no  longer  hold  it  back. 
How  long  a  time  I  have  suffered  for  you  all! 
If  I  wish  that  my  Son  should  not  abandon  you,  I 
am  obliged  to  pray  incessantly;  and  you  pay  no  re- 
gard to  all  this.  You  may  pray  and  pray,  but  you 
can  never  repay  the  trouble  that  I  have  taken  for 
you  all.  I  have  given  you  six  days  to  labor,  and 
have  reserved  the  seventh  for  myself,  and  you  will 
not  accord  me  even  that.*  It  is  this  which  makes 
the  arm  of  my  Son  so  heavy.  The  men  who  drive 
the  carts  do  not  swear  without  putting  in  the  name 
of  my  Son.  These  two  things  add  to  the  weight 
of  His  arm.  If  the  harvest  is  ruined,  you  have 
only  yourselves  to  blame.  I  showed  it  to  you  in  the 
crop  of  potatoes  last  year,  but  you  took  no  notice 
of  it;  on  the  contrary,  when  you  found  the  pota- 
toes spoiled,  you  swore  and  you  took  the  name  of 
my  Son  in  vain.  They  will  continue  to  spoil,  and 
by  Christmas  they  will  all  be  gone." 

To  this  time  the  Beautiful  Lady  had  spoken  in 
French ;.  but,  as  we  have  said,  the  little  shepherdess 
did  not  understand  that  language.  Here  Melanie 
spoke  to  Maximin  and  asked  him  what  the  Beau-» 
tiful  Lady  meant.  She  then  remarked  with  mater- 
nal condescension:  "Ah!  my  children,  you  do 
not  understand  French."  She  repeated  in  the  pa- 
tois of  the  country — not  from  the  commencement 
of  her  discourse,  but  from  the  words:  "If  the 
harvest  is  ruined,  you  have  only  yourselves  to 
blame."  She  then  continued  her  discourse  in 
patois:  "  If  you  have  grain,  you  need  not  sow  it; 
the  worms  will  eat  it  all;  that  which  ripens  will 
fall  into  dust  when  you  gather  it.  There  will  be 
a  great  famine,  and  before  the  famine  little  chil- 
dren under  seven  years  will  take  chills  and  die  in 
the  arms  of  those  who  hold  them.  Others  will 
suffer  penance  by  the  famine;  the  nuts  will  be 
bad,  the  grapes  will  rot."  After  these  words  the 
Beautiful  Lady  continued  speaking  in  a  clear  voice. 
They  saw  the  movement  of  her  lips,  but  Melanie 
heard  nothing.  Maximin  received  his  secret  in 
French.  Soon  after  the  Blessed  Virgin  addressed 
herself  to  the  little  shepherdess,  and  Maximin 
ceased  to  hear.  She  confided  a  secret  to  Melanie, 
also  in  French,  and  longer,  it  appeared,  than  that 
to  Maximin.  The  discourse  was  continued  ia 
patois,  so  as  to  be  understood  by  the  little  shep- 
herdess :  "  If  they  will  be  converted,  the  rocks  will 

*  The  Blessed  Virgin  speaks  here  as  God  Himself, 
whose  reproach  she  transmits.  It  is  thus  inspired 
authors  often  speak.  After  having  invited  Israel  to 
praise  the  Lord  and  recall  the  remembrance  of  His 
mercies,  the  psalmist  adds:  "I  am  the  Lord  thy  God, 
who  hast  brought  thee  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt." 
(Ps.  Ixxx,  2.)  We  could  cite  other  similar  pas- 
sages. 
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become  heaps  of  grain,  and  the  potatoes  will  grew 
without  planting."* 

Ad  dressing  herself  more  directly  to  the  children, 
the  Beautiful  Lady  said  to  them:  "Do  you  say 
your  prayers,  my  children  ?  "  "  Oh  !  no,  Madame  ; 
very  seldom,"  they  b<nh  replied,  with  frankness. 
"Ah!  my  children,"  she  immediately  replied: 
"you  must  say  them  night  and  morning;  and 
when  you  have  no  time,  and  can  do  no  better,  say 
at  least  one  'Our  Father'  and  one  'Hail  Mary,' 
and  when  you  have  time  say  more.  Only  a  few 
old  women  go  to  Mass :  the  others  work  on  Sun- 
days, in  summer;  and  in  winter,  when  they  do 
not  know  what  else  to  do,  they  go  to  Mass  to 
mock  at  religion.  During  Lent  they  go  to  the 
butchers',  like  dogs,  f  Have  you  never  seen 
spoiled  grain,  my  children?"  asked  the  heavenly 
Messenger.  "No,  Madam,"  they  replied.  Then 
addressing  herself  to  Maximin:  "But  you,  my 
child,  must  have  seen  it  with  your  father,  near 
Coin.|  The  owner  of  the  land  said  to  your  father: 
"Co.me  and  see  my  spoiled  grain,'  and  you  both 
went.  He  took  two  or  three  ears  in  his  hands, 
^nd,  rubbing  them,  they  fell' to  dust;  and  when 
you  were  going  home,  and  half  an  hour's  walk 
from  Corps,  your  father  gave  you  a  piece  of  bread, 
and  said:  'There,  my  little  one,  eat  of  this;  I  do 
not  know  who  will  eat  bread  next  year,  if  the 
grain  continues  to  spoil.'  "  "  Oh !  yes,  Madame,  I 
remember  it  now,"  replied  Maximin ;  "  but  I  had 
forgotten  it." 

The  Blessed  Virgin  finished  her  discourse  by  the 
following  words,  spoken  in  French:  "  Well,  my 
children,  you  will  transmit  this  to  all  my  people." 

Withdrawing  herself  from  the  two  shepherds, 
she  crossed  the  Sezia.  In  the  middle  of  the  bed  of 
the  stream  was  a  stone,  upon  which  she  appeared 
to  rest  her  feet;  she  repeated  twice,  and  without 
turning  towards  them,  the  same  words:  "Well,  my 
children, you  will  transmit  this  to  my  people."  She 
then  directed  herself  towards  the  small  hill  where 
the  little  shepherds had_discovered  Iheir  herds.  Her 
feet  did  not  make  any  movement;  she  glided  over 
the  grass  without  touching  it.  Drawn  by  an  irre- 
sistible charm,  the  children  followed  her.  Melanie 


*  These  expressions  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  are  prom- 
ises to  man  of  great  temporal  prosperity  if  he  will 
return  to  God.  Like  expressions  are  frequently  em- 
ployed  in  the  Holy  Scriptures.  The  Lord  Himself  said 
to  Moses:  that  He  would  bring  His  people  into  a  fer- 
tile land,  flowing  with  milk  and  honey.  (Exod  Hi,  8.) 

t  This  expression  sounds  harsh.  But  it  is  not 
withering  enough  for  the  sensuality  of  our  day.  We 
know  that  our  Lord  and  the  prophets  fear  not  to 
compare  certain  sinners  to  vile  animals. 

I  Coin  is  the  name  of  a  little  hamlet  of  the  com- 
mune of  Corps. 


went  in  advance  a  little — so  much  did  she  desire 
to  look  upon  her.  Maximin  was  at  the  left,  and 
about  two  or  three  steps  from  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
who  had  gone  over  a  space  of  thirty-eight  or  forty 
steps.  Then  she  raised  herself  about  five  feet, 
and  remained  suspended  in  the  air  a  few  moments. 
She  turned  her  eyes  towards  heaven,  then  lowered 
them  towards  the  earth,  in  a  southeast  direction. 
She  looked  at  Melanie,  who  found  herself  face  to 
face  with  her.  Maximin  was  at  the  right,  and  a 
little  behind,  when,  as  the  little  shepherds  say  in 
their  own  naive  language :  "We  lost  sight  of  her 
head,  then  of  her  arms;  we  could  no  longer  see 
her  body.  She  seemed  to  melt  away,  and  we  only 
saw  a  light  in  the  air."  Melanie  said  to  Maximiu : 
"Perhaps  it  is  a  great  Saint."  Maximin  replied: 
"  If  we  had  only  known,  we  would  have  asked  her 
to  take  us  with  her."  "Ah!  if  she  was  only  here 
still!"  added  Melanie.  Maximin  said  he  tried  to 
catch  the  flowers  she  had  on  her  feet,  and  to  hit 
the  light  with  his  hands,  but  there  was  nothing; 
and  he  said  they  looked  for  a  long  time  to  see 
her  again;  Melanie  said:  "She  does  not  want  us 
to  see  where  she  goes."  "  We  were  very  happy  and 
talked  of  all  we  had  seen,  and  then  watched  our 
cows." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 
(No.  11.) 


BY  REV.  J.  ADAM. 


Father  Serra,  while  catechising  his  neophytes  at 
San  Carlos,  anxiously  watched  the  result  of  the  ex- 
plorations to  the  north,  while  in  the  mean  time  he 
was  arranging  with  Captain  Rivera  for  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  new  Mission  between  San  Gabriel 
and  San  Diego,  to  be  called  San  Juan  Capistrano. 
Fathers  Lazuen  and  Aniurrio  were  named  for  the 
new  foundation.  They  left  Monterey  in  company 
with  a  few  soldiers,  proceeded  by  way  of  San 
Diego,  which  they  left  on  the  last  day  of  October 
for  the  site  of  the  ne%v  Mission.  The  Indians 
seemed  very  anxious  to  have  it  erected,  and  as- 
sisted them  in  cutting  lumber  and  carrying  stones 
for  the  building.  While  thus  engaged,  news  came 
that  a  priest  had  been  killed  at  San  Diego  and  the 
Mission  burned.  So  they  buried  the  bells  and 
immediately  returned  thither. 

Fathers  Luis  Jaime  and  Vincent  Fuster  had 
been  zealously  laboring  at  San  Diego,  baptizing 
many  Indians,  when  the  devil,  it  would  seem,  in- 
furiated at  the  loss  of  so  many  victims,  took  pos- 
session of  two  of  the  neophytes  and  instigated 
them  to  destroy  the  Mission.  They  accordingly 
left  the  Christian  ranks  and  betook  themselves  to 
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the  still  unconverted  Indians,  whom  they  deceived 
into  the  belief  that  it  was  the  intention  of  the  mis- 
sionaries to  have  them  all  baptized  by  force.  Their 
suspicions  fully  aroused,  an  alarm  was  sounded, 
and  all  rose  to  a  man  for  the  purpose  of  attacking 
the  settlement.  More  than  a  thousand  of  the 
savages  crept  slowly  and  stealthily  towards  it 
amid  the  darkness  of  night  on  the  4th  of  Novem- 
ber, 1775,  and,  first  surrounding  the  huts  of  the 
Christian  Indians,  they  threatened  them  with 
death  if  they  attempted  to  move  or  give  the  alarm. 
They  then  proceeded  to  the  church,  robbed  it  of 
its  ornaments  and  the  sacred  vessels,  and  set  it  on 
fire.  The  soldiers  and  the  missionaries  were  all 
asleep,  unconscious  of  the  impending  danger,  and 
were  only  awakened  by  the  fiendish  yells  of  the 
savages  as  they  burst  in  upon  them.  Father  Jaime, 
seeing  the  church  on  fire,  and  thinking  it  was 
only  accidental,  came  out  for  help  to  extinguish 
the  flames.  On  beholding  the  Indians,  he  gave 
them  the  usual  friendly  salutation,  "  For  the  love 
of  God,"  but  the  miscreants  inflicted  on  him  a 
fatal  wound,  dragged  him  towards  a  creek,  stripped 
him  of  his  clothing,  and  with  sticks  and  stones 
beat  him  to  death  and  mutilated  him  in  such  a 
frightful  manner  that  nothing  but  his  hands  re- 
mained intact — those  hands  that  had  so  often 
offered  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice  at  the  altar  and 
worked  so  zealously  for  the  honor  and  glory  of 
God.  A  carpenter*  by  the  name  of  Urselino  was 
mortally  wounded  by  the  assailants.  Like  the 
Protomartyr  Stephen,  this  good  man  prayed  for  his 
murderers.  "Oh,  Indian,"  he  exclaimed,  "  thou 
hast  killed  me !  may  God  forgive  thee  thy  sin !  " 
Having  had  some  money  saved  from  his  earnings, 
he  left  this  to  his  murderers  in  his  will.  Mean- 
while Father  Vincent  and  the  soldiers  were  de- 
fending themselves  as  best  they  could  in  the 
kitchen,  which  being  built  of  adobes  protected 
them  against  the  attacks  of  the  infuriated  savages. 
Two  of  the  soldiers  were  wounded,  as  was  also 
Father  Vincent,  but  not  dangerously.  The  roof 
of  the  kitchen,  being  of  straw,  took  fire  and  burnt, 
and  the  little  powder  left  would  have  blown  up 
the  place  had  it  not  been  for  the  precaution  of  the 
father,  who  put  it  under  his  habit,  and  thus  saved 
himself  and  companions  from  certain  death.  They 
sustained  their  position  bravely  till  daylight,  when 
the  Indians  withdrew.  The  first  thought  of  Father 
Vincent  was  for  his  confrere,  and  we  may  imagine 
with  what  poignant  anguish  he  beheld  his  muti- 
lated remains  brought  in  by  the  friendly  Indians. 
He  fainted,  remaining  insensible  for  a  long  time. 
When  he  again  came  to  himself  the  Indians  were 
still  wailing  piteously  the  loss  of  their  father  and 
friend,  who  was  now  no  more. 
A  courier  was  immediately  despatched  with  the 


sad  intelligence  to  Monterey.  When  Father  Serra 
heard  the  doleful  news,  he  only  replied :  "Thanks 
be  to  God !  the  land  has  been  watered !  The  conver- 
sion of  the  San  Diegoites  shall  now  be  obtained." 
The  commandant,  Rivera,  immediately  started  with 
a  body  of  troops  for  the  scene  of  the  disaster,  and 
Father  Serra  celebrated  with  great  magnificence 
a  funeral  service  for  the  martyred  priest.  He  pre- 
pared to  goto  San  Diego,  but  could  not;  it  was 
only  six  months  afterwards  that  he  was  able  to 
start  for  that  place  on  board  of  the  packet-boat 
"Prince."  He  took  with  him  another  missionary, 
and  on  reaching  San  Diego  he  found  there  the 
two  missionaries  from  San  Juan  Capistrano.  All 
the  provisions  being  landed,  Father  Serra  asked 
the  captain  if  he  would  allow  the  sailors  to  assist 
in  rebuilding  the  Mission.  "  Certainly,"  said  the 
captain,  "  and  number  me  as  one  of  the  laborers." 
It  was  edifying  to  witness  the  zeal  with  which 
the  sailors  and  soldiers  worked  at  their  labor  of 
love — cutting  timber,  carrying  stones,  and  making 
adobes,  so  that  in  two  weeks  the  work  was  pretty 
well  advanced.  .At  this  juncture  the  capricious 
Rivera,  commander  of  the  land  force,  ordered  a 
suspension  of  the  work,  and  that  the  sailors  should 
retire  to  their  vessel.  Great  was  the  affliction  of 
Father  Serra,  but  he  only  exclaimed:  "Let  the 
holy  will  of  God  be  done!"  When  the  Viceroy 
Bucareli  afterwards  heard  from  the  captain  of  the 
action  of  Rivera,  he  ordered  his  removal  at  once, 
and  twenty-one  days  after  the  work  had  been  sus- 
pended a  new  reinforcement  of  twenty-five  sol- 
diers was  received  from  Lower  California.  Two 
encouraging  letters  were  also  received  by  Father 
Serra  from  his  excellency,  and  great  joy  prevailed 
at  the  Mission.  The  bells  were  rung  and  a  High 
Mass  was  celebrated. 

Father  Serra  having  now  all  the  necessary  help, 
set  his  neophytes  to  work  rebuihliug  the  Mission, 
and  everytiiing  went  forward  energetically.  He 
then  went  to  establish  the  new  Mission  of  San 
Juan  Capistrano,  saying  the  first  Mass  there  him- 
self. Thence  he  went  to  San  Gabriel,  a  distance 
of  eighteen  leagues,  in  order  to  procure  a  little 
help  for  the  new  Mission.  While  on  their  return, 
with  some  cattle — there  being  only  himself,  a  sol- 
dier, and  a  Christian  Indian — a  band  of  some  hun- 
dreds of  pagan  Indians  stopped  them  with  a  view 
to  dispossessing  them  of  the  cattle.  The  Christian 
Indian  made  a  sign  to  them  that  many  soldiers 
were  coming  up  behind,  when  they  dropped  their 
bows  and  arrows.  Father  Serra  bade  them  ap- 
proach ;  he  made  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  upon  them, 
and  they  then  passed  on  unmolested. 

San  Juan  Capistrano  is  situated  in  a  delightful 
place ;  the  ocean  and  the  passing  vessels  may  be 
seen  from  the  houses.  There  is  an  abundance  of 


782 


Ave  Maria, 


water.  The  missionaries  had  some  vines  planted, 
which  soon  gave  them  the  necessary  wine  for  the 
celebration  of  Mass.  Pomegranates,  peaches,  and 
other  fruits  grew  finely  there.  The  Indians  around 
San  Juan  Capistrano  were  very  eager  to  receive 
baptism,  and  when  Father  Serra  died,  a  few 
years  afterwards,  there  were  472  Christians,  which 
number  increased  wonderfully  after  his  death — no 
doubt  due  to  his  prayers,  as  Father  Mugartogni 
observes. 

So  great  was  Father  Serra's  apostolic  zeal  that 
he  could  not  remain  satisfied  with  the  result  of  his 
labors  in  the  south;  he  felt  anxious  to  go  to  San 
Francisco,  and  ascertain  whether  the  intended 
Mission  had  been  established.  He  journeyed 
thither  by  land,  visiting  on  his  way  the  Missions 
of  San  Gabriel,  San  Luis  Obispo,  and  San  Antonio, 
encouraging  both  missionaries  and  neophytes, 
baptizing  Indians  at  each  place,  so  that  he  every- 
where left  spiritual  children.  He  arrived  at  Mon- 
terey a  month  afterwards,  greatly  rejoiced  at  hear- 
ing that  the  Mission  in  honor  of  his  holy  Father, 
St.  Francis,  had  been  established.  This  Mission 
and  that  of  Santa  Clara  had  been  projected  in  the 
year  1770,  and  although  no  one  was  more  anxious 
for  their  success  than  our  Xavier  of  the  West,  yet 
for  one  reason  or  another  their  establishment  was 
put  off  from  year  to  year  until  that  glorious  epoch 
in  the  history  of  America,  the  year  1776. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


A  Picture. 

BY  NINELLA. 
I. 

There's  a  scene  which  looms  up  in  my  memory  oft, 

Of  a  Convent  embowered  in  trees, 
Where  a  little  gray  Cross,  from  a  Chapel  so  quaint 

Peepeth  out  from  the  ivy's  green  leaves. 

ii. 
And  that  Chapel  the  "Gem  of  the  Eden  "  is  termed 

With  its  windows  of  deepest-dyed  rose, 
Where  the  loved  Heart  of  Jesus  is  ever  adored 

From  the  day's  golden  dawn  to  its  close. 

in. 
Oh  !  the  sweetest  fresh  hours  of  childhood  are  passed 

In  that  loveliest  home  of  the  land, 
Where  the  Delaware  laves  its  green  banks  at  the  foot 

Of  the  hill  where  the  Convent  doth  stand. 

IV. 

Wildest  picturesque  woodlands,  with  verdure  bright 

clad, 

One  can  never,  oh!  never  forget, 
Where  a  miniature  lake  ever  mirrors  the  Shrine 
Of  a  Virgin,  the  Queen  of  Salette. 

v. 

The  first  thoughts  of  the  morn,  and  the  last  at  calm  eve, 
Softly  uttered  with  heaven-turned  glance, 


Are  "Jesus  et  Marie'1'1 — for  this  prayer  is  there  breathed 
In  the  beautiful  language  of  France. 

VI. 

And  another  sweet  Shrine,  'mid  the  landscape  so  fair, 

From  my  mem'ry  will  never  depart. 
Ah  !  each  day's  ashen  twilight  drapes  kneeling  forms 
there 

Who  remember  a  Mother's  pierced  Heart. 

VII. 

"  Our  Lady  of  Dolors  "  'tis  called,— in  the  wall, 
From  a  velvet-lined  niche,  there  looks  down 

The  soft,  sad,  streaming  eyes  of  a  Virgin,  who  holds 
In  her  arms  her  dead,  Crucified  Son. 

VIII. 

Oh!  tender  the  thoughts  in  that  Chapel  that  rise; 

Wholly  contrite  the  tear  that  there  falls; 
And  how  plenteous  the  comfort,  the  mild  soothing 
grace, 

That  so  softly  each  spirit  enthralls. 

IX. 

Of  all  of  the  memories  that  cling  'round  life's  scenes, 

The  purest,  the  fairest,  the  best, 
Are  enwreathed  with  thy  beauties,  sweet  Convent  cn^ 
shrined, 

As  a  picture  of  heavenly  rest. 
WASHINGTON,  D.  C.,  Oct.  28. 


The    Earliest    Recorded    Apparition    of   the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

I  know  of  no  instance  to  my  purpose  earlier  than 

A.  D.  234,  but  it  is  a  very  remarkable  one 

St.  Gregory  Nyssen,  then,  a  native  of  Cappadocia 
in  the  fourth  century,  relates  that  his  namesake, 
Bishop  of  Neo-Caesarea,  surnamed  Thaumaturgus, 
in  the  century  preceding,  shortly  before  he  was 
called  to  the  priesthood,  received  in  a  vision  a 
Creed,  which  is  still  extant,  from  the  Blessed  Mary, 
at  the  hands  of  St.  John.  The  account  runs  thus: 
— He  was  deeply  pondering  theological  doctrine, 
which  the  heretics  of  his  day  depraved.  "  In  such 
thoughts,"  says  his  namesake  of  Nyssa,  "he  was 
passing  the  night,  when  one  appeared,  as  if  in  hu- 
man form,  aged  in  appearance,  saintly  in  the  fash- 
ion of  his  garments,  and  very  venerable  both  in 
grace  of  countenance  and  general  mien.  Amazed 
at  the  sight,  he  started  from  his  bed  and  asked  who 
it  was  and  why  he  came ;  but  on  the  other  calming 
the  perturbation  of  his  mind  with  his  gentle  voice, 
and  saying  he  had  appeared  to  him  by  Divine  com- 
mand on  account  of  his  doubts,  in  order  that  the 
truth  of  the  orthodox  faith  might  be  revealed  to 
him,  he  took  courage  at  the  word,  and  regarded 
him  with  a  mixture  of  joy  and  fright.  Then,  on 
his  stretching  his  hand  straight  forward  and  point- 
ing with  his  fingers  at  something  on  one  side,  he 
followed  with  his  eyes  the  extended  hand,  and  saw 
another  appearance  opposite  to  the  former,  in 
shape  of  a  woman,  but  more  than  human 
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"When  his  eyes  could  not  bear  the  apparition,  he 
heard  them  conversing  together  on  the  subject  of 
his  doubts;  and  thereby  not  only  gained  a  true 
knowledge  of  the  faith,  but  learned  their  names,  as 
they  addressed  each  other  by  their  respective  ap- 
pellations. And  thus  he  is  said  to  have  heard  the 
person  in  woman's  shape  bid  'John  the  Evangelist ' 
disclose  to  the  young  man  the  mystery  of  Godli- 
ness ;  and  he  answered  that  he  was  ready  to  com- 
ply in  this  matter  with  the  wish  of '  the  Mother  of 
the  Lord,'  and  enunciated  a  formulary,  well-turned 
and  complete,  and  so  vanished.  He,  on  the  other 
hand,  immediately  committed  to  writing  that  Di- 
vine teaching  of  his  mystagogue,  and  henceforth 
preached  in  the  Church  according  to  that  form, 
and  bequeathed  to  posterity,  as  an  inheritance,  that 
heavenly  teaching,  by  means  of  which  his  people 
are  instructed  down  to  this  day,  being  preserved 
from  all  heretical  evil."  He  proceeds  to  rehearse 
the  Greed  thus  given,  "There  is  One  God,  Father 
of  a  Living  Word,"  etc.  Bull,  after  quoting  it  in 
his  work  on  the  Nicene  Faith,  alludes  to  this  his- 
tory of  its  origin,  and  adds,  "  No  one  should  think 
it  incredible  that  such  a  providence  should  befall 
a  man  whose  life  was  conspicuous  for  revelations 
and  miracles,  as  all  ecclesiastical  writers  who  have 
mentioned  him  (and  who  has  not?)  witness  with 
one  voice." 

Here  our  Lady  is  represented  as  rescuing  a  holy 
soul  from  intellectual  error.    This  leads  me  to  a 

reflection It  is  said  of  her  in  the  Antiphon, 

"All  heresies  thou  hast  destroyed  alone."  Surely 
the  truth  of  it  is  verified  in  this  age,  as  in  former 

times She  is  the  great  exemplar  of  prayer 

in  a  generation  which  emphatically  denies  the 
power  of  prayer  in  toto,  which  determines  that 
fatal  laws  govern  the  universe,  that  there  cannot 
be  any  direct  communication  between  earth  and 
heaven,  that  God  cannot  visit  His  earth,  and  that 
man  cannot  influence  His  providence. — Dr.  New- 
man's "  Anglican  Difficulties"  p.  423. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  November  5,  1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — The  Italians  are  like  the 
Irish  in  one  particular.  They  love  their  dead. 
They  pray  for  their  dead.  There  is  one  day  in 
the  year  on  which  the  depraved  Italian  looks 
into  himself,  when  he  feels  a  transient  sentiment 
of  the  religion  in  which  he  was  born.  On 

ALL  SOULS'  DAY 

his  memory  carries  him  back  to  the  days  when 
some  one  he  loved,  now  gone,  was  with  him  in 
the  flesh.  His  better  nature  asserts  itself  for  the 
moment,  and  his  tenderest  sympathies  are  roused 


anew.  Instead  of  repairing  to  the  cafes,  where 
he  hears  nothing  but  materialism,  he  goes  out  of 
the  gate  of  St.  Laurence,  and  if  you  observe  him 
attentively  you  will  see  him  stop  at  the  stand 
where  chaplets  and  flowers  are  sold,  and  pur- 
chase a  wreath  of  evergreens  with  the  word 
"Mad™" — Mother — interwoven  in  flowers.  Fol. 
low  him  to  the  old  Campo  Santo.  He  passes  in  at 
the  beautiful  gate,  erected  by  Pius  IX.  There 
are  thousands  passing  in  as  well,  but  he  notices 
no  one.  In  the  farthest  corner  of  the  spacious 
cemetery  there  stands  a  small  rude  cross.  He 
walks  up  to  it,  and  hangs  the  chaplet  on  the 
arms  of  the  saving  sign.  He  seems  to  do  it  me- 
chanically. He  has  not  even  taken  his  hat  off. 
But  he  stops  and  looks  down  at  the  little  mound. 
There  are  no  flowers  on  it,  but  there  is  a  remnant 
of  an  immortelle  of  last  All  Soul's  Day.  The 
sight  of  the  withered  souvenir  seems  to  work 
upon  his  memory,  his  memory  upon  his  senti- 
ment, and  he  takes  off  his  hat.  But  memory  is 
hard  at  work,  and  perhaps  his  guardian  angel,  so 
long  unheeded,  comes  up,  unknown  to  him,  and 
whispers  in  his  ear.  He  sinks  down  upon  his 
knees,  and  what  passes  between  the  notorious 
Liberal  and  his  long-neglected  God  is  only  known 
to  both,  and  to  the  angels  of  heaven.  I  saw 
this  on  last  Tuesday,  and  was  edified.  The  re- 
membrance of  the  dead  is  "holy  and  wholesome" 
for  the  living  too.  That  indescribable  gulf  which 
exists  between  us  and  those  who  are  on  the  other 
side  baffles  our  much-adored  science.  We  cannot 
have  Liberal  views  about  it.  Our  philosophy 
becomes  stultified  in  contemplating  it.  It  is  a 
mysterious,  an  awful,  and  withal  a  stern,  uncom. 
promising  reality.  We  must  cross  it,  "e  poif  " — 
and  then? — as  St.  Philip  said, — and  then? 

There  was  no  arrogance  in  the  tone  of  the  athe- 
istic journals  which  appeared  on  Monday  even- 
ing. The  remembrance  of  the  dead  seemed  to 
soften  the  hard,  scurrilous  pens  which  are  daily 
employed  in  blasphemy,  and  every  journal  con- 
tained the  following  simple  announcement  on  the 
title-page,  "To-morrow  our  journal  will  not  ap- 
pear." They  did  not  add  the  reason.  But  every- 
one knew  it.  The  journalists  and  type-setters  had 
a  duty  to  do  by  the  dead,  and  in  doing  so  they 
paid  a  reluctant  tribute  to  the  wisdom  and  tender- 
ness of  the  Mother  they  disowned,  of  her  who 
prays  on  that  day  in  accents  tender  and  loving 
and  beautiful,  "Requiem  ceternam  dona  eis,  Do- 
mine.  Et  lux  perpetua  luceat  eis  "  / 

A  great  many  people  went  to  see  the  Pope  this 
week,  strangers  mostly.  But  there  was  a  little 
reception  over  there  on  the  28th,  at  which  not  one 
of  those  most  deeply  concerned  saw  His  Holiness. 
They  only  heard  him.  I  speak  of  the 
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BLIND  BOYS   OF    THE   ORPHANAGE   OP   ST.   ALEXIUS, 

and  the  blind  girls  of  St.  Norbert's.  The  orches- 
tra of  the  asylum  was  there,  and  as  the  Pope  en- 
tered the  stanze  of  Raft'aello,  they  played  the 
march  "  Viene  Norma."  His  Holiness  was  de- 
lighted with  the  selection,  and  that  sweet  smile 
played  around  his  lips  which  is  particularly 
noticeable  when  he  is  in  the  presence  of  children. 
He  said  that  the  music  of  the  juvenile  orchestra 
expressed  their  sentiments  as  well  as  a  studied 
address.  When  they  concluded  the  march,  he 
expressed  a  desire  to  hear  the  flutist  play  a  solo. 
He  was  asked  what  was  his  favorite  air,  and  he 
said  at  once,  "The  prayer  of  Moses  in  Egypt." 
The  little  musician  rendered  it  with  great  pre- 
cision and  feeling,  so  much  so  that  His  Holiness 
was  visibly  affected,  and  remarked  to  one  of  the 
Cardinals  who  stood  by  his  throne  that  it  was 
pleasant,  sorrowfully  so,  to  hear  the  canticles  of 
once  happy  Israel  in  the  land  of  bondage.  It  is 
not  the  first  time  that  he  has  compared  the  pres- 
ent condition  of  the  Church  in  Rome  with  the 
captivity  of  the  Chosen  People  in  Egypt.  Hence 
he  always  prays  in  the  spirit  of  captivity,  "Ac- 
celera  Domtne,  ut  eripias  nos" — "Hasten,  O  Lord, 
to  deliver  us."  He  said  the  tenderest  things 
to  the  children,  and  then  gave  them  his  bless- 
ing, not  forgetting  to  present  the  Duke  Sora,  Pres- 
ident of  the  asylum,  with  a  handsome  sum  of 
money  for  the  institution. 
The  students  of  the 

GERMANICO    HUNGARIAN   COLLEGE 

had  an  audience  on  the  3rd  inst.  This  is  the 
oldest  foreign  college  in  the  Eternal  City,  having 
been  founded  by  St.  Ignatius.  Prior  to  his  time, 
foreign  students  attended  the  Roman  university. 
The  Saint  conceived  the  idea  of  founding  a 
national  college  for  the  Germans,  in  which,  while 
they  would  be  taught  according  to  the  ecclesias- 
tical traditions  of  Rome,  such  modifications 
would  be  made  in  the  internal  discipline  of  the 
house  as  would  be  required  by  their  character, 
and  the  peculiar  mission  they  would  enter  upon, 
on  leaving  the  Eternal  City.  Many  of  the  con- 
fessors who  are  now  suffering  for  the  faith  in 
Germany  were  educated  in  this  college.  The 
Holy  Father  saw  before  him,  in  the  persons  of 
the  young  Levites,  so  many  confessors  who  will 
have  to  battle  against  Csesarism  hereafter,  and  he 
addressed  them  as  such.  "Firmness  and  con- 
stancy in  all  things,''  he  said.  "Never  yield: 
divine  truths,  and  rights  superior  to  those  of 
earth,  are  at  stake.  Never  yield.  God  is  the  wit- 
ness of  the  struggle,  and  in  good  time  His  right 
hand  will  fall  with  avenging  force  on  those  who 
say  that  might  is  right." 


There  is  great  rejoicing  in  official  quarters  here, 
and  no  doubt  the  moral  king  of  Italy,  who  resides 
in  Berlin,  and  subscribes  himself  Wilhelm,  Em- 
peror of  Germany,  is  stroking  his  heavy  musta- 
ches very  self-complaceutly,  for  it  has  pleased  the 
powers  of  Germany  to  elevate  the  Italian  legation 
at  Berlin  to  the  rank  of  an  embassy.  And  this  is 
not  enough.  They  have  signified  their  mighty 
wish  that  the  other  powers  of  Europe  shall  do 
likewise.  Master  Minghetti,  minister  of  finances, 
and  minister  of  the  cabinet,  has  made  a  great 
speech.  It  is  a  sort  of  an  apologia  pro  vita  sua,  i.e., 
financially.  The  sum  of  his  logic  is  this,  the  debt 
of  Italy  is  great,  very  great,  and  Italy  takes  a 
stand  among  the  nations.  He  disclaims  all  con- 
nexion with  Germany  in  ecclesiastical  politics. 
Says  that  Italy  will  continue  to  act  independently, 
as  it  has  done  heretofore,  keeping  in  view  the  com- 
plete separation  of  Church  and  state.  He  made 
this  assertion  at  a  banquet,  where,  of  course,  not 
much  attention  was  given  to  precision  in  state- 
ments. But  when  discrimination  returned  next 
day  to  the  guests,  with  soberness,  they  said  that 
Marco  dodged  questions  very  adroitly,  and  none 
more  than  this  one, 

"DOES    ITALY   STILL  PRESERVE    HER   AUTONOMY  ?" 

i.  e.,  are  we  a  nation,  or  an  appendage  to  Germany  ? 
Marco  didn't  answer  that  question,  but  another. 
I  shall  answer  it  parlly,  and  history  unwritten  the 
rest.  I  leave  the  politics  and  the  reasoning  thereon 
to  the  muse,  and  aver  that  Italy  preserves  her  own 
autonomy  in  that  wickedness  which  is  racy  of 
the  land,  rapacity  and  murder.  Let  Sicily,  the 
cradle  of  the  Italian  revolution  and  so  called  in- 
dependence, be  my  witness  for  the  present.  That 
land  is  always  called  to  depose  on 

SCENES   OP   BLOOD, 

and  here  is  the  latest.  Despite  the  exceptional 
measures  lately  voted  by  Parliament,  despite  the 
military  force  which  has  been  sent  down  there,  the 
brigands  are  active.  The  other  day,  five  brigands, 
under  the  command  of  Grillo — the  grasshopper — 
repaired  to  the  farm  house  of  one  Salerno,  with 
the  intention  of  murdering  him,  out  of  revenge. 
He  was  not  at  home.  But  they  captured  his  two 
sons,  one  21  years  of  age,  the  other  18,  and,  cany- 
ing  them  off  to  the  mountains,  tied  them  both  to 
trees,  and  proceeded  deliberately  to  poniard  them. 
In  a  fit  of  desperation,  the  elder  burst  his  bonds 
asunder,  and  fled — not  far.  A  volley  fired  by  the 
brigands  literally  riddled  him,  and  he  fell,  dead, 
as  they  supposed.  Consciousness  however  did  not 
leave  him,  and  from  a  short  distance  he  saw  the 
brigands  deliberately  run  their  daggers  into  the 
body  of  his  brother,  and  then  drawing  them  out 
quietly  they  would  observe  with  pride  that  they 
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had  not  touched  a  vital  spot.  When  they  were 
tired  of  this  horrible  amusement,  they  cut  his 
throat  and  left  him,  not  caring  about  the  one  whom 
they  supposed  dead.  He  was  found  by  the  sol- 
diery, and  still  lives.  That  same  night,  the  brig- 
ands captured  the  son  of  another  gentleman,  and 
they  now  demand  1500  ducats  as  a  ransom.  Min- 
ghetti  might  have  ventured  on  an  affirmative. 

ARTHUR. 


Catholic  Notes. 

We  direct  attention  to  F.  Pustet's  advertisement 

of  liturgical  works  in  our  advertising  columns. 

Wednesday,  November  24th,  was  the  25th  anni- 
versary of  the  consecration  of  Most  Rev.  Archbishop 
Lamy,  of  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico. 

The  renowned  Jesuit  missionary,  Father  Wen- 

inger,  gave  a  mission  in  the  German  Catholic  Church, 
Houston,  Texas,  on  the  14th  of  November. 

At  Crescent  City,  a  Catholic  chapel  was  recently 

dedicated  in  honor  of  St.  Michael,  for  the  exclusive 
use  of  the  Indians  in  that  vicinity,  by  Rev.  M.  Walrath. 

As  no  MS.  of  "  Tangled  Paths"  has  been  received 

this  week,  we  are  obliged  to  go  to  press  without  it. 
We  sincerely  regret  this  omission,  but  hope  to  be  able 
to  make  up  for  it  next  week. 

We  learn  with  deep  regret,  says  the  Westmin- 
ster Gazette,  that  Cardinal  Tarnoczy,  Archbishop  of 
Salzburg,  in  Austria,  has  suffered  a  paralytic  stroke, 
completely  disabling  one  side  of  his  body. 

An  excellent  painting  of  the  old  Italian  school 

has  been  discovered  in  a  little  chapel  at  Hohenburgh, 
Bavaria,  which  belongs  to  the  Duke  of  Nassau.  It  is 
believed  to  be  painted  by  Titian,  and  represents  a  Mater 
Dolorosa. 

Excellent  and  appropriate  gift-books  for  the  holi- 
days may  be  found  in  the  advertisement  of  the  Cath- 
olic Publication  Society  on  our  cover  this  week.  These 
books  will  be  sent  by  the  publisher  to  any  address, 
post  free,  on  receipt  of  price. 

Persons  not  receiving  their  paper  regularly  will 

confer  a  favor  by  informing  us  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible.  Among  so  much  detail  connected  necessa- 
rily with  the  publishing  of  a  paper,  it  is  impossible  that 
mistakes  should  not  sometimes  occur.  We  are  always 
glad  to  rectify  them. 

Messrs.  Muhlbauer  &  Behrle,  of  Chicago,  have 

published  an  oil-chromo  of  the  Holy  Father,  a  copy 
of  which  we  have  received.  It  will  answer  very  well 
for  a  holida3r  gift,  and,  no  doubt,  will  find  many  pur- 
chasers. Our  readers  in  Chicago  would  do  well  to 
call  on  Messrs.  Muhlbauer  &  Behrle  when  in  want  of 
Catholic  books,  statues,  etc.,  etc.  Their  store  is  at 
No.  41  south  La  Salle  St. 

Moses  Fowler,  Esq.,  of  Lafayette,  although  not 

a  Catholic,  has  donated  half  a  section  of  the  finest 
land  in  the  world,  joining  the  town  of  Fowler,  county 
seat  of  Benton  County,  on  the  Cincinnati,  Lafayette 


and  Chicago  Railroad,  for  a  Benedictine  convent  and 
college.  The  lands  donated  are  worth  at  least  $25,000. 
The  Abbey  of  St.  Boniface,  Munich,  Bavaria,  and  St. 
Meinrad,  Indiana,  will  unite  in  the  establishment  of 
this  new  foundation.—  Central  Catholic. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  Associations  for  the 

Propagation  of  the  Faith  andthe  Holy  Childhood  are  not 
better  known  in  this  country.  We  venture  to  remark 
that  this  might  in  a  measure  be  facilitated  if  the  address 
of  the  Director  and  some  of  the  principal  sub-directors 
in  the  United  States  were  published  on  the  cover  of 
the  Annals.  As  the  requirements  are  so  light  and  sim- 
ple there  is  no  reason  why  every  Catholic,  young  and 
old,  should  not  be  a  member  of  one  or  both  of  these  ex- 
cellent Associations. 

If  the  Catholics  of  America,  remarks  the  editor 

of  the  Catholic  Review,  have  not  a  powerful  press, 
crowned  by  an  efficient  daily  paper  in  New  York,  the 
reason  is  to  be  found  not  in  their  inability  to  support 
it,  as  many  think,  nor  in  their  inability  to  read,  but  in 
their  unwillingness  to  stand  by  their  own,  to  oppose 
their  enemies  and  to  support  and  read  their  own  liter- 
ature. To  our  shame  be  it  said,  if  the  support  we 
Catholics  give  to  the  corrupt  and  anti-Catholic  press 
of  America  were  withdrawn  from  it  we  would  seriously 
weaken  it:  if  it  were  given  to  our  own  papers,  Ameri- 
can Catholics  would  have  the  strongest  and  best 
papers  in  the  world. 

The  Biographical  Encyclopedia  of  the  Nineteenth 

Century,  in  a  sketch  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Dom- 
enec,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  states  that  during  the  late 
Rebellion,  in  1862,  when  the  Spanish  Government  was 
on  the  point  of  recognizing  the  Confederacy,  he  em- 
barked for  Madrid,  was  granted  several  interviews 
with  the  Queen  and  her  chief  ministers,  and  ultimately 
succeeded  in  preventing  the  recognition  by  Spain  of 
the  South  as  a  belligerent  and  separate  Government. 
This  highly  important  mission  was  undertaken  at  the 
instance  of  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Hughes,  who 
had  been  deputed  by  the  United  States  to  arrange  that 
serious  diffieult3r,  but  was  prevented  by  sickness. 
Bishop  Domenec,  of  all  those  who  had  been  sent  by 
the  Government  of  the  United  States  to  arrange  this 
matter,  was  the  only  one  who  ever  realty  succeeded 
in  his  mission. 

"  Why  should  not  Catholics  take  an  interest  in 

Catholic  affairs?  Many  of  them  do  not  seek  for  Cath- 
olic news — do  not  interest  themselves  in  the  Church 
at  home  or  throughout  the  world— do  not  know  what 
Catholic  enterprises  are  afoot  in  their  midst — and 
think  they  do  enough  for  religion  by  subscribing 
something  when  solicited.  This  indifference  par- 
ticularly infects  those  whom  God  has  blessed  with 
prosperit3*.  The3r  are  Catholics.  But  their  chief  aim 
is  to  make  their  Catholicity  aid  or  at  least  not  hurt 
them  in  their  business.  They  never  think  of  being 
prominent  in  any  project  of  charity  or  piety.  They 
seldom  inquire  of  their  pastor  whether  he  needs  help 
for  the  poor  and  the  orphans  he  must  relieve.  The 
question  with  them  is  not  how  to  help,  but  how  to 
keep  from  being  asked  to  help.  Often  they  hold 
themselves  studiously  aloof  from  participation  in 
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what  interests  the  Catholic  body."— Catholic  Columbian. 

At  a  meeting  held  by  the  Catholic  ladies  of 

Washington,  D.  C.,  convened  on  the  28th  day  of  Octo- 
ber, 18T5,  to  consider  the  needs  of  the  Catholic  Indian 
Missions  and  the  dangers  threatening  them,  it  was 
Resolved,  That  this  meeting  organize  itself  as  an  asso- 
ciation for  the  aid  of  the  Catholic  Indian  Missions,  and 
that  it  be  known  as  THE  LADIES'  CATHOLIC  INDIAN 
MISSIONARY  ASSOCIATION  OF  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. ;  the 
object  of  the  association  being  to  raise  means  to  be 
expended,  (in  co-operation  with  The  Office  of  the  Cath- 
olic Commissioner  for  Indian  Missions,  which  office  has 
the  approval  and  endorsement  of  his  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Baltimore) — 1st.  In  providing  spiritual  in- 
struction and  consolation  for  Catholic  Indians  at  Mis- 
sions long  under  the  charge  of  the  Church,  and  which 
are  now  assigned  to  the  spiritual  care  of  non-Catholic 
denominations,  against  the  desire  of  the  Indians.  2d. 
To  supplement  the  limited  aid  furnished  by  the  Gov- 
ernment at  such  Missions  as  are  at  present  assigned 
to  the  care  of  the  Church.  3d.  To  furnish  such  spiri- 
tual material  aid  to  all  Indians  that  profess  the  Cath- 
olic faith  or  desire  to  be  taught  in  it,  wherever  such 
Indians  may  be  asserting  their  right,  under  all  circum- 
stances, to  profess  and  practice  the  faith  of  their 
choice.  Resolved  further,  That  for  the  purposes  thus 
indicated  we  each  of  us  agree  to  subscribe  and  pay  an- 
nually the  sum  of  one  dollar,  which  payment  shall 
constitute  and  confer  full  membership  in  the  Associa- 
tion; and  we  further  agree  to  make  such  exertions, 
individually  and  as  an  Association,  as  may  lie  in  our 
power,  to  foster  and  encourage  this  missionary  work, 
by  seeking  contributions  from  all  who  desire  to  share 
in  the  great  work  of  saving  souls  for  whom  our  Blessed 
Lord  suffered  and  died.  Resolved  further,  That  in  order 
to  facilitate  the  operations  of  this  Association,  it  shall 
be  divided  into  working  Bands  or  Circles  of  fifteen 
members  each.  That  the  Leader  of  each  Band  will  be 
responsible  for  such  contributions  as  may  be  received 
from  or  by  the  Band  under  her  charge,  and  will  pay 
over  all  money  thus  received  to  the  Treasurer  of 
the  Association,  the  latter  in  her  turn  paying  the  same 
to  the  Treasurer  of  the  Catholic  Indian  Fund.  Resolved 
jurther,  That  this  Association  accept  with  gratitude 
the  offer  of  the  Very  Rev.  J.  B.  A.  Brouillet,  V.  G.,  to 
say  the  Holy  Mass  on  the  first  Monday  of  each  month 
for  the  spiritual  benefit  of  all  the  members  of  this  As- 
sociation and  of  all  contributors  or  associations  hav- 
ing the  same  object  in  view.  That  the  regular  meet- 
ing of  the  Association  shall  be  held  monthly,  at  such 
place  as  the  President  shall  indicate.  Resolved  further, 
That  we  will  address  an  earnest  appeal  to  our  Catholic 
sisters  of  the  United  States,  inviting  them  toco  operate 
with  us  in  this  most  excellent  work  of  sustaining  and 
forwarding  the  spiritual  interests  of  our  Catholic  In- 
dian Missions.  Resolved  farther,  That  this  Association 
take  St.  Joseph  as  its  patron  Saint.  The  Association 
then  proceeded  to  the  election  of  a  President,  a  Treas- 
urer, and  a  Secretary,  and  the  following  were  duly 
elected:  Mrs.  M.  V.  DAHLGREN,  President;  Mrs.  M.  E. 
WOODWARD,  Treasurer;  Mrs.  C.  W.  RUSSELL,  Secretary. 
It  is  desired  and  earnestly  urged  that  "Catholic  In- 
dian Missionary  Associations,"  having  the  same  ob- 


ject and  purpose  as  that  of  Washington,  be  organized 
all  over  the  United  States.  They  may  be  Ladies'  or 
Gentlemen's  Associations,  as  they  choose,  and  frame 
constitutions  and  rules  of  their  own  to  suit  their  cir- 
cumstances. When  organized,  they  should  correspond 
directly  with  Very  Rev.  J.B.  A.  Brouillet,  the  Treasurer 
of  the  Catholic  Indian  Fund  at  Washington,  obtain 
his  approval  and  direction,  and  send  him  monthly 
statements  of  accounts,  accompanied  with  the  amount 
of  contributions  in  their  hands. 

There  are  within  the  United  States  some  260  dif- 
ferent tribes  of  Indians,  numbering  from  40  souls  to 
16,000  souls  each,  making  in  all  300,000  Indians,  men, 
women  and  children.  These  people  do  not  have  the 
rights  of  white  or  black  citizens,  but  are  controlled 
by  the  United  States  Government  as  if  they  were 
children,  their  money  is  expended  for  them,  and  the 
country  in  which  they  are  to  live  is  marked  out  for 
them.  The  land  that  is  selected  for  the  home  of  the 
Indian  tribe  is  called  an  u  Indian  Reservation,"  and  it 
varies  in  extent  according  to  the  number  of  the  tribe, 
from  a  few  hundred  acres  to  the  size  of  a  township  or 
county,  and  some  are  larger  than  a  number  of  the 
smaller  States  of  the  Union.  Indian  Agents  are  ap- 
pointed by  the  United  States,  who  live  on  or  near 
these  Reservations;  and  each  agent  has  charge  of  all 
the  business  that  relates  to  the  tribe  over  which  he  is 
made  a  governor,  and  the  Reservation  that  is  placed 
under  his  charge.  The  Indian  must  live  on  the  Reser- 
vation selected  for  him;  he  cannot  leave  it,  nor  can 
he  do  any  business  or  hold  any  communication  with 
the  whites  or  other  Indians  without  the  permission  of 
his  agent;  and  the  Indian  Office  pretends  to  have  the 
right  to  prevent  any  one  from  visiting  the  Indians  at 
their  homes  in  order  to  preach  or  teach  the  faith  that 
the  Indians  have  held  for  years,  and  in  which  their 
children  have  been  baptized  and  their  fathers  have 
died.  For  many  years  the  Church  has  had  Missions 
at  thirty-eight  of  these  Agencies,  where  all  of  the 
Christian  Indians,  or  the  great  majority  of  them,  are 
Catholics;  and  when  the  Indian  Agencies  came  to  be 
assigned  to  the  care  of  the  Christian  Churches,  she 
should  have  had  charge  of  these  Agencies,  but  unfor- 
tunately only  eight  of  them  were  assigned  to  her  care, 
the  remaining  thirty  being  given  to  different  Protes- 
tant Churches;  and  consequently  over  80,000  Catholic 
Indians  are  living  on,  and  are  not  permitted  to  leave, 
Reservations  that  are  governed  by  agents  under  whom 
their  faith  and  that  of  their  children  is  exposed  to  im- 
minent dangers,  as  they  have  access  only  to  Protes- 
tant Churches  and  Protestant  Schools,  and  are  influ- 
enced by  the  persuasion  and  power  of  the  Agent,  and 
the  favors  shown  to  all  who  comply  with  his  wishes, 
to  attend  the  one  and  send  their  children  to  the  other. 
When  the  Protestant  Churches  received  the  control  of 
these  Agencies,  they  were  instructed  by  the  Govern- 
ment to  use  all  their  influence  and  all  the  means  at 
their  disposal  to  make  CHRISTIANS  of  the  Indians; 
and  they  have  not  been  unmindful  of  these  instruc- 
tions in  so  far  as  it  gave  them  power  to  work  against 
the  Catholic  Indian  Missions,  but  they  have  at  all 
points  most  persistently  and  earnestly  used  their 
power  to  weaken  the  Christian  faith  that  the  Catholic 
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Church  had  planted  at  her  old  Missions.  They  are  at 
work  in  earnest,  and  in  addition  to  the  money  received 
from  the  Government  these  churches  expend  annu- 
ally from  $80,000  to  $100,000  in  support  of  their  Indian 
Missions.  Protestant  churches  are  built  and  schools 
are  rising  everywhere,  and  all  kinds  of  influences  are 
used  to  force  Catholic  adults  and  children  to  attend 
where  the  Agent  is  instructed  to  see  that  Christianity, 
as  hebelieves  it,  must  alone  be  taught.  In  their  control 
over  their  Agents  the  Churches  have  even  gone  so  far 
as  to  forbid  the  admission  of  Catholic  clergymen  to 
the  Agencies,  where  they  desired  to  go  to  attend  to 
the  spiritual  wants  of  Catholic  Indians;  and  the  In- 
dian Bui'eau  has  recently  approved  such  action,  and, 
in  support  thereof,  has  officially  announced  that  it  has 
the  right,  at  its  pleasure,  to  exclude  any  clergyman 
from  an  Indian  Reservation.  As  a  consequence  of  this 
assumption,  a  resident  priest  of  California  has,  without 
any  process  of  la\v,  been  several  times  expelled  from  a 
Reservation,  put  in  jail,  brutally  beaten,  and, upon  the 
attention  of  the  Department  being  called  to  the  fact, 
the  Commissioner  of  Indian  Affairs  approved  of  the 
Agent's  unlawful  proceedings,  saying,  in  subtance, 
that  the  priest  was  rightly  served  for  thus  attempting 
to  teach  and  preach  at  his  old  Mission  after  the 
Agency  was  assigned  to  a  Protestant  Church;  and 
Catholic  Bishops  have  been  denied  permission  to  build 
churches  and  schools  on  Reservations  for  the  use  of 
Catholic  Indians.  The  condition  of  affairs  that  is 
growing  uuder  this  ruling  of  the  Indian  Bureau 
greatly  endangers  all  Catholic  Missions,  and  threatens 
irreparable  injury  to  Catholic  Indians,  and  therefore 
the  Bishops  of  the  United  States  have  appointed  a 
Commissioner  at  Washington,  D.  C.,  to  attend  to  the 
business  of,  and,  so  far  as  he  can,  protect  the  rights  of, 
our  Catholic  Missions.  Much  good  has  resulted  from 
the  establishment  of  the  Catholic  Commissioner's  Of- 
fice. It  has  presented  to  the  Interior  Department 
carefully  prepared  and  printed  arguments,  in  which  is 
given  a  full  and  clear  interpretation  of  the  Indian  Pol- 
icy. It  has  prepared  and  filled  numerous  and  lengthy 
reports  establishing  the  undeniable  right  of  the 
Church,  under  this  Indian  Policy,  to  thirty  of  the 
Agencies  that  were  assigned  to  Protestant  control.  It 
has  secured  the  assignment  of  three  Agencies  to  the 
care  of  the  Church,  and  Catholic  agents  have  been  ap- 
pointed. It  has  secured  the  establishment  of  six 
Catholic  Boarding  and  Manual  Labor  Schools  at  our 
Catholic  Agencies  ;  and  there  is  a  fair  prospect  that 
within  six  or  eight  months  two  additional  schools  of  the 
same  kind  will  be  in  successful  operation.  It  has  is- 
sued a  large  number  of  carefully  prepared  letters  of 
instruction  for  the  guidance  of  our  Agents;  and  it  has 
promptly  attended  to  and  advanced  the  interest  of  all 
Indians  who  have  applied  to  it.  A  portion  of  the 
Agencies  have  recently  been  visited,  and  important 
changes  have  resulted  therefrom.  Many  petitions 
from  and  on  behalf  of  the  Indians  have  been  presented 
and  urged  as  their  merits  demanded.  Various  delega- 
tions from  the  several  tribes  were  accompanied,  and 
their  grievances  properly  represented  to  the  Indian 
Bureau.  An  investigation  of  frauds  alleged  to  have 
been  practised  on  a  Catholic  tribe  by  their  Protestant 


Agent  has  been  secured.  This  work  has  been  done 
with  very  limited  means,  and  there  is  much  that  could 
not  be  done  for  the  want  of  means,  and  much  more 
is  now  waiting  for  the  help  of  charitable  Catholics. 
Over  80,000  Catholic  Indians,  now  forced  to  listen  to 
Protestant  teachings  in  church  and  school,  must  be 
saved  from  the  danger  threatening  their  faith;  they 
must  be  provided  with  Priests  and  Schools.  The 
40,000  heathen  Sioux  who,  in  their  last  council,  called 
so  loudly  and  unanimously  for  our  assistance,  must 
be  attended  to.  The  50,000  Indians  of  Alaska,  who 
never  saw  any  clergyman  but  the  Roman  Catholic  and 
the  Greek  Priest,  stretch  out  their  arms  to  us  and  call 
upon  us  for  our  spiritual  help.  If  the  Catholic  Women 
of  the  United  States  do  not  hear  this  appeal,  and  give 
the  little  material  help  that  is  asked  of  them,  our 
helpless  brethren  will  call  in  vain. 


Approbation  of  the  Most  Rev.  J.  S.  Alemany, 
D.  D.,  Archbishop  of  San  Francisco. 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  Oct.  28, 1875. 
"...  I  heartily  join    the  other  Prelates  who 
have  so  justly  commended  it  [the  AYE  MARIA] 
I  have  ho  doubt  it  will  always  prove  more  and 
more  instructive  and  edifying. 
Yours  truly  in  Christ, 

&  J.  S.  ALEMANY,  O.  S.  D. 


New  Publications. 

MARIANUM,  Legende  von  den  lieben  Heiligen  und 
Gottseligen  dienern  unserer  lieben  Frau,  und  den 
beriihmten  Gnadenorten  der  hohen  Himmels  Kon- 
igin.  Von  Georg  Ott,  Stadtpfarrer  in  Abensberg. 

"  MARIANUM,"  or  Legends  of  the  Holy  and  Blessed 
Servants  of  Our  Lady,  and  of  the  most  celebrated 
Shrines  of  the  Glorious  Queen  of  Heaven.  By  George 
Ott,  Pastor  of  the  city  parish  of  Abensberg.  Ap- 
proved by  several  Bishops  in  Germany  and  America. 
New  York  and  Cincinnati:  Published  by  Frederick 
Pustet,  Printer  to  the  Holy  Apostolic  See. 

This  work  comprises  15  Numbers,  which  are 
sold  for  the  amazingly  low  price  of  80  cents 
each.  The  first  number  contains  191  pages  folio, 
in  double  column,  with  a  fine  steel  engraving 
frontispiece,  twenty-seven  woodcuts  and  sixteen 
vignettes.  There  is  a  well-written  introduction, 
entitled  ""Why  do  Catholics  love  and  honor  Our 
Blessed  Lady  ? "  A  venerable  parish  priest  and 
a  young  artist  are  represented  standing  near  a 
shrine  of  our  Blessed  Lady.  The  artist,  although 
a  Catholic,  has  given  way,  to  some  extent,  to  the 
so-called  liberal  ideas  of  the  age,  and  finds  fault 
with  what  he  thinks  to  be  an  excess  in  the  venera- 
tion of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Although  the  light 
of  faith  is  not  fully  extinct  in  his  breast,  and  he 
does  by  no  means  consent  to  the  Protestant  cal- 
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tunnies  regarding  the  Blessed  Mother,  still  he 
imagines  that  Catholics  are  intemperate  in  their 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  venerable 
Pastor  refutes  these  erroneous  ideas;  his  words 
seem  inspired ;  and  at  last  he  succeeds  in  convinc- 
ing his  antagonist,  who  was  not  wanting  in  good 
will,  and  who  becomes  from  this  time  a  devoted 
child  of  Mary.  Then  follow  biographies  of  the 
most  devout  and  holy  servants  of  our  Blessed 
Lady,  instructions  on  the  principal  Feasts,  de- 
scriptions of  the  -most  renowned  places  of  devo- 
tion, etc.,  beginning  with  the  month  of  January, 
allotting  several  pages  for  every  day  of  the  year. 
We  heartily  recommend  this  excellent  publica- 
tion, which  has  received  the  special  approval  of 
the  Holy  Father,  to  our  German  readers. 

CEREMONIAL  FOR  THE  USE  or  THE  CHURCHES  IN 
THE  UNITED  STATES  or  AMERICA.  Fourth  Edition. 
Baltimore:  Kelly,  Piet  &  Co. 

The  new  edition  of  the  Ceremonial,  which  we 
have  been  expecting  so  long,  is  now  ready.  It  is 
a  great  improvement  on  the  old  one,  in  every  way. 
An  Appendix — Errores  quce  in  celebratione  missa- 
rum  fiunt — has  been  added,  and  the  mistakes  of 
former  editions  have  been  corrected.  It  is  to  be 
regretted,  however,  that  in  a  book  of  this  kind  the 
work  of  proof-reading  had  not  been  done  more 
carefully;  a  mistake  of  a  word  in  a  Missal  or 
Ceremonial,  where  exactitude  is  so  important,  is  a 
great  defect.  The  publishers  are  to  be  thanked 
for  having  made  the  Ceremonial  so  convenient  in 
size,  and  for  employing  good  paper  and  large,  clear 
type. 

It  gives  us  pleasure  to  renew  our  exchange 

with  the  Crusader,  which  we  hope  to  receive  regu- 
larly in  future.  The  November  number  contains: 

I,  Mr.  Gladstone's  Last  Article;    II,  Roma;    III, 
The  Past  Month ;    IV,  The  Crisis  in  Bavaria;  V, 
Cardinal  Manning  and  Lord  Redesdale;  VI,  The 
"Times "on  Catholic  Affairs;    VII,  Don  Garcia 
Moreno;  VIII,  League  Announcements. 

The  Periodische  Blatter  is  a  periodical  of 

which  we  have  often  spoken  in  terms  of  praise. 
We  cannot  sufficiently  recommend  it  to  those  of  our 
readers  who  are  familiar  with  the  German  tongue. 
The  current  number  contains :  I,  Peter  in  Rome ; 

II,  Church  and  State;    III,  Secret  Movements  of 
Reform  in  Mayence. 

The  December  number  of  the  Manhattan 

and  De  La  Salle  Monthly,  as  may  be  seen  from  the 
subjoined  table  of  contents,  is  full  of  good  read- 
ing: I,  A  Merry  Christmas ;  II,  Origin  of  Slavery; 

III,  A  Translation   from  the  Classics;    IV,  Mr. 
Maurice ;  V,  Famous  Memories  of  the  Month ;  VI, 
The  Toper's  Dilemma;  VII,  O'Connell  at  Home; 
VIII,  Receipt  against  War  at  Home;    IX,  The 


Christian  Brothers;  X,  The  Cardinalate;  XI,  The 
Mission  of  the  Republic;  XII,  A  Reminiscence 
of  the  Old  Park  Theatre ;  XIII,  Midnight  Mass 
in  Ireland;  XIV,  A  Ride  with  Lady  Betty;  XV, 
The  Education  of  Children;  XVI,  Miscellany; 
XVII,  Current  Publications. 

"  Where  the  Beautiful  Rivers  Flow  "  is  the 

title  of  a  new  song  published  by  the  Murray  Hill 
Publishing  Company,  New  York.  The  words  are 
by  Rev.  Father  Ryan,  and  are  set  to  a  simple  and 
plaintive  melody  by  G.  J.  Webb.  We  have  no 
doubt  tfiis  piece  will  become  very  popular. 


The  Blind  See. 


A  letter  received  a  few  days  since,  from  Paris, 
contains  the  following  edifying  passage,  which 
we  give  in  the  words  of  the  writer : 

"As  you  proclaim  the  mercies  granted  through  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdcs,  I  will  mention  one  which  has  recently 
been  obtained  here,  almost  under  our  own  eyes. 

"A  French  officer  had  a  fall  from  his  horse  last 
Christmas,  and  sustained  such  serious  injuries  about 
the  head  that  he  lost  the  sight  of  both  eyes.  He  lives 
in  Paris,  and  was  under  the  first  medical  advice  from, 
the  beginning,  but  all  the  oculists  gave  up  the  case, 
saying  they  could  do  nothing  for  him.  His  wife,  who 
is  a  pious  Catholic,  then  proposed  that  they  should 
see  what  Our  Blessed  Lady  could  do,  and  apply  to  her 
alone  for  the  remedy.  He  consented,  and  every  day 
for  nine  days  they  came,  he  leaning  on  her  for  guid- 
ance, to  hear  Mass  at  the  altar  of  Notre  Dame  de 
Lourdes,  in  the  church  of  the  Passionist  Fathers  here. 
On  the  ninth  day,  the  blind  man's  sight  was  com- 
pletely restored  before  the  end  of  the  Mass.  They 
went  at  once  into  the  sacristy  and  told  the  Superior, 
Father  Denis,  what  had  happened;  they  immediately 
begged  his  leave  to  put  up  a  marble  slab  near  the 
altar,  commemorative  of  the  event,  and  he  gladly  gave 
the  permission.  All  these  details  we  had  two  days 
later  from  Father  Denis  himself.  He  took  the  officer 
to  the  Archbishop,  who  interrogated  him  closely,  and 
was  fully  satisfied  with  the  result.  How  consoling  it 
is  to  see  our  Mother  glorified  by  these  sweet  myste- 
ries of  mercy ! " 


Our   Lady  of  the   Klarenberg,  Czenstochan, 
Poland. 

Czenstochan  (the  Holy  Mount  or  Klarenberg), 
in  the  Bishopric  of  Kalisch,  is  to  Poland  what 
Loreto  is  to  Italy,  Einsiedeln  to  Switzerland, 
Marianzell  to  Austria,  Hevelaer  to  Prussia,  and 
Allotting  to  Bavaria.  The  miraculous  picture 
here  enshrined  was,  according  to  ancient  authors, 
painted  by  St.  Luke  upon  a  board  taken  from  a 
cypress  tree  which  stood  on  Mount  Zion,  near  the 
house  where  Mary  lived  with  St.  John,  and  which 
at  the  storming  of  Jerusalem  remained  uninjured. 
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When,  in  the  year  326,  the  Empress  St.  Helena 
discovered  the  Holy  Cross,  she  is  said  to  have 
also  discovered  the  picture  of  Mary,  which  lay 
buried  near  the  Cross,  and  to  have  sent  it  to  her 
son  Constantine,  the  first  Christian  Emperor. 
The  Greek  Emperor  Nicepheros  presented  it  to 
Charlemagne,  and  the  latter  to  Leo,  Prince  of  the 
Russians,  who  caused  it  to  be  brought  to  his 
palace  of  Beby,  whence,  under  Ladislaus,  who 
conquered  the  Russians  and  took  Beby,  it  was 
transferred  to  Czenstochan,  in  accordance  with 
the  directions  received  by  that  prince  in  a  vision. 
On  the  3lst  of  August,  1382,  it  was  installed  jn 
the  parish  church.  After  the  Hussite  war  of 
1430,  when  it  was  miraculously  snatched  from 
the  hands  of  a  Hussite  soldier  who  had  stolen  it, 
it  was  restored  to  the  Klarenberg,  repaired,  and, 
by  the  express  commands  of  Ladislaus  Yagiello, 
solemnly  exposed  for  the  veneration  of  the  faithful. 
On  two  occasions  (1656  and  1657)  the  Klarenberg 
was  besieged  by  the  Swedes,  but  Our  Lady  pro- 
tected the  holy  place,  whereupon  Pope  Clement 
IX,  who  had  heard  of  the  circumstance,  ordered 
the  miraculous  picture  to  be  solemnly  crowned  in 
thanksgiving  for  the  event,  which  was  accordingly 
done  on  September  8, 1717. 

Even  at  this  day  this  shrine  is  much  frequented 
by  the  Poles,  and  there  isscarcely  a  house  without 
a  copy  of  the  miraculous  picture. — Catholic  Stand- 
ard. 


Humility  the  First  of  Virtues. 


Mother  Marie-Aimee  de  Blonay,  an  intimate 
friend  of  St.  Jane  Frances  de  Chantal,  and  one  of 
the  first  sisters  in  the  Order  of  the  Visitation,  ex- 
perienced from  her  infancy  the  happy  effects  of 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  She  was  yet  in 
her  cradle,  when  her  mother,  dying,  placed  her  un- 
der the  protection  of  the  Mother  of  God  and  of  St. 
Anne.  Having  attained  to  years  of  discretion,  she 
endeavored  to  show  herself  a  true  child  of  Mary  by 
often  retiring  into  a  little  oratory  to  invoke  her. 
Mary,  on  her  part,  deigned  to  become  the  Mother 
and  Mistress  of  this  devout  child,  and  herself  in- 
structed her  in  the  practice  of  the  virtues  which 
she  afterwards  displayed  so  eminently. 

On  one  occasion,  being  then  fifteen,  Marie-Aimee 
went  to  church,  for  Vespers,  and  felt  rather  an- 
noyed at  having  to  give  place  to  a  lady  owning  an 
estate  which  had  once  belonged  to  her  own  ances- 
tors. Not  choosing  to  walk  behind  this  lady  on 
issuing  from  the  church,  she  remained  on  her 
knees,  and  chanced  to  fall  asleep.  In  a  dream  she 
then  perceived  our  Blessed  Lady,  escorted  by  a  no- 
ble company  of  virgins,  going  up  to  the  Temple. 
Immediately  she  rose  to  join  the  heavenly  com- 


pany ;  but  it  seemed  to  her  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
rebuked  her,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  severity:  "You 
are  not  little  enough  to  serve  me,  who  chose  to  be 
as  one  rejected  in  the  House  of  God."  Having  said 
this,  Mary  turned  and  ascended  the  steps  leading 
*x>  the  Temple,  leaving  on  each  of  her  footsteps,  in 
large  letters  of  gold,  the  name  of  a  virtue,  the  first 
of  which  was  Humility,  and  the  last  Charity.  Hav- 
ing gained  the  highest  step,  she  disappeared,  leav- 
ing Marie-Aimee  heartily  ashamed  of  her  vanity, 
and  fully  determined  to  apply  herself  to  the  attain- 
ment of  humility,  which  she  now  understood  to  be 
the  foundation  of  all  perfection. 


Papal  Collection. 

DIOCESE  or  FORT  WAYNE,  1875. 

Cathed'l,Ft.Wayne,$166.00  Lagro, 20.00 

St.  Mary's,        "           80.00  Dyer, 18.00 

St.  Paul's,         "           42.00  Wabash, 16.00 

St.  Peter's,        "           21.00  Shererville, 15.00 

St.Mary's,  Lafayette,  121.00  Blufton  Roads, 14.62 

St.  Boniface,    "           41.70  St.  Vincent's,  New 

New  Haven 60.01  France 14.35 

Peru 60.00  Kokomo    and   Mis- 
Michigan  City 61.00  sions, 14.30 

Saint  Vincent's,  Lo-  Roanoke  and  Saint 

gansport 75.00  Catherine's, 13.00 

Saint  Joseph's,    Lo-  Plymouth, 13.00 

gansport 28.28  Cedar  Lake, 12.03 

St.  Anthony's  and  St.  Gibboa, 11.40 

Joseph's,  Ken tland,    54.10  Oxford, 10.85 

Decatur 43.75  West  Creek, 10.47 

Huntington 94.00  New  Cory  don, 10.00 

St.John's, 47.50  Attica 10.00 

Mishawaka 36.00  Marshfleld, 1000 

ElkhartandGoshen,    33.20  Monroeville, 10.98 

Hesse  Cassel, 32.63  Crown  Point, 10.43 

Union  City, 31.00  Lowell 10.00 

Delphi 30.00  Francisville 9.45 

StJoseph's,  Laporte,  27.00*  Madariaville, 4.05 

St.  Peter's,         "         18.00  San  Pierre, 5.10 

Arcola 22.00  La  Crosse, 6.35 

Notre  Dame 21.00  Auburn, 6.30 

Fulton    and    Harri-  Waterloo, 2.15 

son, 20.50  Monterey, 4.00 

Renssalaer 20.21  Indian  Creek, 3.38 

Covington 20.00  Covington,  for  1874,  6.00 

Sent  October  16th,  with  the  exception  of  $27.98  re- 
ceived since. 

4.  JOSEPH  DWENGER, 

BISHOP  OF  FORT  WAYNE. 


Obituary. 

A  correspondent,  writing  from  New  Orleans,  in- 
forms us  of  the  death  of  ME.  MICHAEL  CLIFFORD,  one 
of  our  subscribers,  for  whom  we  request  the  prayers 
of  our  readers.  Requiescat  in  pace. 
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Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  13TH  TO  THE  20TH  DAT  OF  NOVEMBER. 

Number  of  letters  received,  96;  new  members  en- 
rolled 56;  intentions  recommended  to  our  prayers  for 
recovery  of  health,  58;  conversion  for  53  persons,  5 
families;  particular  intentions  for  56  individuals,  6 
families,  4  communities,  5  schools, 4  parishes.  Among 
the  conversions  asked  are  several  well-disposed  Protes- 
tants, 2  Protestant  families,  several  Catholics  for 
change  of  life,  especially  from  intemperate  habits; 
also  several  who  have  not  approached  the  Sacraments 
for  years,  and  several  apostates.  Among  the  particu- 
lar intentions  are  the  grace  of  a  happy  death  for  a  lady 
— The  very  urgent  case  of  a  lady  in  distress — Re- 
sources for  several  widows  with  large  families,  and 
situations  for  several  persons. 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

We  give  the  following  extracts  from  letters  received : 
"The  water  of  Lourdes  sent  me  was  a  precious  boon 
from  heaven.  My  family  of  six  children  have  had  the 
scarlet  fever,  and  myself  also.  One  of  my  little  ones — 
my  little  Anna,  six  years  old — died  from  its  efl'ects.  I 
owe  the  recovery  of  the  remainder  of  the  family  to  the 
use  of  the  Lourdes  water."  ....  "The  Protestant  girl 
for  whom  I  sent  for  the  water  of  Lourdes  was  in  such 
great  pain  as  almost  deprived  her  of  her  senses.  After 
taking  the  water  she  never  had  any  pain  or  ache 
since."  ....  "By  the  blessing  of  God  and  the  prayers 
of  His  Holy  Mother  I  obtained  great  favors.  My  little 
son,  aged  six  years,  has  been  for  two  years  afflicted 
with  white  swelling  in  the  ancle-joint.  He  had  to  use 
crutches,  not  being  able  to  walk  without  them.  His 
ancle  had  been  a  running  sore  all  this  time,  and  he 
could  not  wear  a  shoe  on  that  foot.  I  commenced  the 
novena  on  the  6th  of  last  May,  and  used  the  water  at 
the  same  time  by  making  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  three 
times  a  day  on  his  ancle  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 
I  saw  from  the  third  day  an  improvement  in  the 
disease;  at  the  close  of  the  novena  his  ancle  was 
healed.  I  put  on  his  shoe,  laced  it  up,  and  he 
ran  and  played  with  his  brothers,  with  only  a  slight 
limp  in  his  walk, — his  ancle  having  been  previously 
very  stiff  and  very  much  enlarged.  There  has  not 
been  a  return  of  the  disease,  and  the  ancle  is  gradually 

assuming  its  natural  shape." "About  two  months 

ago,  my  daughter,  whose  health  is  poor,  was  suffering 
from  neuralgia  in  the  left  side,  in  the  region  of  the 
heart.  One  night  her  sufferings  became  so  great  that 
I  decided  to  use  the  water  on  her,  having  told  her  to 
make  an  act  of  contrition  and  repeating  myself  the 
beautiful  prayer  of  St.  Bernard  to  our  Blessed  Mother. 
I  made  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  with  only  one  drop  of 
water,  which  was  all  I  had,  and  almost  instantly  the 
pain  ceased,  and  she  could  breathe  without  difficulty." 
OBITUAKY. 

Prayers  are  requested  in  behalf  of  the  following  de- 
ceased persons:  MRS.  W.  WUNDER,  of  Mount  Carbon, 
Pa.,  who  died  at  her  residence,  fortified  by  the  Hcly 
Sacraments,  on  the  6th  of  November.  She  died  as  she 
had  lived,  leaving  behind  her  an  example  worthy  to 
be  followed.  MRS.  VICTOKIA  SIMON,  who  departed 


this  life  on  the  22d  of  August.  She  lived  a  most  ex- 
emplary life,  a  perfect  model  of  piety,  and  a  happy 
Christian  mother.  MRS.  MART  DINGES,  of  Peoria,  111., 
who  died  on  the  9t.h  of  November.  Miss  KEXNET,  MR. 
MC-MAHON,  MR.  MANIGAX,  MR.  MDKRAT,  Miss  MUR- 
RAY, all  of  Virginia,  111.  MR.  VALENTIXE  SAWYER,  MR. 
MICHAEL  LIEUT,  of  Corsica,  Pa.  MRS.  CATHERINE 
TULLY,  of  Quincy,  111.,  who  departed  this  life  on  the  14th 
of  November;  she  was  a  devoted  member  of  the  Asso- 
ciation. Also  several  others,  whose  names  have  not 
been  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


The  Martyr  Child.  * 

CHAPTER  I. 

You  all  kno\»  that  many  years  ago  there 
reigned  in  England  a  king  called  Henry  VIII. 
When  lie  was  young  he  was  good  and  handsome, 
and  all  the  people  loved  him  very  much.  He 
married  a  princess  called  Katherine  of  Arragon. 
But  when  he  grew  older  he  became  very  wicked  ; 
he  sent  his  kind  and  gentle  queen  away.  There 
was  a  new  religion  men  had  just  invented,  which 
would  allow  him  to  do  as  he  pleased.  He  gave 
up  by  degrees  all  the  doctrines  of  the  Catholic 
faith,  and  not  only  became  a  Protestant  himself, 
but  tried  to  make  all  his  people  do  the  same. 
I  could  never  tell  you  all  the  sorrow  and  wrong 
he  caused  when  he  found  that  the  people  would 
not  give  up  their  faith  to  please  him.  One  of  the 
most  cruel  and  unjust  things  this  bad  king  did 
was  to  destroy  all  the  convents  and  monasteries. 
He  spent  a  great  deal  of  money,  and  found  he 
must  have  a  great  deal  more.  When  he  thought 
any  convent  or  monastery  was  rich,  and  had 
money  or  costly  altar  vessels,  he  would  send  a 
band  of  rough  soldiers,  who  took  possession  of 
all  the  valuables  in  the  convent  to  satisfy  the 
covetous  king.  They  were  hard,  bitter  times, 
and  no  one  was  happy. 

In  the  south  of  England,  in  the  fertile  county 
of  Kent,  stood  Vere  Court,  the  seat  of  a  nobleman 
whom  we  shall  call  Lord  de  Vere.  He  was  a 
young  Catholic  nobleman,  exceedingly  good,  and 
beloved  'alike  by  rich  and  poor;  and  his  wife, 
Lady  de  Vere,  was  no  less  so. 

Lord  and  Lady  de  Vere  were  as  good  and  as 
happy  as  it  WHS  possible  to  be. 

Lady  de  Vere  had  been  one  of  Queen  Kathe- 


*  From  "ANGELS'  VISITS,"  by  the  Author  of  "Tales 
from  the  Diary  of  a  Sister  of  Mercy." 
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rine's  maids  of  honor,  and  she  was  much  at- 
tached to  her  royal  mistress.  She  loved  her  so 
much  for  her  goodness  and  her  sorrows,  that  she 
would  have  given  her  life  for  her.  The  queen 
was  very  sorry  to  lose  her  favorite  attendant,  but 
she  told  Lord  de  Vere  he  must  often  bring  his 
lady  to  see  her. 

They  had  one  little  girl,  and,  as  Lady  de  Vere  • 
loved  the  good  queen  so  much  she  gave  her  little 
baby  the  same  name — Katherine,  or,  as  every  one 
called  her,  Katrine  de  Vere. 

They  were  very  happy  in  their  beautiful  home ; 
no  shadow  of  trouble  had  ever  darkened  their 
lives.  They  had  everything  to  make  them  con- 
tented and  satisfied. 

There  was  a  beautiful  chapel  at  Vere  Court,  of 
which  Father  Cuthbert  was  the  chaplain.  "When 
Katrine  was  only  four  years  old,  he  instructed 
her  in  her  religion,  and  taught  her  to  love  our 
Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  the  holy  an- 
gels. Katrine  grew  in  goodnesss;  and  it  soon  be- 
came her  greatest  delight  to  join  in  the  services 
of  the  Church,  to  gather  flowers  for  the  altar,  and 
help  her  mamma  in  adorning  the  church. 

But  a  sad  time  was  coming  for  this  happy, 
loving  family.  The  wicked  King  Henry  wanted 
to  send  away  his  queen ;  and  all  the  good  Cath- 
olics in  England  were  very  angry,  and  much  op- 
posed to  it;  and  no  one  felt  more  grieved  than 
Lord  and  Lady  de  Vere.  They  went  up  to  Lon- 
don to  see  the  queen,  and  try  what  they  could  do 
to  help  her.  It  was  a  woful  journey  for  them. 
King  Henry  was  so  angry  at  any  one  daring  to 
oppose  his  wishes  that  he  made  excuses  for  put- 
ting many  people  who  did- so  to  death.  Some  of 
his  spies  told  him  all  Lord  de  Vere  had  said,  and 
Henry  was  in  a  -great  rage.  He  had  him  seized 
and  thrown  into  the  Tower.  His  judges  were  as 
bad  as  Henry  himself;  and  after  a  cruel  and  un- 
just trial,  they  declared  Lord  de  Vere  had  been 
guilty  of  high  treason,  and  he  was  condemned  to 
death.  There  were  many  people  who  knew  that 
this  was  wicked  and  untrue,  but  no  one  had  the 
courage  to  interfere  to  take  his  part.  Henry  was 
such  a  tyrant,  few  dared  oppose  him,  do  what 
he  would ;  he  killed  friends  and  foes  alike.  Not 
satisfied  with  taking  Lord  de  Vere's  life,  his  es- 
tates were  forfeited,  and  King  Henry  took  all  his 
money  and  lands,  while  his  poor  wife  and  child 
were  left  without  a  shilling. 

Little  they  thought,  on  the  bright  morning  they 
left  their  beautiful  home,  that  none  of  them 
would  ever  see  it  again.  The  sun  shone,  the 
birds  sang,  the  trees  and  flowers  gave  forth  a 
thousand  perfumes.  There  was  no  shadow  of  the 
dark  prison  or  the  red  scaffold ;  but  both  were  to 
come.  Lady  de  Vere  went  daily  to  see  her  dear 


husband  while  he  lay  in  that  gloomy  tower. 
Katrine  went  with  her  mother;  she  was  too 
young  to  know  why  her  poor  father  lived  in  that 
dark,  narrow  room,  and  would  not  come  back  to 
Vere  Court.  "  I  am  sure  the  chestnuts  are  all  in 
bloom,  papa,"  she  would  say;  "when  shall  we 
go  home?"  She  would  clasp  her  arm  around  his 
neck,  little  thinking,  poor  child,  that  her  father 
would  never  see  chestnuts  bloom  or  sunrise 
again. 

The  day  dawned  that  was  the  last  Lord  de 
Vere  was  to  see  on  earth.  His  poor  wife  came  to 
bid  him  farewell.  Even  angels  bow  their  heads 
before  grief  such  as  hers.  Katrine  wondered 
why  her  papa  held  her  in  his  arms,  and  kissed 
her  with  such  streaming  eyes  and  burning  lips. 
She  saw  her  mother  carried  white  and  senseless 
out  of  the  cell;  she  heard  the  heavy  booming  of 
the  bell;  and  then  they  told  her  that  her  father 
she  loved  so  dearly  was  dead. 

Poor  Katrine  was  soon  doubly  orphaned,  for 
Lady  de  Vere  did  not  many  days  survive  the 
tragical  scene.  She  soon  rejoined  her  beloved 
husband.  Katrine,  lately  a  happy,  blooming 
child,  heiress  to  great  wealth,  and  the  petted  dar- 
ling of  her  parents,  was  now  alone  in  the  world, 
penniless  and  almost  friendless.  Then  came  to 
her  aid  one  of  those  friends  who  seem  always  at 
hand  to  succor  and  console.  The  good  Father 
Cuthbert,  who  had  hurried  up  to  London  when 
he  first  heard  of  the  imprisonment  of  Lord  de 
Vere,  took  the  lonely  child  under  his  protection. 
It  might  have  been  that  if  he  had  not  removed 
her  quickly  from  notice  the  vengeance  of  the 
ruthless  king  might  have  fallen  upon  her  defence- 
less head.  But  Father  Cuthbert  travelled  with 
her  night  and  day,  and  never  left  her  until  he 
had  placed  her  safely  under  the  charge  of  the 
Rev.  Mother  of  St.  Mary's  Convent,  at  Hilsgate, 
in  Yorkshire. 

CHAPTER  II. 

A  new  life  began  now  for  little  Katrine.  The 
memory  of  her  beautiful,  gentle  mother,  and  her 
dear  father,  never  left  her;  but  she  gradually 
forgot  Vere  Court  and  the  golden  hours  she  had 
spent  there.  She  was  the  only  little  one  in  the 
Convent.  The  Sisters  thought  it  better  to  keep 
her  name  a  secret  until  she  was  old  enough  to 
hear  all  the  sad  story;  so  she  was  known  by  the 
name  of  the  "Convent  Child."  She  had  a  little 
room  to  herself,  and  one  of  the  Sisters  had  the 
charge  of  her.  She  was  very  happy  after  a  time, 
and  was  much  loved  by  the  good  nuns.  Father 
Cuthbert,  too,  went  over  once  or  twice  in  the  year 
to  see  her. 

As  Katrine  became  older,  she  was  remarkable 
for  her  great  love  and  devotion  to  our  Lord  in 
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the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament.  It  seemed  to  her 
so  wonderful  a  mystery,  she  could  think  of 
nothing  else.  She  liked  to  hear  about  the  crib  at 
Bethlehem;  that,  however,  was  passed  many  years 
affo,  but  Jesus  was  still  with  us  upon  the  altar. 
No  grown-up  saint  ever  thought  more  of  this 
sweet  mystery  than  did  little  Katrine.  She  only 
wondered  that  with  such  a  great  miracle  daily 
and  hourly  going  on,  men  and  women  could  be 
so  indifferent. 

The  nuns  had  told  her  about  the  Dominican 
Saint,  Iinelda,  who,  though  she  was  a  child, 
loved  Jesus  so  much  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
that  she  died  because  her  love  was  so  great. 
Katrine  longed  to  be  like  her.  She  had  no 
father  on  earth ;  but  when  she  went  into  the 
convent  chapel,  she  never  felt  sad  or  lonely.  A 
soft  light  came  through  the  stained  windows,  a 
large  crucifix  hung  over  the  altar,  and  under- 
neath that  was  the  altar-piece  representing  our 
Lady  holding  her  dead  Son  in  her  arms.  Ka- 
trine used  to  gaze  upon  our  Lord's  calm  face, 
all  marked  with  cruel  wounds,  until  her  heart 
ached;  then  came  the  comforting  thought,  "But 
He  lives  still,  and  I  will  love  Him  to  make  up 
for  it."  The  time  Katrine  loved  best  was  the 
twilight,  when  the  sanctuary  lamp  shone  brightly, 
before  the  tapers  were  lit.  It  was  a  beautiful 
picture  to  see  that  angel-child  kneeling  then  be- 
fore the  altar. 

Whenever  she  knew  there  was  no  one  else 
there,  she  would  hasten  and  sit  or  kneel  by  the 
altar-rails  until  others  came.  I  do  not  think  she 
was  praying  all  the  time,  but  her  mind  was  full 
of  beautiful  thoughts  and  ideas,  and  her  heart 
was  full  of  love  for  the  dear  Lord  she  was 
with. 

Ah!  dear,  children,  what  a  different  world  it 
would  be  if  men  loved  our  Lord  more.  Even 
you,  whom  He  loves  so  dearly,  His  chosen  little 
ones,  often  forget  that  He  is  upon  the  altar,  and 
laugh  and  talk  even  in  His  holy  presence. 

While  all  was  peaceful  and  calm  in  the  quiet 
convent,  dreadful  things  were  happening  in 
England.  The  good  Queen  Katherine  was  driven 
from  her  palace;  and  the  king,  now  that  his 
pious  wife  was  away,  set  no  bounds  to  his  evil 
deeds.  All  the  convents  round  London  had 
been  pillaged,  and  most  of  them  destroyed. 
The  soldiers  were  ravaging  the  north,  and  the 
nuns  of  St.  Mary's  began  to  fear.  They  had 
many  costly  things  In  their  chapel;  among 
others,  the  tabernacle,  which  had  been  given  to 
the  chapel  many  years  before  by  a  lady  who 
died  in  their  house.  It  was  a  thank-offering  she 
had  made  on  account  of  her  only  son  who  had 
escaped  great  dangers,  and  had  at  last  become  a 
Jesuit  priest.  The  sacred  vessels,  too,  were  all  of 
gold,  and  studded  with  precious  stones. 

When  the  soldiers  robbed  the  churches  and 
convents,  they  treated  these  holy  things  with 
such  dreadful  irreverence  that  any  good  Catholic 
would  sooner  have  died  defending  them  than 
have  yielded  them  into  such  wicked  hands. 

"  My  dear  Mother,"  said  little  Katrine  one  day, 
"what  makes  you  look  so  sad?  You  never  smile 
now;  and  all  the  Sisters  look  sad  too." 

"We  are  all  grieved,  Katrine;  the  king  is  put- 
ting so  many  good  Catholics  to  death." 

"  Why  does  he  do  that?1' 

"Because  he  has  been  wicked,  and  good  men 


will  not  take  his  side;  he  has  taken  a  great  hatred 
to  nuns  and  monks,  and  is  turning  them  all  out 
of  their  homes." 

"  Will  he  hurt  us,  Rev.  Mother?" 

"I  hope  not,  my  child;  we  are  so  far  away, 
they  may  not  think  of  Hilsgate." 

"But  if  he  does  send,  what  shall  we  do?" 

"  Trust  in  God,  Katrine ;  we  have  no  other 
hope." 

"But  I  would  run  to  the  chapel  if  they  came 
near,"  said  Katrine,  kindling  up,  "  and  would  let 
them  kill  me  ten  thousand  times  over,  sooner  than 
they  should  touch  any  holy  thing." 

Rev.  Mother  smiled  as  she  caressed  the  little 
head  and  kissed  the  eager  little  face.  "My  dear 
child,"  she  said,  "  they  would  not  care  much  for 
such  a  little  girl  as  you." 

"  I  should  like  though,"  answered  Katrine, 
slowly,  "  to  die  for  our  Lord." 

Rev.  Mother  raised  the  child  in  her  arms,  and 
looked  at  her. 

"  Tell  me,  Katrine,"  she  said,  "  if  these  soldiers 
come,  and  want  you  to  go  away  with  them,  aud 
give  up  your  religion,  would  you  sooner  die  than 
say,  '  Yes'  ?" 

"  Sooner,  ten  thousand  times,  dear  Mother." 

"  But  it  would  be  a  cruel  death  ;  and  if  you  do 
as  they  wish  you,  you  will  be  taken  care  of,  and 
have  money  and  fine  clothes;  perhaps  even  the 
king  would  give  you  back  your  own  home." 

"Not  if  they  would  give  me  the  whole  world. 
Why,  Rev.  Mother,"  she  continued,  eagerly,  "  do 
you  remember  St.  Agnes  in  the  picture  ?  She  was 
quite  a  child  like  me,  only  a  little  older  perhaps; 
and  sooner  than  deny  our  Lord,  she  died  a  mar- 
tyr's death." 

"  Would  you  like  to  imitate  her?'' 

"  Oh  yes!"  and  Katrine  clasped  her  hands  joy- 
ously. "  Why,  dear  Mother,  I  would  give  any- 
thing to  go  to  heaven  with  a  palm-branch  in  my 
hand  like  that  St.  Agnes  carried.  Think,  think, 
how  pleased  our  Lord  would  be ! " 

Rev.  Mother  sighed,  and  told  Katrine  it  was 
time  to  leave  her.  When  the  child  had  gone, 
she  knelt  and  prayed.  She  shed  bitter  tears,  for 
her  heart  was  wrung  with  grief  aud  anxiety  for 
the  little  flock  under  her  charge. 

She  was  provided  against  the  worst.  Under- 
neath the  vaults  of  the  convent  was  a  subter- 
ranean passage  that  led  to  a  small  room;  it  had 
been  constructed  during  the  wars  of  the  Roses 
and  was  so  safe  that  it  defied  discovery.  Even 
if  the  walls  and  vaults  were  all  destroyed,  no  trace 
of  it  could  be  found:  only  Rev.  Mother  and  four 
of  the  Sisters  knew  the  secret  of  the  entrance. 
In  the  room  was  a  large  recess,  and  there  Rev. 
Mother  determined  to  hide  the  treasures  of  the 
convent,  if  it  should  be  attacked.  Every  prepa- 
ration was  made,  so  that,  after  the  first  alarm,  ull 
might  he  secured.  But  they  heard  no  more  evil 
news;  there  seemed  to  be  a  calm.  The  cloud, 
however,  hung  dark  and  heavy  above  their  heads, 
ready  to  burst  suddenly  and  violently  upon  them. 

(TO   BK   CONTINUED.) 


SINNERS  who  here  below  refuse  to  glorify  God's 
mercy  will  surely  hereafter  glorify  His  justice. — 
Rev.  F.  Grou,  S.  J. 

OUR  love  of  God  is  false  if  our  hearts  are  not 
disposed  to  show  mercy  to  our  neighbor  and  help 
him  in  his  necessities  and  troubles. 
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WENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ALE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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Our  Lady  of  La  Salette.— (No.  3.) 

A  WORD  ON    THE    DISCOURSE. 

We  have  cited  the  words  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
as  the  two  children  transmitted  them  to  the  com- 
missioners delegated  by  Mgr.  the  Bishop  of  Gren- 
oble, and  as  they  have  invariably  repeated  them 
to  thousands  of  visitors  since  the  Apparition.  In 
its  form,  this  discourse  is  simple  as  the  Gospel, 
and  those  who  are  scandalized  at  this  simplicity 
should  never  read  the  Holy  Scriptures.  An  im- 
postor would  have  spoken  to  the  little  shepherds 
in  a  different  strain.  He  would  have  said  at  first, 
and  repeated  it  several  times:  "I  am  the  Virgin 
Mary."  The  Beautiful  Lady  does  not  name  her- 
self; the  two  poor  shepherds  understand  that  she 
who  appeared  to  them  came  from  heaven;  but 
they  did  not  recognize  in  her  the  Mother  of  God. 
On  the  Mountain  of  La  Salette  the  Blessed  Virgin 
nevertheless  shows  herself  with  all  of  the  glori- 
ous prerogatives  with  which  the  Lord  has  clothed 
her.  She  wears  on  her  brow  a  brilliant  diadem; 
she  calls  all  men  her  people;  she  is  the  Queen  of 
the  world.  She  is  also  the  Mother  of  God,  since 
her  Son  is  the  one  whose  commandments  we  have 
despised  and  whose  justice  threatens  sinners.  She 
is  moreover  our  Mother,  and  our  Mediatrix.  She 
expresses  it  eloquently  in  the  words:  "  How  long 
I  have  suffered  for  you  all !  I  am  charged  to  pray 
incessantly  for  you."  How  touching  the  humble 
details  with  which  she  terminates  her  discourse! 
How  she  reveals  that  maternal  tenderness  from 
which  nothing  escapes;  neither  the  lonely  place 
of  Coin,  the  head  of  grain  crumbling  to  dust,  nor 
the  anxiety  of  a  poor  mountaineer  who  fears  that 
he  will  not  have  bread  to  give  to  his  child. 

When  it  was  told  to  the  wheelwright  Giraud  that 
Maximin  had  seen  the  Blessed  Virgin,  this  man, 
who  had  lived  in  great  indifference  to  religion, 
mocked  and  roared  with  laughter.  He  hastened 
however  to  make  his  son  relate  to  him  all  thathad 


passed ;  and  the  son  repeated  faithfully  all  the 
Beautiful  Lady  had  said  to  him.  Giraud  was  very 
much  surprised  to  see  this  child,  that  he  had  had 
so  much  trouble  to  teach  a  short  prayer,  reciting 
easily  such  a  long  discourse.  But  the  incident  of 
Coin  struck  him  very  forcibly.  He  was  fully  con- 
vinced that  no  one  had  heard  the  words  he  spoke 
to  his  son  in  giving  him  the  piece  of  bread.  And 
yet  the  Beautiful  Lady  had  repeated  them  exactly. 
He  believed  the  Apparition,  at  which  he  had  at 
first  laughed,  and  was  eager  to  fulfil  his  Christian 
duties,  which  he  had  so  long  neglected. 

In  showing  herself  such  a  tender  Mother,  the 
Blessed  Virgin  excites  and  increases  our  love  for 
her:  "  You  may  pray  and  pray :  yet  you  can  never 
recompense  the  trouble  that  I  have  taken  for  you 
all."  But  Mary  has  never  been  so  much  honored 
as  in  our  day;  whilst  all  true  Catholics  rejoice  at 
the  extension  of  devotion  to  her,  certain  minds 
see  in  it  a  kind  of  exaggeration  which  alarms  them. 
The  Virgin  of  La  Salette  encourages  and  reminds 
them  that  in  spite  of  all  our  efforts  we  can  never 
extol  enough  the  Mother  of  God,  our  Mother,  who 
has  done  so  much  and  suffered  so  much  for  us.  Is 
it  not,  morever,  what  the  holy  Doctors  teach  ? 

The  admirable  manner  in  which  the  Divine 
Messenger  reveals  the  plagues  of  our  age  has 
appeared  to  an  illustrious  Prelate,*  and  will  to 
all  serious  minds  appear,  one  of  the  most  positive 
proofs  of  the  truth  of  the  Apparition.  The  first 
words  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  are  the  argu- 
ment of  the  whole  discourse,  point  out  to  us  the 
dominant  defect  of  our  age:  a  want  of  submission 
to  the  law  of  God,  and  to  the  authorities  which 
He  has  established.  In  our  day,  in  fact,  the  spirit 
of  insubordination  afflicts  families  and  emperils 
society.  Rebellion  against  God  and  against  au- 
thority, extending  itself  by  profanation  of  holy- 
days,  by  blasphemy,  by  negligence  in  assisting 


*  Monseigneur  Giroulhiac,  Archbishop  of   Lyons. 


794 


Ave  Maria. 


at  the  Holy  Sacrifice  on  Sundays,  and  by  viola- 
tion of  the  abstinence  and  fasts  commanded.  The 
Blessed  Virgin  complains  bitterly  of  all  these 
crimes  that  pervade  Christian  society,  and  the 
scandalous  spectacle  of  public  contempt  for  the 
laws  of  God  and  His  Church.  She  tells  us  that 
the  desecration  of  Sunday,  and  blasphemy,  -weigh 
above  all  upon  the  arms  of  her  Son.  These  dis- 
orders have  taken  proportions  unknown  until  our 
clay  to  Christianity.  Now  the  profanation  of 
Sunday  at  the  same  time  that  it  deprives  God  by 
a  sacrilegious  injustice  of  the  day  that  belongs  to 
Him,  draws  in  its  train  ignorance  of  the  truths 
of  faith,  irreligion  and  indifl'erence.  And  blas- 
phemy, •which  attacks  to  the  face  the  majesty  and 
the  adorable  name  of  our  Lord — blasphemy  vom- 
ited on  the  earth  by  the  demons  of  hell,  resounds 
•wherever  there  are  men.  It  is  not  only  on  their 
lips  and  in  their  hearts,  but  in  impious  writings, 
scattered  far  and  wide.  We  easily  conceive  that 
these  two  crimes  excite  the  Divine  anger.  The 
Blessed  Virgin  likewise  warns  us  of  the  evils  that 
will  rush  upon  us  if  we  refuse  to  be  converted. 
The  greater  part  of  her  prophetic  threats  have 
already  been  accomplished.  What  scourges  have 
afflicted  us  since  1846!  The  potato  rot  during  the 
year  of  the  Apparition  and  the  year  following 
was  severe,  and  reduced  to  extreme  distress  the 
Irish  people.  In  the  month  of  December,  1846, 
there  were  not  enough  potatoes  to  sow  for  the 
following  spring  at  Corps  and  its  vicinity.  All 
of  the  inhabitants  of  that  locality  were  unani- 
mous in  attesting  it.  In  1851  the  disease  of  the 
vine,  until  then  unknown,  appeared  in  France 
and  in  nearly  all  Europe.  The  disease  of  the 
nuts  in  1852  took  away  from  Dauphine  one  of  its 
most  important  harvests.  The  statistics  pub- 
lished in  1856  by  a  French  journal  give  the 
number  of  150,000  deaths  in  France  from  the 
scarcity  of  food  during  the  years  1854  and  1855. 
At  this  period  the  harvest  failed  in  different 
countries,  and  then  the  disease  of  the  grain 
(wheat)  appeared  with  the  characteristics  marked 
by  the  words  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  An  excep- 
tional mortality  of  little  children  desolated  the 
parishes  of  La  Salette  and  Corps  in  1847.  In 
1864,  150,000  fell  victims  to  the  cholera  in  France, 
of  whom  75,000  were  children  under  seven  years.* 
If  all  of  the  scourges  foretold  by  the  divine  Mes- 
senger have  not  fallen  upon  us  with  all  their  rigor, 
who  knows  what  is  reserved  to  us  in  the  future?! 
The  prophetic  threats  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  are 

*  See  the  work  entitled  "  La  Salette  before  Reason." 
t  This    was  written  before  the  beginning  of   the 
Franco-Prussian  war  and  the  subsequent  horrors  prac- 
ticed in  Paris  by  the  Communists;  it  must  seem  pro- 
phetic to  anyone  who  knows  of  these  scourges  that 


however,  conditional.  They  would  only  be  en- 
tirely accomplished  if  men  would  not  submit.  We 
can  arrest  the  anger  of  God  first  by  prayer,  which 
the  Blessed  Virgin  tells  us  to  make  morning  and 
evening ;  and  also  by  penance.  In  forty  days  Ni- 
neveh will  be  destroyed,  cried  the  Prophet  Jonas  to 
the  Ninevites.  They  did  penance  in  sackcloth 
and  ashes,  and  their  city  was  spared. 

After  having  menaced  us  with  the  wrath  of  her 
Son,  the  Divine  Messenger  makes  us  the  following 
promises.  She  announces  to  man  prosperity  and 
temporal  misfortunes.  Hearts  hardened  by  indif- 
ference are  only  sensible  to  temporal  blessings  or 
evils.  The  Blessed  Virgin  speaks  to  them  the  only 
language  they  can  comprehend.  Nevertheless  the 
crimes  (sins)  of  which  s'fae  complains  being  public 
and  scandalous,  showed  the  guilt  of  Christian  na- 
tions, and  it  is  only  during  this  life  that  nations 
can  be  recompensed  or  punished.  No  doubt  there 
are  spiritual  goods  and  evils  that  cannot  be  shown 
by  temporal  prosperity  or  misfortune  that  the  Holy 
Virgin  foretells  to  us  at  La  Salette. 

SOME  OF  THE  CIRCUMSTANCES  OF  THE  APPARITION. 

There  is  not  a  single  one  of  the  details  of  this 
glorious  manifestation  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven  that 
does  not  deserve  to  be  remembered  with  religious 
respect.  It  was  half  past  two  when  the  Apparition 
took  place,  and  it  lasted  half  an  hour.  The  rays  of 
light  that  surrounded  the  Blessed  Virgin  extended 
three  or  four  metres  around  her.  This  light,  said 
the  two  witnesses,  was  more  brilliant  than  the  sun, 
but  of  another  color,  and  in  its  divers  forms  clothed 
the  Holy  Virgin.  The  brow  of  the  heavenly  Mes- 
senger was  crowned  with  sparkling  roses  and  a 
brilliant  diadem.  Her  dress,  of  very  simple  form, 
was  of  a  dazzling  whiteness.  Upon  her  shoulders 
she  wore  a  modest  fichu,  bordered  with  a  garland 
of  roses.  Two  chains  hung  upon  her  breast;  the 
larger,  without  doubt,  figured  the  weight  of  our 
sins,  which  press  heavily  upon  the  heart  of  the 
Divine  Mother;  the  smaller  one  had  fastened  to 
it  a  crucifix.  On  the  right  of  the  cross  were  the 
nails,  on  the  left  a  hammer.  The  Holy  Virgin 
had  on  an  apron  like  an  humble  servant-maid. 
But  all  was  radiant.  There  we  see  the  august 
Queen  of  Heaven,  surrounded  with  glory,  and  at 
the  same  time  the  humble  and  modest  Virgin  of 
Nazareth  appearing  on  earth  to  teach  us  Christian 
simplicity.  The  hair  of  the  BEAUTIFUL  LADY  was 
concealed  by  her  luminus  coiffure;  a  kind  of  brill- 
iant guimpe  veiled  her  throat,  and  her  hands  dur- 
ing all  the  time  she  spoke  were  covered  by  the 

desolated  France, — and  who  has  not  heard  of  them? 
It  is  also  a  significant  fact  that  a  statue  of  the  im- 
pious Voltaire  was  about  to  be  erected  in  Paris  just 
before  the  war  with  Prussia. 
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long  sleeves  of  her  dress.  She  did  not  permit  the 
little  shepherd  to  see  her  face.  The  rays  of  daz- 
zling light  concealed  from  this  child  the  virginal 
beauty  which  ravishes  the  angels  of  heaven.  What 
an  admirable  example  of  modesty  !  Melanie  alone 
was  able  to  read  in  the  countenance  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  the  expressions  of  maternal  tenderness  and 
profound  grief.  She  alone  saw  the  tears  flow 
from  her  eyes  who  no  more  knows  of  the  sadness 
of  this  exile,  but  who,  coming  on  earth,  uses  the 
language  of  earth,  and  by  her  tears  shows  us 
more  eloquently  than  by  words  that  we  should 
weep  for  our  sins  and  fly  from  the  foolish  pleas- 
ures of  the  world. 

"  During  the  whole  time  that  the  BEAUTIFUL 
LADY  spoke  to  us,"  said  the  little  shepherdess, "  she 
never  ceased  weeping.  Her  tears  vanished  in  the 
light,  and  never  descended  to  the  earth.  They 
flowed  more  abundantly  whilst  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin announced  the  scourges  that  menaced  men  if 
they  refused  to  be  converted  (or  repent)."  The 
voice  of  the  divine  messenger  was  so  sweet  that 
all  the  music  of  the  earth  combined  could  not 
convey  an  idea  of  it.  The  children  drank  with 
avidity  her  words,  though  they  did  not  compre- 
hend the  sense  of  them.  Happy  the  hearts  that 
shall  be  touched  by  those  maternal  accents! 
Happy  the  souls  that  shall  be  nourished  by  those 
heavenly  teachings ! 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Macarius  the  Monk. 

BT  JOHN  BOYLE   O'KEILLY. 

In  the  old  days  while  yet  the  Church  was  young, 

And  men  believed  that  praise  of  God  was  sung 

In  curbing  self  as  well  as  singing  psalms, 

There  lived  a  monk,  Macarius  by  name, 

A  holy  man,  to  whom  the  faithful  came 

With  hungry  hearts  to  hear  the  wondrous  Word. 

In  sight  of  gushing  springs  and  sheltering  palms 

He  lived  upon  the  desert:  from  the  marsh 

He  drank  the  brackish  water,  and  his  food 

Was  dates  and  roots, — and  all  his  rule  was  harsh, 

For  pampered  flesh  in  those  days  warred  with  good. 

From  those  who  came  in  scores,  a  few  there  were 

Who  feared  the  devil  more  than  fast  and  prayer, 

And  these  remained  and  took  the  hermit's  vow, 

A  dozen  saints  there  grew  to  be;  and  now 

Macarius,  happy,  lived  in  larger  care, 

He  taught  his  brethren  all  the  lore  he  knew, 

And  as  they  learned,  his  pious  rigors  grew. 

His  whole  intent  was  on  the  spirit's  goal: 

He  taught  them  silence— words  disturb  the  soul; 

He  warned  of  joys,  and  bade  them  pray  for  sorrow, 

And  be  prepared  to-day  for  death  to-morrow; 

To  know  that  human  life  alone  was  given 

To  test  the  souls  of  those  who  merit  heaven; 


He  bade  the  twelve  in  all  things  be  as  brothers, 
And  die  to  self,  to  live  and  work  for  others. 
"  For  so,"  he  said,  "  we  save  our  love  and  labors, 
And  each  one  gives  his  own  and  takes  his  neighbor's." 

Thus  long  he  taught,  and  while  they  silent  heard, 
He  prayed  for  fruitful  soil  to  hold  the  word. 

One  dny,  beside  the  marsh  they  labored  long, — 
For  worldly  work  makes  sweeter  sacred  song, — 
And  when  the  cruel  sun  made  hot  the  sand, 
And  Afric's  gnats  the  sweltering  face  and  hand 
Tormenting  stung,  a  passing  traveller  stood 
And  watched  the  workers  by  the  reeking  flood. 
Macarius,  nigh,  with  heat  and  toil  was  faint; 
The  traveller  saw,  and  to  the  suffering  saint 
A  bunch  of  luscious  grapes  in  pity  threw. 
Most  sweet  and  fresh  and  fair  they  were  to  view, 
A  generous  cluster,  bursting  rich  with  wine, 
Macarius  longed  to  taste.    "  The  fruit  is  mine," 
He  said,  and  sighed:  "  but  I,  who  daily  teach, 
Feel  now  the  bond  to  practice  as  I  preach." 
He  gave  the  cluster  to  the  nearest  one, 
And  with  his  heavy  toil  went  patient  on. 

As  one  athirst  will  greet  a  flowing  brim, 
The  tempting  fruit  made  moist  the  mouth  of  him 
Who  took  the  gift;  but  in  the  yearning  eye 
Rose  brighter  light:  to  one  whose  lip  was  dry 
He  gave  the  grapes,  and  bent  him  to  his  spade, 
And  he  who  took,  unknown  to  any  other, 
The  sweet  refreshment  handed  to  a  brother. 
And  so,  from  each  to  each,  till  round  was  made 
The  circuit  wholly — when  the  grapes  at  last, 
Untouched  and  tempting,  to  Macarius  passed. 

"Now  God  be  thanked!"  he  cried,  and  ceased  to  toil; 
''The  seed  was  good,  but  better  was  the  soil. 
My  brothers,  join  with  me  to  bless  the  day." 
But,  ere  they  knelt,  he  threw  the  grapes  away. 

— Atlantic  Monthly, 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  cold  winter  predicted  by  weather-prophets, 
and  the  signs  held  out  by  a  chilly,  inclement 
autumn,  was  a  failure  so  far.  There  had  been  no 
snow  fit  for  sleighing,  not  enough  in  fact  to  keep 
the  hardy  roses  from  blooming  in  the  open  air,  in 
sheltered  places;  and  only  a  thin  crust  of  ice 
had  formed  once  on  the  Potomac.  There  had  been 
fitful  cold  snaps,  followed  by  sudden  thaws,  blue 
skies  and  warm,  bright  sunshine,  which  brought 
the  tender  grass  peeping  out  of  the  ground  and 
swelled  the  buds  of  the  trees;  but  it  all  proved  a 
delusion  and  a  snare,  for  presto!  of  a  sudden  the 
wind  and  sleet  would  come  out  of  the  frozen  north 
and  drive  back  the  premature  adventurers',  wilu-d 
and  shrivelled,  to  await  the  due  time  of  the  order 
of  nature  for  their  advent.  So  the  fishermen  spread 
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their  nets  and  cast  their  lines,  the  oyster-boats 
plied  up  and  down  the  broad,  beautiful  river;  and 
vessels,  some  loaded  with  the  delicious  bivalves, 
terrapins,  and  the  like  luxuries — some  with  Cum- 
berland coal  and  flour,  floated  down  towards  the 
bay  witli  sunshine  upon  their  sails,  making  what 
haste  wind  and  tide  permitted,  to  reach  the  North- 
ern markets.  To  the  "toilers  of  the  sea  "  it  was  a 
glorious  and  profitable  winter;  for  society  also, 
the  weather  was  all  that  was  desirable ;  and  for  the 
poor,  it  kept  the  wolf  howling  at  a  respectful 
distance,  as  the  processes  of  out-door  labor  were  not 
interrupted.  Boys,  it  is  true,  lifted  up  their  voices 
and  howled  for  snow  and  ice;  they  missed  their 
skating,  coasting,  and  snowballing,  and  felt  de- 
frauded. But  baseball  in  a  measure  consoled 
them,  and  afforded  an  outlet  for  their  surplus  mus- 
cularity, and  opportunity  for  the  savage  within 
them  to  whoop  and  run,  and  strike  out  to  its  full 
satisfaction.  Baseball  was  then  a  good  institution 
for  them,  in  a  certain  way. 

But  there  was  trouble  in  the  air,  and  men  held 
their  breath  for  fear  of  that  which  was  impend- 
ing. Clouds  filled  with  the  muttering  thunders 
of  war  were  galhering  over  the  political  atmos- 
phere; and  Washington,  being  the  political  cen- 
tre, was  like  a  cauldron  seething  over  the  fires  of 
wrath  enkindled  by  the  frightful  issues  under  dis- 
cussion. The  halls  of  Congress  became  a  new  Pan- 
demonium, where  the  utterances  of  Belial  and  the 
threatenings  of  Lucifer  were  met  only  by  grave 
parliamentary  debate;  "for,"  argued  the  Northern 
statesmen,  " the  South  must  not  be  coerced;  there 
must  be  no  excuse  given  to  these  madmen  to  precip- 
itate that  which  they  threaten."  Men  of  sagacious 
mind,  who  had  been  watching  the  signs  of  the  times 
for  years,  felt  that  the  crisis  was  inevitable,  and 
also  knew  how  entirely  unprepared  the  Govern- 
ment was  to  meet  it.  The  treasury  was  stripped  of 
its  gold,  the  army  scattered,  the  navy  unavailing  on 
account  of  its  finest  ships  being  in  far-distant  wa- 
ters, and  those  that  remained,  dismantled  and  dis- 
abled in  American  ports;  while  most  of  the 
arsenals  had  been  stripped,  and  deposits  of  arms 
sent  South.  These  are  historic  facts,  and  prove 
not  only  a  long  and  systematic  preparation,  but 
treason  of  the  basest  kind  in  high  places. 

The  question  at  issue  entered  into  families,  divid- 
ing them;  into  society, demoralizing  it;  and  even 
hung  suspended  in  some  cases  like  a  flaming  sword 
between  the  porch  and  the  altar.  Financial 
tremblors  already  threatened  panic  and  distress, 
and  the  loyal  part  of  the  country,  like  a  great  gi- 
ant taken  unawares,  was  slow  to  awaken,  and  did 
not  arouse  its  full  strength,  or  bring  out  its  ex- 
haustless  resources  until  struck  and  stunned  by 
the  mad  onslaught  that  came.  History  tells  the 


result.  We  only  allude  to  the  subject  en  passant, 
as  it  affected  the  personages  of  our  story  and  their 
surroundings;  our  loyal  inclination  persuades  us 
to  expand,  but  it  would  be  out  of  place  in  these 
pages,  and  only  stir  the  embers  of  wrath — which, 
God  grant,  may  die  out  entirely. 

Mr.  Weston  felt  the  impending  destruction  of 
peace  and  prosperity;  certain  immense  cotton 
speculations  and  Southern  railroad  interests  in 
which  he  had  invested  many  millions  of  dollars 
threatened  absolute  loss  in  consequence  of  the 
coming  disruption  of  the  Union.  His  friends  ad- 
vised him  to  go  South,  and  unite  his  fortunes  with 
what  was  going  to  be  "the  greatest  and  most 
prosperous  Empire  on  the  face  of  the  earth"; 
but  Mr.  Weston  was  a  loyal  man,  and  determined 
to  stand  by  his  Government,  and  would  not  stain 
his  political  integrity  by  even  a  neutral  position. 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  call  in  his  invest- 
ments; in  fact  he  took  every  possible  means  to  do 
so,  except  the  alternative  proposed  by  persons  in 
league  with  the  Southern  movement;  securing 
his.  wealth  was  a  secondary  consideration;  it 
must  go,  if  need  be,  a  sacrifice  to  his  true  alle- 
giance, his  honor  and  his  country.  Mr.  Weston 
was  very  quiet  and  unobtrusive  in  his  sentiments, 
only  expressing  them  when  it  would  seem  like  a 
compromise  of  principle  to  remain  silent,  but 
always  very  decidedly.  But  Mrs.  Weston,  as  did 
many  other  ladies  of  aristocratic  pretensions, 
ranged  herself  on  the  Southern  side;  it  was  some- 
how considered  the  thing  to  have  rebel  tenden- 
cies, and  she  became  one  of  the  coterie  that  met 
weekly  at  Madame  Slidell's  elegant  drawing-rooms, 
comprising  the  very  crejne  de  la  ereme  of  the 
Southern  element,  which  had  always  given  tone 
and  grace  to  society  in  Washington.  But  with 
all  Mrs.  Weston's  tact  and  skill  in  assimilating 
the  antagonistic  elements  then  pervading  the  best 
circles  of  the  capital,  she  could  not  prevent  vio- 
lent discussions  between  the  loyal  and  secession 
ladies  who  frequented  her  receptions:  the  covert 
sneers,  the  sharp  bon-mols  of  diplomats,  some  of 
whom  received  an  intimation  from  the  State  De- 
partment that  they  might  expect  their  exequatur 
unless  they  learned  the  science  of  a  more  respect- 
ful silence;  the  bitter  witticisms  of  Senator's 
wives  on  the  senatorial  husbands  of  other  wives, 
and  the  unconcealed  hatred  that  seemed  to  per- 
vade the  radical  portions  of  both  parties  towards 
each  other,  made  her  sometimes  almost  determine 
to  close  her  drawing-room  for  the  season.  But 
how  could  she  withdraw  from  society  in  the  very 
height  of  the  season?  for  although  these  hateful 
politics  made  it  very  embarrassing  and  disagree- 
able, yet  it  was  also  very  spicy  and  exciting;  and 
besides,  there  was  Sybil  just  on  the  eve  of  making 
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a  most  brilliant  match,  which  she  desired  to  hasten 
on  by  every  means  in  her  power,  after  which  they 
would  go  to  Europe  and  remain  while  the  North 
and  South  fought  it  out. 

It  is  true  that  Count  Sucolov  had  not  openly 
proposed  to  Sybil ;  but  it  was  tacitly  understood 
that  he  would  do  so.  Mrs.  Weston  knew  that 
Sybil  would  require  skilful  management  to  be  in- 
duced to  accept  him  when  he  did  propose,  for  she 
had  noted  her  stepdaughter's  avoidance  of  him, 
and  the  struggle  that  went  on  in  her  mind  when, 
half  fascinated,  as  a  bird  by  a  serpent,  she  some- 
times sat  listening  to  the  noble  and  poetic  senti- 
ments he  uttered — with  which  were  frequently 
mingled  expressions  of  deference  and  respect  for 
her  religion,  of  which  he  frankly  professed  to  be 
ignorant,  but  declared  himself  willing  to  be  en- 
lightened, "if  some  one  would  only  take  the 
trouble."  A  strangely  low,  sweet  voice  had  Count 
Sucolov  for  a  man  of  such  magnificent  propor- 
tions,— and  Sybil,  sometimes,  won  by  its  charms, 
listened  to  it  as  to  pleasant  sounds  in  a  dream, 
without  at  all  taking  in  his  words,  until  some  ex- 
pressions, forcible  and  significant,  awoke  her 
from  her  trance,  into  coldness  and  aversion. 
He  never  obtruded  himself  on  Sybil,  yet  never 
failed  to  avail  himself  of  such  opportunities  as 
a  frequent  meeting  of  each  other  in  society  af- 
forded, and  he  was  now  on  such  terms  with  both 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Weston  that  it  might  really  be  as- 
sumed that  he  was  Vami  de  mainon. 

Seeing  that  her  father — wilh  whom  he  had  taken 
infinite  yet  not  too  apparent  pains  to  ingratiate 
himself — took  great  pleasure  in  conversing  with 
this  man  of  culture,  whose  intellectual  scope  ap- 
peared to  grasp  all  subjects  with  rare  intelligence 
and  sagacity,  and  knowing  that  he  was  a  great 
favorite  of  her  stepmother,  Sybil  sometimes  took 
herself  to  task  for  the  unreasonable  prejudice — 
occasionally  incontrollable — which  she  entertained 
against  him.  Was  he  not  very  much  older  than 
herself?  were  there  not  threads  of  white  showing 
on  his  temples?  did  he  not  regard  her  as  a  child, 
as  he  sometimes  called  her  in  pretty  French  ?  And 
she  would  try  to  vanquish  all  repugnance — to 
receive  him  on  the  same  footing  as  other  gentle- 
men who  visited  her.  But  it  was  of  no  use ;  there 
was  something  or  other  within  her  that  continued 
to  rise  up  in  strange  revolt  against  Count  Sucolov, 
until  at  last  the  whispered  badinage  of  her  friends 
gave  her  the  alarm,  and  put  her  on  guard  against 
his  real  intentions. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Sybil,  beautiful 
and  rich,  and  charming  in  her  sweet  simplicity  of 
manner,  should  have  remained  without  admirers, 
suitors,  and  offers  of  marriage,  some  of  which  the 
world  pronounced  highly  eligible;  but  no  one  of 


them  had  as  yet  been  able  to  flatter  himself  with 
the  slightest  hope  of  even  eventually  winning  so 
fair  and  rich  a  prize.  Some  said  she  was  heartless ; 
others,  that  she  was  weaving  a  web  like  Penelope's ; 
but  the  general  impression  was  that  she  intended 
marrying  the  Russian  Count,  who  had  succeeded 
in  turning  so  many  heads  and  was  yet  indifferent 
to  the  homage  he  received — indifferent  to  every 
one  except  Sybil,  from  whom  he  received  no  adu- 
lation. Any  and  every  reason  was  thought  of  and 
suggested  except  the  right  one ;  but  how  were  they 
to  know  her  motif,  when  she  herself  held  it,  folded 
and  undeveloped,  deep  down  in  her  own  soul,  un- 
conscious of  the  "pearl  of  great  price"  that  she 
possessed. 

Finding  her  best  happiness  in  the  practices  of  her 
holy  Faith,  ever  recollected,  and  with  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  true  aim  of  her  existence,  Sybil  Weston 
indeed  wore  the  world  as  "  a  loose  garment,"  cast- 
ing it  aside  with  infinite  relief  whenever  the  du- 
ties of  religion  called,  for  one  fairer  and  altogether 
beautiful.  She  felt  assured  that  Providence  had 
assigned  her  this  place  in  the  world  for  a  wise 
end;  for  He  who  notes  the  fall  of  a  sparrow,  she 
had  full  faith  to  believe,  would  take  heed  and 
watch  over  her, — she,  as  one  of  His  redeemed,  be- 
ing "of  more  value  than  many  sparrows."  Why 
then  trouble  herself?  These  brilliant  surround- 
ings, mingled  with  temptations  and  strange  trials — 
had  they  not  already  convinced  her  of  the  utter 
insufficiency  of  worldly  grandeurs,  vanities,  and 
pleasures,  to  satisfy  the  soul?  The  altar  was 
her  City  of  Refuge;  its  Divine  Sacraments,  the 
strength  and  consolation  of  her  timid  soul;  and 
the  powerful  protection  of  Our  Blessed  Lady  of 
Perpetual  Succor,  her  steadfast  hope.  Into  this 
Sanctuary  the  world  had  no  admittance,  no  power 
to  harm  her.  It  is  true  that  its  distractions  some- 
times disturbed  her  mind  and  imagination,  but  it 
was  only  as  when  unblest  storm-winds  ruffle  the 
surface  of  the  sea,  leaving  the  depths  below 
calm  and  serene. 

Mrs.  Weston's  demands  upon  her  stepdaughter's 
time  for  fashionable  visiting  and  entertainments 
were  insatiable.  Sybil  attracted  crowds  of  all 
that  was  best  around  her  wherever  she  appeared ; 
and  Mrs.  Weston,  whose  charms  were  on  the 
wane,  enjoyed  the  borrowed  incense  which  she 
shared  as  her  chnperone — homage  that  she  was 
fully  conscious  she  no  longer  possessed  the  power 
to  attract.  Thus  Sybil  was  a  magnet  used  by  her 
to  draw  around  her  those  elements  which  were 
indispensable  to  her  vain,  starving  heart; 
which  she  was  really  proud  of  the  sei 
stepdaughter  made  by  her  beauty  ar 
gave  her  pre-eminence  over  every 
season;  for,  as  it  sometimes  happei 
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debutantes  were,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  both 
plain  and  awkward. 

Sybil  did  not  oppose  her  except  on  one  point. 
She  would  accept  no  invitations  on  the  eve  of  her 
regular  Communions  or  of  the  Festivals  of  the 
Church,  which  she  always  devoutly  observed; 
and  if  for  some  special  cause  she  was  forced  to  go, 
she  remained  only  a  short  time,  then  slipped 
away,  threw  on  her  wraps,  and  ran  down  to  the 
carriage,  which  Donald,  having  received  a  hint 
beforehand,  kept  in  waiting  for  her,  and  drove 
her  swiftly  home.  Mrs.  Weston  was  furious  on 
these  occasions,  and  did  not  scruple  to  say  things 
that  were  both  cruel  and  underserved,  taunting 
her  with  self-righteousness  and  a  desire  to  make  a 
display  of  her  piety,  which  reddened  poor  Sybil's 
cheeks  and  brought  hot  tears  to  her  eyes,  but  did 
not  in  the  least  move  her  to  change  her  purpose. 
It  grieved  her  to  offend  her  stepmother,  who,  ac- 
cording to  the  world,  was  a  very  good  one;  but 
she  met  her  unkindness  by  gentle  words, — gentle, 
but  so  firm  that  after  a  few  trials  of  this  sort  Mrs. 
Weston  was  convinced  that  all  her  efforts  of  in- 
terference with  her  religious  practices  would  be 
unavailing ;  and  she  had  the  good  taste — being  a 
Catholic  herself,  you  know — to  drop  all  further 
contention,  and  leave  Sybil  to  exercise  her  devo- 
tion as  she  willed.  And  then  Mrs.  Weston  made 
a  merit  of  her  indulgence,  before  the  world ;  and 
was  looked  upon  by  it  as  an  amiable  martyr  to 
social  duties,  whose  piety  was  not  in  the  least 
Pharisaical,  but  very  deep;  and  more  than  one 
of  those  who  knew  nothing  of  the  Catholic  relig- 
ion except  what  they  see  in  the  conduct  of  Catho- 
lics themselves,  or  learn  out  of  novels,  whispered: 
"How  nice  it  is  to  be  a  Catholic!  they  can  do 
whatever  they  want  to,  and  get  absolution  from 
their  priests  by  paying  money !  "  This  is  one  of 
the  numberless  ways  by  which  worldly-minded 
Catholics,  who  set  their  religion  aside  to  gratify 
their  human  passions,  bring  scandal  upon  their 
faith ;  and  hurt  souls,  by  wrong  impressions,  and 
the  bad  influence  they  exert. 

The  state  of  public  affairs;  the  rumors  of  war; 
the  fierce,  bitter  discussions  that  she  was  frequently 
obliged  to  listen  to, — for  now  nothing  else  was 
talked  of  except  the  impending  crisis, — filled 
Sybil  with  alarm  and  dread;  she  did  not  know 
what  to  do  or  to  think,  for  no  one  seemed  calm 
enough  to  reason,  and  the  partizan  heat  ran  so 
high  that  no  one  appeared  to  judge  dispassion- 
ately. What  if  they  should  really  end  by  slaying 
each  other — these  brothers  of  a  common  country, 
— would  they  burn  cities,  pillage,  sack  and  de- 
stroy, as  in  the  old  wars  she  had  read  of  in  his- 
tory? would  the  streets  run  red  with  blood,  and 
the  tender  green  things  of  the  hills  and  valleys  be 


trampled  out,  and  scorched  by  the  fierce  ravages 
of  the  conflict?  Ah,  could  it  be  that  the  Queen 
of  Heaven,  under  whose  powerful  protection  the 
Church  had  placed  this  fair,  prosperous  land, 
would  not  avert  this  frislftful  scourge  by  her  in- 
tercession? The  girl  did  not  know;  political 
science  and  the  judgment  of  nations  were  themes 
in  which  she  was  not  versed,  and  she  could  only 
pray — each  day  a  rosary — and  write  frightened 
letters  to  "Holy  Cross"  urging  the  good  relig- 
ious there  to  pray  that  the  threatened  war-cloud 
would  be  dispelled.  Her  mornings  until  two 
o'clock  every  day — at  which  time  the  visiting 
tread-mill  began  to  revolve — were  at  her  own  dis- 
posal, which  gave  her  an  hour  or  so  at  St.  Mark's, 
or  allowed  a  visit  to  St.  Xavier's,  to  pour  out  the 
prayers  of  her  pure  heart  for  the  nation's  peace. 
As  Sybil  drove  through  the  streets  she  saw  the 
eager,  angry  faces  of  men  all  full  of  this  d^rk 
spirit  which  was  stirring  up  wrath  and  destruc- 
tion; she  heard  little  boys  quarrelling  like  young 
tigers  about  North  and  South  at  the  public  cor- 
ners; she  noticed  fierce  looks  on  the  faces  of 
women,  and  heard  deadly  words  drop  from  their 
lips;  the  very  sunlight  seemed  to  her  to  shine 
dimly,  as  if  withdrawing  the  gladness  of  its  beams 
from  a  world  given  over  to  violence. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 

(No.  12.) 

BY  KEV.  J.  ADAM. 

Father  Palon,  the  biographer  of  Father  Serra, 
was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Mission  of  San 
Francisco.  He  leaves  it  on  record  that  on  the 
27th  of  June,  1775,  the  packet-boat  San  Carlos,  un- 
der the  command  of  Captain  Juan  de  Azala,  an- 
chored at  Monterey,  and  received  orders  to  pro- 
ceed to  the  site  of  San  Francisco  and  give  it  a 
careful  survey.  Little  did  they  think,  as  they  en- 
tered during  the  night  of  the  ninth  day  after  leav- 
ing Monterey  the  channel  now  so  well  known  as 
the  "Golden  Gate, — little  did  they  think  that  ere 
a  century  would  elapse  this  then  solitary  and  de- 
serted channel  would  have  almost  a  continuous 
fleet  of  vessels,  of  all  sizes,  passing  to  and  fro, 
laden  with  merchandise  from  nearly  all  parts  of 
the  world!  "The  channel,"  says  Father  Palon, 
"is  about  three  miles  long,  and  one  mile  wide, 
leading  into  a  bay  of  about  ten  leagues  in  circum- 
ference, into  which  the  grand  river  San  Fran- 
cisco empties  its  waters."  This  was  the  name 
they  gave  the  stream  now  known  as  the  Sacra- 
mento River.  He  makes  mention  also  of  the  islets 
Farallones,  at  the  entrance  of  the  harbor. 
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The  packet  remained  forty  days  at  San  Francisco, 
during  which  time  those  on  board  had  much 
conversation  with  the  natives,  who  showed  them- 
selves very  sociable  and  kind.  The  packet  re- 
turned during  the  month  of  September,  and  a  very 
flattering  description  of  San  Francisco  Bay  was 
given.  They  said  it  was  not  only  a  harbor,  but 
that  there  were  there  a  series  or  number  of  har- 
bors, where  mighty  fleets  might  lie  concealed 
without  knowing  one  of  the  other.  This  favorable 
report  was  transmitted  to  Mexico;  but  the  dis- 
tance being  so  great,  the  necessary  force  and 
provisions  for  an  establishment  did  not  arrive 
until  the  year  following. 

Two  expeditions  were  dispatched  to  found  the 
Mission  of  San  Francisco — one  by  land,  another 
by  water.  That  by  land,  says  Father  Palon,  left 
on  the  17th  of  June,  1776.  It  was  composed  of  a 
sergeant  and  ten  soldiers,  with  their  wives  and 
families ;  with  seven  other  families,  a  few  servants, 
interpreters,  and  the  two  missionaries,  Fathers 
Benito  Camboe  and  Palon.  Nothing  remarkable 
occurred  on  the  way  except  their  falling  in  with 
a  drove  of  wild  deer  on  the  plain  of  San  Bernar- 
dino. They  succeeded  in  killing  three,  and  it  is 
said  they  were  so  large  and  heavy  that  a  mule 
could  not  carry  one  of  them ;  their  horns  measured 
twelve  feet  from  point  to  point.  This  gave  them 
provision  for  a  considerable  time,  and  they  pro- 
nounced the  meat  excellent.  Father  Palon  speaks 
also  of  another  kind  of  deer,  smaller  in  size,  which 
they  saw  in  droves  of  two  and  three  hundred. 
They  rested  one  day  in  a  place  called  "Las  Llagas 
de  San  Francisco," — "  The  Wounds  of  St.  Fran- 
cis,"— which  forms  nearly  a  boundary  line  between 
the  Dioceses  of  San  Francisco  and  Monterey 
(37°  13' ', — some  seven  miles  north  of  Gilroy).  On 
the  27th  of  June  they  approached  close  to  the  bay, 
and  pitched  their  tents,  to  the  number  of  fifteen, 
at  a  place  called  "The  Washerwoman's  Lagoon,1' 
and  awaited  there  the  arrival  of  the  boats.  Here 
they  were  soon  visited  by  the  Indians,  who  showed 
pleasure  at  their  presence,  presenting  them  with 
shells  and  other  articles  which  they  thought  would 
be  acceptable,  and  receiving  in  return  various 
little  articles  and  trinkets. 

On  the  day  following  their  arrival, — which  hap- 
pened to  be  the  Feast  of  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul, 
June  28th,  1776,— Father  Palon  said  the  first  Mass 
at  San  Francisco,  under  a  temporary  shelter  of 
green  boughs ;  and  when,  next  year,  the  great  Amer- 
ican Republic  celebrates  its  first  centenary,  another 
and  sacred  centennial  will  be  celebrated  in  San 
Francisco,  namely  that  of  the  establishment  of  the 
Mission  Dolores,  an  event  which  freed  the  poor 
natives  from  a  far  more  degrading  and  fearful 
yoke  than  that  of  the  English. 


The  vessel  was  slow  in  making  its  appearance, 
and  the  land  party  in  the  mean  time  began  to  cut 
timber  and  prepare  for  the  erection  of  the  build- 
ings. The  packet  arrived  in  August,  and  on  the 
17th  of  September  formal  possession  was  taken  of 
the  place ;  a  cross  was  blessed  and  erected,  and  the 
Te  Deum  sung,  accompanied  by  the  firing  of  can- 
non and  the  customary  rejoicings. 

Father  Palon  gives  a  minute  description  of  the 
surveys  afterwards  made  around  the  place  both  by 
land  and  water,  little  dreaming  that  in  a  very  short 
time  town  after  town  would  spring  up  along  the 
coast.  It  was  resolved  that  on  the  9th  of  October 
the  Mission  of  San  Francisco  should  be  formally 
established  with  all  the  pomp  and  ceremony  that 
could  add  impressiveness  to  the  event.  The  place 
destined  for  the  Mission  was  accordingly  blessed 
on  that  day;  a  statue  of  St.  Francis,  the  Patron  of 
the  Mission,  was  carried  around  it  in  solemn  pro- 
cession, at  which  the  families  of  the  presidio  and 
the  sailors  assisted ;  while  the  thundering  of  the 
artillery  enlivened  and  gave  eclat  to  the  whole 
proceedings. 

No  Indians,  however,  were  present  at  the  cere- 
monies; those  that  inhabited  the  neighborhood 
having  previously  been  attacked  by  the.Salsonas, 
a  more  powerful  tribe,  who  wounded  and  killed 
many  of  them  in  their  rancberias,  they  had  now, 
fearing  a  second  attack,  taken  flight  on  their  rafts 
of  tule.  They  did  not  return  till  the  latter  part  of 
March  following,  so  that  the  missionaries  had  no 
opportunity  of  making  conversions  among  them 
till  this  time.  The  first  baptism  took  place  on  the 
24th  of  June,  "Feast  of  St.  John  the  Baptist ;  at  the 
time  of  Father  Serra's  death  there  had  been  394 
baptisms  made  there. 

Father  Palon  says  that  the  native  Indians  at  the 
Mission  of  San  Francisco  were  of  a  darker  color 
than  the  neighboring  tribes,  even  those  on  the 
other  side  of  the  bay,  who  were  lighter  in  color 
and  stouter  in  build.  He  says  it  was  their  custom 
— men  and  women — whenever  a  relative  died,  or 
they  met  with  any  misfortune,  to  cut  their  hair 
and  cover  their  heads,  faces  aud  bodies  with  ashes. 
The  Indians  of  the  south  took  a  great  pleasure  in 
the  length  of  their  hair;  the  women  had  well- 
combed  braids,  which  the  men  formed  into  a  sort  of 
Turkish  cap,  to  serve  as  a  place  of  safe  keeping 
for  their  trinkets  and  fooleries.  "In  none  of  the 
Missions  from  San  Diego  to  San  Francisco,"  he 
continues,  "  a  distance  of  two  hundred  leagues — 
could  we  find  any  signs  of  idolatry;  a  mere  nega- 
tive infidelity  seemed  to  prevail  throughout.  They 
had  no  difficulty  in  believing  the  various  mys- 
teries of  our  holy  religion.  There  was,  however, 
much  witchcraft  and  other  superstitious  practices, 
and  many  deceivers  who  pretended  to  have  power 


800 


Maria. 


over  the  rains,  to  make  onions  grow,  and  to 
bring  down  whales.  We  found  it  an  easy  matter, 
however,  to  undeceive  these  simple-minded  peo- 
ple, and  to  convince  them  that  such  pretenders 
only  had  an  eye  to  the  advancement  of  themselves 
and  their  own  interests."  When  anyone  got  sick 
they  attributed  it  to  some  enemy,  who  wished 
him  evil.  The  corpses  of  those  who  died  in  gen- 
tilism  were  burned,  except  among  those  at  the 
south,  who  had  well-enclosed  places  of  burial. 
Around  the  port  of  San  Francisco  the  natives 
subsisted  chiefly  on  grain,  roots  and  fish — the 
women  having  charge  of  collecting  the  former  in 
due  season.  It  was  ground  into  a  kind  of  flour, 
for  their  atoles;  there  was  one  species  of  black 
seed  which  they  made  into  balls  about  the  size  of 
an  orange,  and  which  was  very  palatable,  some- 
what resembling  almonds  in  taste.  Fish  they 
were  very  fond  of,  an  abundance  of  which  could 
be  caught  along  the  shore.  Whenever  they  bap- 
pened  to  catch  a  whale  they  made  a  great  feast, 
being  very  fond  of  its  oily  flesh.  They  prepared 
it  by  cutting  it  in  pieces,  then  roasting  or  rather 
baking  it  in  earth,  in  holes  made  for  that  pur- 
pose, after  which  it  was  hung  from  trees,  to  be 
used  as  needed,  together  with  such  game  as  ducks, 
geese,  rabbits,  etc.,  which  were  very  plentiful. 
Onions  they  ground,  and  made  into  balls,  for 
food;  then  there  were  hazel-nuts,  a  very  large 
kind  of  strawberry,  and  blackberries  in  abund- 
ance. Amole,  a  root  somewhat  resembling  the 
onion,  grew  in  great  quantities.  This  they  ground, 
then  toasted  in  holes  in  the  ground  for  three 
days,  until  it  became  very  sweet  to  the  taste. 
There  was  another  variety  of  the  amole  which 
had  no  taste:  this  they  made  into  a  kind  of  soap. 
They  wore  no  fabrics  that  needed  washing,  but 
when  they  began  to  feel  cold  they  would  daub 
over  their  bodies  with  mud,  in  order  to  keep  out 
the  cold,  and  when  the  sun  came  out  warm  again 
they  used  the  amole  to  wash  off  the  mud.  The 
women  wore  a  kind  of  apron  made  of  tule  or  of 
rushes,  and  something  similar  over  their  shoul- 
ders. They  showed  an  innate  sense  of  modesty 
whenever  appearing  in  public.  There  was  no 
marriage  ceremony  used  among  them  other  than 
the  consent  of  the  interested  parties;  but  they 
separated  on  the  least  provocation.  Plurality  of 
wives  was  common.  But  polygamy  and  another 
abominable,  sodomitic  vice  were  soon  abolished 
through  the  exertions  of  the  missionaries  and  the 
influence  of  divine  grace,  and  it  was  edifying  to 
witness  the  regularity  and  earnestness  with  which 
they  assisted  at  Catechism  twice  a  day.  It  was 
remarked  that  no  sooner  had  they  received  bap- 
tism than  they  became  ashamed  of  their  nude 
appearance,  and  would  not  afterwards  present 


themselves  in  public  Until  they  had  obtained  a 
decent  covering. 

In  the  extensive  plains  of  San  Bernardino,  in  a 
fertile  and  well-watered  district,  was  founded  the 
Mission  of  Santa  Clara.  The  first  Mass  was  cele- 
brated there  on  the  12th  of  January,  1777,  by  Rev. 
Father  Pefia.  Shortly  after  the  first  baptism 
an  epidemic  spread  through  the  neighborhood, 
and  parents  no  longer  made  any  difficulty  in  al- 
lowing their  children  to  be  baptized.  In  no 
mission  do  we  see  so  many  adults  baptized  in  so 
short  a  time  as  at  Santa  Clara,^Father  Serra 
leaving  there  669  Christians,  a  fact  which  was 
probably  owing  to  the  prayers  of  the  holy  in- 
nocents  who  were  baptized  during  the  epidemic, 
and  who  e're  they  had  sullied  their  baptismal 
robes  were  called  before  the  Throne  of  Grace  to 
pray  for  the  conversion  of  their  parents.  Of  the 
old  Mission  buildings  at  Santa  Clara  nothing 
now  remains  but  the  church — this,  however,  has 
a  modern  appearance  from  the  outside,  owing 
to  the  fact  that  the  adobe  walls  have  been  covered 
with  boards  and  a  new  frame  front  added.  The 
inside  still  reminds  us  of  the  old  times.  The 
good  Fathers  of  the  Society  of  Jesus  have  now 
charge  of  this  Mission,  and  have  erected  a  mag- 
nificent college  here — famous  in  California  as 
being  the  seat  of  learning  for  hundreds  of  stu- 
dents, who  receive  a  thorough  and  polished  edu- 
cation. Not  one  building  alone,  but  several,  and 
as  large  as  palaces,  adorn  the  college  precincts. 
There  is  a  fine  orchard,  beautiful  flower-gardens, 
etc.  Every  year,  at  the  end  of  the  scholastic  ses- 
sion, there  is  a  public  exhibition  at  the  college, 
at  which  the  students  have  an  opportunity  of 
displaying  their  ability  in  elocution  and  the  dif- 
ferent languages  and  sciences  taught  them  during 
the  year.  More  than  once  has  the  writer  of  these 
sketches  had  the  pleasure  of  being  present  at  the 
annual  commencement  exercises  of  this  insti- 
tution, and  of  enjoying  the  proverbial  hospitality 
of  the  sons  of  St.  Ignatius  who  conduct  it. 

Among  the  missionaries  who  took  an  active 
part  in  the  early  conversion  of  the  Indians  at 
Santa  Clara  there  was  one  whose  memory  is  still 
held  in  veneration— Father  Magin.  Many  won- 
derful things  are  ascribed  to  him,  and  it  is  said 
that  he  was  even  endowed  with  the  gift  of  mira- 
cles and  prophecy.  One  thing  is  certain:  that  in 
times  of  danger  or  calamity  his  intercession  is 
invoked  with  great  confidence  by  the  Californians. 

An  incident  happened  at  Santa  Clara  that  may 
be  worthy  of  passing  mention.  A  native  of  Cali- 
fornia, after  having  led  a  rather  dissolute  life^ 
was  converted,  and  afterwards  prepared  himself 
for  the  office  of  priesthood.  After  completing  his 
studies  he  was  ordained,  and  went  to  celebrate  his 
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first  Mass  at  the  Mission  church  of  Santa  Clara. 
Everything  was  in  readiuess  for  the  occasion,  and 
he  retired  to  his  room  on  the  evening  previous,  in 
company  with  Father  Ainbris,  there  being  two 
beds  in  the  apartment.  The  Californian  remarked 
to  his  reverend  friend  that  he  would  never  reach 
the  time  of  saying  his  intended  first  Mass,  but  the 
good  father  thought  him  only  joking,  the  newly- 
ordained  priest  being  apparently  in  his  usual  good 
health.  The  latter  knelt  to  say  his  Office.  Father 
Ambris  meanwhile  fell  asleep,  and  great  was  his 
astonishment  in  the  morning  at  beholding  his 
companion  in  the  same  posture  that  he  left  him 
in  the  night  before.  He  went  to  speak  to  him,  but 
found  him  stiff  and  cold.  He  was  dead.  He  died 
during  the  night,  while  at  prayer;  God  accepted 
his  sacrifice,  and  called  him  to  celebrate  his  first 
Mass  with  the  angels  in  heaven.  You  may  imag- 
ine the  consternation  of  the  mother,  relatives,  and 
friends  of  the  young  priest,  who  had  gathered  to- 
gether to  assist  at  his  first  Mass,  and,  instead,  were 
obliged  to  assist  at  his  funeral.  Strange  to  say, 
since  then  no  Californian  has  made  application  to 
study  for  the  priesthood ;  but  we  hope  it  will  not 
long  continue  so. 

The  Mission  of  Santa  Clara  was  visited  by  Father 
Serra  on  the  28th  of  September,  1777,  and  he  sang 
Mass  and  preached  there  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Mi- 
chael the  Archangel.  He  remained  there  but  one 
day,  when  he  started  on  foot  for  San  Francisco,  a 
distance  of  fifteen  leagues,  walking  that  distance 
in  one  day  and  part  of  a  night.  It  would  be  well 
for  us  of  modern  times,  who  are  fond  of  our 
ease,  as  we  ride  along  on  the  railroad  cars,  to  think 
of  this  old  missionary,  at  the  age  of  sixty  and  with 
an  ulcerated  leg,  making  that  long  journey  on 
foot!  But  a  more  powerful  motor  than  steam 
urged  him  along  from  Mission  to  Mission,  making 
converts  to  the  faith,  strengthening  the  neophytes, 
and  encouraging  the  missionaries  amid  the  great 
labors  and  trials  and  dangers  by  which  they  were 
surrounded.  On  the  4th  of  October  he  celebrated 
at  San  Francisco  the  Feast  of  its  holy  Patron,  St. 
Francis  of  Assisium,  himself  saying  the  Mass  and 
preaching  a  sermon  that  delighted  all  who  had 
the  happiness  of  hearing  it. 

Father  Serra  remained  at  the  Mission  till  the 
10th,  when  he  went  to  visit  the  presidio  and  the 
harbor.  Seeing  the  great  expanse  of  water  before 
him,  he  exclaimed,  "Thanks  be  to  God,  our 
Father  St.  Francis  takes  the  head  of  the  proces- 
sion as  regards  the  position  of  the  Missions.  It 
would  seem  that  we  are  at  the  upper  end  of  Cali- 
fornia, for  to  go  any  further  it  would  be  necces- 
sary  to  embark." 

There  were  at  this  time  eight  Missions  estab- 
lished, and  it  was  Father  Serra's  desire  to  see 


others  founded  on  the  Santa  Barbara  Channel, 
the  distance  between  San  Gabriel  and  San  Louis 
Obispo  being  too  great  to  receive  the  necessary 
attention.  He  asked  Father  Palon  to  assist  him 
with  his  prayers  that  he  might,  before  he  died, 
see  not  only  this  accomplished,  but  the  erection 
of  other  Missions  along  the  coast,  for  the  con- 
version of  such  pagan  tribes  as  might  be  still  in 
ignorance  of  the  true  faith.  It  was  with  such 
ardent  desires  for  the  glory  of  God  occupying  his 
mind  that  Father  Serra  returned  to  his  beloved 
children  at  Monterey. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Sermon  of  St.  Francis. 

BY  H.  W.   LONGFELLOW. 

Up  soared  the  lark  into  the  air, 
A  shaft  of  song,  a  winged  prayer, 
As  if  a  soul,  released  from  pain, 
Were  flying  back  to  Heaven  again. 

St.  Francis  heard;  it  was  to  him 
An  emblem  of  the  Seraphim; 
The  upward  motion  of  the  fire, 
The  light,  the  heat,  the  heart's  desire. 

Around  Assisi's  convent  grate 
The  birds,  God's  poor  who  cannot  wait, 
From  moor  and  mere  and  darksome  wood 
Came  flocking  for  their  dole  of  food. 

"O  brother  birds,"  St.  Francis  said, 
"Ye  come  to  me  and  ask  for  bread, 

But  not  with  bread  alone  to  day 

Shall  ye  be  fed  and  sent  away. 

"  Te  shall  be  fed,  ye  happy  birds, 
With  manna  of  celestial  words. 
Not  mine,  though  mine  they  seem      be, 
Not  mine,  though  they  be  spokeu  »j  jae. 

"Oh,  doubly  are  ye  bound  to  praise 
The  great  Creator  in  your  lays: 
He  giveth  you  your  plumes  of  down, 
Your  crimson  hoods,  your  cloaks  of  brown. 

"  He  giveth  you  your  wings  to  fly 
And  breathe  a  purer  air  on  high, 
And  careth  for  you  everywhere, 
Who  for  yourselves  so  little  care!" 

With  flutter  of  swift  wings  and  songs 
Together  rose  the  feathered  throngs, 
And  singing,  scattered  far  apart: 
Deep  peace  was  in  St.  Francis'  heart. 

He  knew  not  if  the  brotherhood 
His  homily  had  understood; 
He  only  knew  that  to  one  ear 
The  meaning  of  his  words  was  clear. 


GOD  rewards  actions  according  to  the  degree 
of  purity  of  intention  with  which  they  are  done. 
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The  Late  Abbe  Migne. 

The  celebrated  Abbe"  Migne  has  just  rendered  his 
soul  to  his  Creator,  after  having  received  the  Sacra- 
ments of  Holy  Church  with  that  lively  faith  by  which 
he  was  distinguished  during  his  lifetime. 

Rev  Father  James  Paul  Migne  was  born  at  St.  Flour, 
ordained  priest  at  Orleans,  and  was  afterwards  succes- 
sively in  charge  of  the  parishes  of  Aillant,  Dannemarie 
and  Puiseaux.  At  that  time  there  was  no  assistant  pas- 
tor (vicaire)  in  the  latter  parish,  to  which  also  belonged 
the  village  of  Desmonts.  Rev.  Father  Migne  soon 
found  at  this  place  a  wide  field  for  his  zeal  and  inde- 
fatigable activity.  Every  Sunday  he  had  to  go  to  Des- 
monts, over  roads  sometimes  in  the  worst  condition, 
had  to  sing  two  High  Masses  and  preach  two  sermons. 
His  solid  and  eloquent  instructions,  his  interesting  ex- 
planations of  the  catechism,  his  eloquent  lectures, 
accompanied  by  verbal  instructions— delivered  every 
evening  during  Lent — and,  above  all,  the  irresistible 
charm  (aibion)  he  had  over  the  sick,  are  still  remem- 
bered. The  revolution  of  1830  broke  out;  Rev.  Father 
Migne,  however,  still  young  and  of  a  dauntless  charac- 
ter, did  not  flinch.  A  riot  took  place  during  the  pro- 
cession on  Corpus  Christ!  in  the  year  1831.  In  answer 
to  the  accusations  brought  against  him,  the  deau  of  Pui- 
seaux caused  a  pamphlet  of  400  pages  to  be  printed, 
treating  of  the  liberty  to  which  the  Catholic  Church 
is  entitled,  but  Monseigneur  de  Beauregard  prohibited 
its  further  publication.  In  the  meanwhile,  during  the 
year  1833,  great  numbers  were  st  ricken  by  the  cholera  in 
the  neighboring  parishes.  Father  Migne  reanimated  the 
confidence  of  his  flock  in  the  intercession  of  St.  Roch, 
and  Puiseaux  was  spared.  In  thanksgiving  therefor, 
the  dean  organized  a  great  pilgrimage,  on  which  oc- 
casion the  large  Church  of  Notre  Dame  de  Puiseaux 
could  not  hold  the  many  pilgrims  who  had  assembled 
from  seventeen  parishes  to  witness  the  new  inaugura- 
tion of  the  shrine  of  St.  Roch  ;  they  returned  thence 
in  procession,  in  the  best  of  order.  About  this  time  a 
copy  of  the  pamphlet  written  by  the  parish  priest  of 
Puiseaux  had  excited  the  attention  of  the  Minister  of 
Public  Worship,  who  wished  to  have  a  personal  in- 
terview with  him.  In  consequence  of  this  meeting, 
Father  Migne  resigned  the  charge  of  his  congrega- 
tion, and  set  out  for  Paris  to  establish  the  journal  IS  Uhi- 
vers  Catholique.  Having  thus  taken  the  field  in  the 
cause  of  the  Church,  the  Rev.  Editor  undertook  the 
publication  of  the  "Cours  Complet  cTEcriture  Sainte 
et  de  Theologie."  He  afterwards  started  his  Catholic 
printing-offices,  which  contributed  much  to  the  diffu- 
sion of  ecclesiastical  science  and  to  the  movement  for 
the  return  of  the  Anglican  Church  by  means  of  the 
study  of  the  Holy  Fathers.  Having  ceded  the  Univers, 
Father  Migne  founded  in  favor  of  his  brother,  Victor 
Migne,  the  Journal  des  Faits,  and  afterwards  La  Voix 
de  laVerite, — "  The  Voice  of  Truth", — succeeded  by  the 
ecclesiastical  review  La  Veritd. 

Father  Migne  was  called  the  "  Napoleon  of  the  Pro- 
spectus." His  style  was  that  of  a  man  of  conviction, 
with  nothing  but  a  simple  aim  in  view ;  detractors  were 
not  wanting,  but  he  received  many  encouragements 
from  a  great  number  of  Bishops,  and  at  the  Holy  See 


his  cause  was  effectually  sustained  by  the  Cardinals  de 
Villecour  and  Pitra;  the  Holy  Father  himself  vouch- 
safed on  different  occasions  to  take  an  interest  in  his 
works,  dissuading  him  from  certain  enterprises,  and 
giving  his  blessing  to  the  main  part  of  his  undertak- 
ings, which  have  been  a  real  service  to  the  Church. 
Father  Migne  had  been  always  devoted  to  the  cause  of 
Ultramontanism,  before  as  well  as  after  the  Vatican 
Council.  He  was  just  on  the  point  of  seeing  his  works 
completely  finished  when  a  terrible  fire  destroyed  his 
printing-offices.  The  great  anxiety  caused  by  this  dis- 
aster, and  the  lawsuits  in  consequence  thereof,  com- 
menced at  last  to  impair  a  temperament  of  much  en- 
ergy. The  privations  he  suffered  during  the  siege  of 
Paris,  the  terrible  crisis  of  the  Commune,  during  which 
hejvvas  arrested,  to  be  taken  to  La  Roquette,  but  was  af- 
terwards rescued  by  his  workmen;  at  last  the  inces- 
sant difficulties  which  prevented  the  completion  of  his 
works,  to  which  we  may  add  the  almost  complete  loss 
of  his  sight,  sufficed  to  show  that  the  last  years  of  this 
wonderful  man  received  the  perfection  of  the  cross. 

Father  Migne  was  always  possessed  of  an  ardent 
faith,  calling  himself  the  spoiled  child  of  Providence; 
and  his  charity  prompted  him  to  assist  not  only  his  un- 
happy confreres,  but  particularly  such  people  as  had 
most  injured  him.  He  refused  nearly  all  the  honora- 
ble distinctions  offered  him,  among  others  the  honor- 
ary canonry  of  Orleans,  although  he  had  always  had 
a  great  attachment  to  this  diocese  and  its  illustrious 
Bishop,  whose  subject  he  liked  to  be  called. 

This  good  priest  knew  not  what  repose  meant.  May 
the  Sovereign  Judge  reward  him  for  so  many  labors 
undertaken  in  behalf  of  the  Church,  and  also  for  the 
grand  project  he  hoped  to  realize  in  favor  of  the  Prop- 
agation of  the  Faith.  May  Almighty  God  fulfil  his  ar- 
dent desire  for  eternal  rest. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  November  12, 1875. 
DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — The  exultation  of  the 
Liberals  is  great  because  the  policy  of  the  state 
towards  the  Church  is  about  to  leave  the 
limits  of  moderation,  and  strike  out  positively. 
There  is  to  be  no  more  dallying  with  the  Church. 
She  has  been  tolerated  heretofore,  and  graciously 
permitted  to  emanate  her  own  definitions,  regu- 
late her  own  temporal  affairs  and  choose  and  ordain 
her  own  ministers.  But  the  State,  the 

OMNIPOTENT  STATE, 

is  about  to  assert  itself,  and  it  has  already  begun  to 
do  so  in  the  premonitory  speech  of  Minghetti. 
"  It  is  the  state  which  recognizes  and  determines 
the  rights  of  every  association  in  the  state,  conse- 
quently of  the  Church."  Therefore,  to  the  State 
must  hearing  be  given  and  not  to  the  Church,  and 
the  state  applies  to  itself  practically  the  words  of 
Christ  the  Lord:  "He  that  heareth  you,  heareth 
Me."  Which  is  to  say,  deference  is  paid  to  the 
state  in  the  obedience  which  is  given  to  the 
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Church.  For  since  it  is  the  state  that  permits  the 
Church  to  exist,  and  determines  her  prerogatives, 
one  of  which  is  that  she  shall  be  obeyed  (to  a  cer- 
tain extent),  it  is  the  state  that  is  hearkened  to  in 
effect.  Hence,  Miughetti  was  logical  when  he 
added  that  little  reservative  clause  to  his  declara- 
tion, "We  wish  the  Church  to  be  free" — "Yes,  but 
within  the  limits  which  shall  be  marked  out  by  the 
State."  It  is  very  like  the  case  of 

A   PRISONER  IN  HIS  CELL, 

who  is  informed  that  he  is  free  therein;  he  is  at 
liberty  to  pace  it  up  and  down,  across  and  athwart, 
to  rattle  his  chains,  to  gnash  his  teeth,  and  even 
give  utterance  to  his  feelings  in  the  choicest  im- 
precations. 

The  Church  is  within  the  State  as  a  prisoner 
•within  his  cell.  The  State  will  recognize  certain 
rights  and  prerogatives,  even  as  the  prison-code 
recognizes  certain  rights  and  prerogatives  in  the 
captive — say,  for  instance,  the  stifling  atmosphere 
of  his  cell,  the  few  truant  rays  of  light  that  may 
enter  there,  the  vermin,  the  dampness,  and  even  a 
quartern  loaf  and  some  water. 

Minghetti  said  that  the  grand  principle  which 
has  guided,  and  shall  continue  to  guide  the  Gov- 
ernment in  dealing  with  the  Church  is  the  separa- 
tion of  Church  and  State.  Doyouknow  what  this 
maxim  amounts  to  in  plain  logic?  The  annihila- 
tion (if  possible)  of  the  Church  by  the  State. 

It  is  said  that  in  the  United  States  we  have  the 
separation  of  Church  and  State,  and  that  our  civil 
liberty  is  perfect  on  that  account.  False.  We  have 
distinction,  not  separation.  Thus  the  Church  is  free 
in  the  United  States.  The  distinction  of  two  pow- 
ers does  not  exclude  the  existence  of  fundamental 
relations  betwee-n  both.  In  this  order,  the  Church 
recognizes  the  State,  the  State  the  Church.  The 
separation  of  two  powers,  according  to  the  system 
of  the  Liberals,  establishes,  on  the  contrary,  an  in- 
surmountable barrier  between  them.  For  the  State, 
the  Church  has  no  existence;  she  is  only  an  abstrac- 
tion. She  has  no  reality:  hence  no  constitution, 
hence  she  is  not  a  perfect  society.  The  Church, 
then,  being  but  an  abstraction,  and  having  no  real- 
ity, the  State  is  not  bound  to  reverence,  much  less 
practically  profess,  the  grand  truths  of  which  she 
proclaims  herself  the  depositary,  to  acknowledge 
her  hierarachy,  nor  respect  her  independence. 
From  all  this  it  follows  that  the  doctrines  of  the 
separatists  (Italy  is  a  separatist)  do  not  differ  in 
practice  from  those  of  csesarism.  Separatism  vi- 
olates the  rights  of  the  Church,  because  they  are 
not  presumed  to  exist;  cssarism,  because  it  re- 
gards the  Church  as  a  mere  dependence,  over 
which  it  exercises  supreme  authority.  Though 
Minghetti  professes  that  lie  is  guided  by  the  prin- 
ciples of  separation,  yet  his  speech  smacks  of  a 


cassarism  which  is  eminently  Teutonic.  He  has 
added  another  little  codicil  to  his  programme, 
which  is  pregnant  with  significance.  He  speaks 
of  establishing  the  laity  and  inferior  clergy  in  the 
enjoyment  of  their  rights.  The  whole  matter  is  to 
be  the  object  of  a  formal  law  to  be  proposed  to 
Parliament  this  winter.  I  fear  I  shall  have  to 
speak  of  it  anon  as  a  sad  consummation. 
But  Rome, 

CATHOLIC  ROME, 

is  not  downcast,  nor  troubled  with  fear.  She  is 
only  anxious  and  apprehensive  about  the  weak 
and  unstable.  The  Liberals  themselves  have  more 
misgivings  than  are  reconcilable  with  their  belief 
that  the  Church  is  only  an  abstraction,  or  a  de- 
pendency, it  is  all  one.  Yes,  she  is  an  abstraction, 
a  strange  abstraction,  for  she  withdraws  herself 
from  the  world  and  clings  to  her  Founder,  and  in 
this  sense  she  is  a  dependency  too.  She  is  an  ab- 
straction that  has  witnessed  the  fall  of  many  a 
blatant  reality. 

THE  SOVEREIGN  PONTIFF 

continues  to  be  well.  He  gives  receptions  daily, 
but  to  keep  a  record  of  all  is  not  altogether  to  my 
purpose.  On  the  evening  of  the  5th  inst.  he  ad- 
mitted to  the  honor  of  a  private  audience  Sir 
George  Broadbent,  Director  of  the  Catholic  Indus- 
trial Schools  of  Liverpool,  and  the  Rev.  W.  M. 
Byrne,  Pastor  of  St.  Michael's  Church  of  that  city, 
and  the  zealous  co-laborer  of  Mr.  Broadbent. 
His  Holiness  gave  them  every  encouragement  in 
their  labors,  for  nothing  is  dearer  to  his  heart 
than  the  education  of  youth.  He  gave  Holy 
Communion  to  both  of  them  on  the  morning  of 
the  6lh.  During  the  week,  he  gave  an  audience 
to  the  Franciscan  monks  who  used  to  occupy  the 
Convent  of  San  Francesco  in  Ilipa.  They  went 
to  thank  him  for  giving  them  a  house  to  shelter 
them  when  they  were  ejected  from  their  convent 
by  the  Government.  There  are  hundreds  of  poor 
religious  in  the  Eternal  City  who  are  indebted  to 
the  private  charity  of  the  Pope  for  the  roof  which 
covers  them.  His  villa  at  Castle  Gandolfo  is 
occupied  by  two  or  three  communities  of  Sisters 
who  were  banished  from  their  convents  in  Rome. 
Let  me  mention  here  that  many  of  the  Roman 
patricians  have  also  opened  asylums  for  these  poor 
persecuted  servants  of  God. 

On  the  7th  inst.  the  Church  of  the  Propaganda 
was  the  scene  of  the 

SOLEMN   CONSECRATION    OF  TWO  BISHOPS, 

one  of  the  Latin,  the  other  of  the  Greek  Rite. 
The  one  was  consecrated  Latin  Arciibishop  of  the 
Island  of  Naxos,  in  the  Grecian  Archipelago;  the 
other,  titular  Bishop  of  Dausura,  in  partibus,  and 
Pontifical  Deputy  to  the  Italo-Greeks  in  Calabria. 
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Mgr.  Zafflno  the  one,  Mgr.  Bugliari  the  other. 
The  ceremony  was  performed  by  Cardinal 
Franchi,  the  Prefect  of  the  Congregation  of  the 
Propaganda.  The  consecration  of  both  was  per- 
formed according  to  the  majestic  ritual  of  the 
Latin  Church ;  and  it  was  only  when  the  episco- 
pal benediction  was  about  to  be  given  that  the 
Greek  Bishop  donned  the  crown  and  mantle 
peculiar  to  his  rite.  He  also  made  his  profession 
of  faith  in  Greek,  according  to  the  formula  pre- 
scribed by  Gregory  XIII  after  the  Council  of 
Florence. 

Garibaldi  is  interesting  himself  in  the  insur- 
gents o^Herzegovine.  He  writes  to  a  friend  in 
Trieste :  "  While  there  is  an  insurgent  in  Her/e- 
govine,  we  must  help  him.  I  hope  that  Lubi- 
bratic  and  his  companions  will  hold  out  until 
spring.  Meanwhile  they  must  do  their  best.  Tell 
those  brave  fellows  of  Montenegro  that  the  whole 
world  is  admiring  their  heroism.  Salute  them 
all.  Always  yours,  G.  GARIBALDI."  It  seems  as 
if  he  writes  these  letters  only  to  keep  us  aware  of 
the  fact  of  his  existence.  No  one  speaks  of  him 
here.  All  that  is  said  of  him  is  said  by  himself. 
He  was  called  the  "  Christ "  of  Rome  hardly  a 
year  ago. 

The  Italian  Government  is  negotiating  with 
England  for  the  purchase  of  the  Island  of  St.  Hel- 
ena. It  is  intended  as  a  place  of  detention  for  cap- 
tives. It  is  a  wise  and  provident  measure.  The 
thieves  and  assassins  of  Italy  all  remain  in  the 
land,  the  king  among  the  rest.  His  place  is  in  St. 
Helena.  A  prouder  and  more  powerful  monarch 
breathed  his  last  there.  He  fell  asleep  tranquilly 
enough  for  a  man  who  had  seen  so  much,  and  done 
so  much,  be  it  good  or  evil  I  shall  not  say.  But  he 
did  one  good  act  in  St.  Helena,  which  gladdened 
the  angels  in  heaven,  when  he  prepared  the  little 
daughter  of  a  French  officer  who  was  with  him, 
for  her  First  Communion.  He  is  said  to  have  ut- 
tered these  words  on  the  morning  of  the  girl's 
Communion:  "I  was  never  so  happy."  He  died 
soon  after.  Some  one  ought  to  establish  a  school 
of  history  for  the  especial  behoof  of  living  crowned 
heads.  They  forget  how  their  predecessors,  rob- 
bers, passed  away.  The  king  of  Italy  evidently 
does  not  give  much  attention  to  the  past.  The 
present  is  his  enjoyment.  Another  robbery  of 
Church  property  will  be  effected  on  the  16th,  and 
sold  at  public  auction.  320,850  francs  is  the  legal 
estimate  of  the  lot.  ARTHUR. 


MISTRUST  of  one's  self  is  very  good,  provided  it 
goes  apace  with  confidence  in  God;  and  the  more 
we  advance  in  the  latter  the  more  we  gain  of  the 
former.  A  desponding  humility  is  a  false  humil- 
ity.— St.  Francis  of  Sales. 


Catholic  Notes. 

— — A  Catholic  daily  paper  will  be  started  in  Dublin 
at  the  beginning  of  the  new  year. 

Several  million  francs  are  to  be  expended  in 

repairing  the  venerable  Cathedral  of  Rheims. 

Edward  Healy  Thompson,  M.  A.,  the  author  of 

the  admirable  biographies  of  St.  Aloysius,  St.  Stanis- 
las, and  Blessed  Berchmans,  is  preparing  a  life  of 
Columbus.  It  will  be  published  in  England  by  Burns 
&  Gates. 

A  pilgrimage,  consisting  of  20,00  men  from  the 

diocese  of  Tarbes,  lately  visited  Lourdes. 

Cardinal  Grasselini,  who  died  lately  at  Rome, 

left  a  manuscript  History  of  the  Popes. 

Sister  Catherine,  who  was  establishing  a 

House  of  the  Good  Shepherd  in  Memphis,  died  of 
typhoid  fever,  last  Monday. 

The  AVE  MABIA  for  1876  will  have  some  special 

attractions,  for  a  notice  of  which  we  refer  to  the  pros- 
pectus on  the  3rd  page  of  the  cover. 

During  the  last  two  weeks  the  Benedictine  Abbot 

of  St.  Meinrad's,  Dr.  Martin,  has  been  engaged  in  giv- 
ing a  most  successful  mission  in  the  Church  of  the 
Mother  of  God,  Covington,  Ky. 

Father  Dam  en,  S.  J.,  lectured  at  St.  Mary's 

Church,  Chicago,  last  Sunday,  on  "  The  Trials  and  Tri- 
umphs of  the  Church."  The  Rev.  Father's  oratorical 
powers  are  well  known,  and  everywhere  admired. 

We  have  received  a  Belgian  paper  containing 

the  funeral  sermon  delivered  at  the  obsequies  of  the 
late  Mother  Superior  General  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre 
Dame.  We  shall  give  it  a  place  in  our  next  number. 

From  the  well  known  Music  Publisher,  H.  S. 

Stedman,  36  E.  Washington  St.,  Indianapolis,  Ind., 
we  have  received  a  new  song  and  chorus,  entitled 
«' Our  Little  Darling's  Grave,"  by  Westendorf."  Price, 
35  cents. 

Our  thanks  are  due  to  Mr.  Patrick  Donahoe,  of 

Boston,  for  a  very  handsome,  and  we  are  told  by  one 
at  our  side  who  has  lived  in  Rome,  a  faithful,  steel- 
engraving  of  the  Holy  Father.  We  prefer  this  to 
almost  any  likeness  of  the  Pope  we  have  seen. 

Please  notice  on  the  cover,  with  the  address,  the 

date  of  expiration  of  subscription.  All  whose  subscrip- 
tions are  about  to  expire,  or  have  expired,  will  confer 
a  favor  by  renewing  at  once,  or  by  notifying  us  of  their 
desire.  Particular  attention  is  requested  to  this  notice. 

Some  of  our  readers  have  the  pious  practice  of 

recommending  their  deceased  friends  and  relatives  to 
the  prayers  of  the  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  We  recommend  all  to  do  so,  and  we 
shall  be  glad  to  attend  to  such  requests.  Those  who 
are  members  of  the  Association  would  do  well  to  ad- 
dress the  Director,  Rev.  A.  Granger. 

Among  the  books  plundered  from  the  sup- 
pressed religious  corporations  and  recently  sold  in 
Florence  by  order  of  the  Government  as  waste  paper, 
were  the  "Annals  of  Baronius,"  a  rare  edition  of  the 
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works  of  Scotus,  and  other  works  of  the  same  class, 
whose  literary  and  commercial  value  seems  unknown 
to  the  Ministers  of  Victor  Emmanuel. 

We  regret  to  announce  to  our  readers,  says  the 

N.  T.  Tablet,  the  dangerous  illness  of  Mr.  Charles 
O'Conor.  Mr.  O'Conor  was  prostrated  on  Friday 
morning  by  a  severe  attack  of  an  old  gastric  disorder. 
He  was  visited  Friday  night,  and  again  on  Saturday 
morning,  by  his  Eminence  Cardinal  McCloskey,  who 
administered  to  him  the  Sacraments.  Mr.  O'Conor 
was  prayed  for  last  Sunday  in  all  our  churches  in  the 
city. 

On  "Thanksgiving  Day"  the  corner  stone  of  a 

new  Catholic  church  was  laid  in  Lexington,  Mass. 
The  site  is  directly  opposite  the  monument  erected  in 
honor  of  the  first  martyrs  of  the  Revolution  who  were 
shot  by  the  British  soldiers  in  April,  1775.  The  cor- 
ner stone  contains  some  fragments  of  the  walls  of  the 
Holy  House  of  Nazareth,  and  particles  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre  and  of  the  Sacred  Cradle  at  Bethlehem. 
The  church  is  dedicated  to  St.  Bridget. 

The  Western  Watchman,  of  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  says : 

"  About  fifteen  years  ago  there  were  thirteen  Prot- 
estant churches  in  a  single  district,  where  there  is  not 
one  to  be  found  at  present.  One  has  been  converted 
into  a  money-loan  office,  another  into  a  third-class 
theatre,  and  a  third  has  become  an  auction  mart;  a 
fourth  is  a  second  hand  furniture  store,  a  fifth  has 
been  broken  up,  and  a  sixth  was  purchased  by  Italian 
Catholics." 

Sir  Edward  Thornton,  the  umpire  in  the  United 

States  and  Mexican  Claims  Commission,  rendered  a 
decision,  at  Washington,  on  November  12th,  in  the 
case  of  the  Catholic  Church,  represented  by  Thaddeus 
Amat,  Bishop  of  Monterey,  and  Joseph  Alemany, 
Archbishop  of  San  Francisco,  vs.  Mexico,  popularly 
known  as  the  Pious  Fund  Case.  The  amount  awarded 
to  the  claimants  is  probably  the  largest  ever  made  in 
any  single  case  in  Washington,  being  $1,000,000. 

In  a  correspondence  addressed  from  Osnabruck 

to  the  Germania,  it  is  stated  that  the  Sisters  of  the 
Order  of  Perpetual  Adoration,  in  that  city,  had  re- 
ceived orders  to  leave  their  convent  before  the  30th 
of  October.  On  this  the  correspondent  brings  to 
mind  the  visit  paid  to  these  Sisters  by  King  George  of 
Hanover,  in  1863.  The  Bishop  of  Osnabruck  in  in- 
troducing the  Superioress  to  the  king,  said:  "These, 
sire,  are  the  sentinels  of  the  King  of  kings,  who,  day 
and  night  pray  for  your  Majesty."  The  king  and 
queen,  with  great  emotion,  taking  the  hand  of  the 
Superioress,  recommended  themselves  to  their  pray- 
ers. How  wonderfully  times  have  changed! 

A  cable  telegram  from  Vienna,  under  date  of  the 

24th  ult.,  announces  the  death  of  his  Eminence  Joseph 
Othmar  da  Rauscher,  Cardinal-Prince-Archbishop  of 
the  Austrian  capital.  He  was  seventy-eight  years  of 
age,  having  been  born  in  Vienna  on  the  6th  of  Octo- 
ber,  in  the  year  1797.  He  was  created  Archbishop  of 
Vienna,  and  was  elevated  to  the  purple  on  the  17th  of 
December,  in  the  year  1855.  Cardinal  Rauscher  was 
a  very  distinguished  member  of  the  Sacred  College, 
and  was  regarded  in  many  quarters  as  likely  to  suc- 


ceed to  the  Papal  Chair  had  he  outlived  His  Holiness 
Pius  IX.  He  was  distinguished  for  his  great  piety 
and  learning,  and  was  at  all  times  regarded  with 
much  favor  and  no  little  degree  of  pride  by  the 
people  of  Germany,  North  and  South. 

A  Protestant  lawyer,  writing  to  a  Rev.  friend  of 

ours,  says:  "Dear  Sir: — ....  I  need  no  argument,  how- 
ever to  convince  my  mind  that  the  Catholic  Church  was 
the  true  Christian  Church,  as,  since  the  beginning  of 
the  war,  I  have,  unaided  by  any  instruction,  constantly 
discussed  to  myself  the  truth  of  that  proposition. 
"By  their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them"  has  been  to 
me  the  continual  and  overwhelming  proof.  All 
other  denominations,  I  have  not  failed  to  observe,  are 
only  theoretical  in  their  charities;  the  Catholic  alone 
being  practical  as  well  as  theoretical.  Raised  a  Prot- 
estant, I  discovered  at  16  years  of  age  that  all  Prot- 
estant Churches  are  as  "whited  sepulchres,"  and  in 
my  disgust  became  what  is  called  an  "infidel,"  and 
my  mind  still  labors  under  the  shadow  of  unbelief. 
Could  I  believe  in  the  divinity  of  Christ,  I  would  be  a 
Catholic.  I  have  tried  to  exercise  that  faith,  but  my 
reason  will  rebel  against  the  inclinations  of  my  heart. 
Still  I  love  your  Church  and  her  charities,  and  want 
to  educate  my  children  as  Catholics." 

—The  following  notice  of  the  death  of  Father 
Gonzales,  of  Santa  Barbara,  is  translated  from  the  Los 
Angeles  Cronica:  Fra  Jose  Marie  de  Jesus  died  at 
Santa  Barbara,  November  3,  1875.  He  was  born  at 
Guadalajara,  Mexico,  on  the  21st  of  August,  1803.  In 
1820  he  completed  his  philosophical  studies  in  hia 
native  city.  After  rapid  promotions  in  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal world,  he  was  called  as  a  missionary  to  the  Cali- 
fornias  in  1852,  and  was  that  year  assigned  to  the 
Mission  of  San  Jose".  In  1839  he  was  created  Vice. 
Commissioner  and  President  of  Upper  California. 
In  1846  he  was  named  Vicar-Capitular  of  the  diocese 
of  the  twoCalifornias  and  Oregon,  and  in  1847  had  the 
additional  honor  of  being  appointed  to  fill  the  vacancy 
caused  by  the  death  of  Bishop  Garcia  Diego.  In  1852 
he  was  newly  confirmed  as  Vicar-General  of  Califor- 
nia, which  office  he  held  until  1858.  In  1855  he  was 
named  the  Guardian  of  the  Apostolical  College  of  Our 
Lady  of  Gaudalupe  of  Zacatecas,  Mexico.  In  1858  he 
was  made  President  of  the  Apostolical  College  of 
Santa  Barbara,  which  position  he  held  until  1872, 
when  he  asked  to  be  relieved.  Five  months  after  re- 
signing the  Presidency  de  facto,  he  had  his  first  attack 
of  paralysis,  from  which  he  died. 


New  Publications. 

It  consoles  us  for  the  loss  of  Brownsori'g  Re- 
view to  know  that  a  new  American  Catholic  Re- 
view is  to  be  started  in  January.  It  will  be  a  quar- 
terly, and  is  to  be  under  the  editorial  management 
of  the  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Corcoran,  a  gentleman  of  rare 
literary  abilities.  A  staff  of  able  contributors, 
among  whom  we  are  pleased  to  notice  the  names 
of  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Lynch  of  Charleston,  Dr. 
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Brownson,  Rt.  Rev.  J.  O'Connor,  D.  D.,  Rev.  Dr. 
McGlynn,  Rev.  J.  V.  O'Conor,  and  George  Dering 
Wolff;  and  judging  from  the  enthus  stic  way 
in  which  the  project  has  been  greeted  every- 
where, we  have  no  hesitancy  in  predicting  its 
success.  Messrs.  Hardy  &  Mahony,  the  pub- 
lishers of  ihe  Catholic  Standard,  one  of  our  best 
American  Catholic  newspapers,  and  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  a  popular  magazine,  will  also  publish  the 
new  Review. 

The  Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  De- 
cember is  received;  it  contains:  I,  Devotion  to  the 
Sacred  Heart;  II,  St.  Febronia ;  III,  The  Acolyte; 
IV,  The  Popes  in  Exile;  V,  Account  of  a  Miracu- 
lous Cure;  VI,  A  Few  Words  on  the  Greatness  of 
Little  Things;  VII,  Christopher  Columbus;  VIII, 
Princess  Amelia  Gallitzin ;  IX,  General  Intention ; 
X,  Graces  Obtained. 

VICTIMS  OF  THE  MAMERTINE.  By  the  author  of  "  Mar- 
tyrs of  the  Coliseum."  New  York:  D.  <fc  J.  Sadlier 
&Co. 

There  can  be  no  more  appropriate  holiday-gift 
than  a  good  book,  and  we  know  of  few  more  likely 
to  please  or  more  sure  to  profit  the  reader  than  the 
"Victims  of  the  Mamertine."  To  those  who  have 
read  the  "  Martyrs  of  the  Coliseum  "  the  simple  an- 
nouncement of  a  new  volume  by  the  same  author 
will  be  enough;  to  those  who  have  not  read  this 
admirable  book  we  have  only  to  say  that  they  have 
a  rare  pleasure  in  store  for  them.  There  is  a  great 
need,  we  think,  of  books  like  these;  they  enliven 
our  faith  and  impress  on  the  mind  indelible  pic- 
tures of  holiness  which  cannot  but  influence  the 
lives  of  those  who  read  them.  Catholic  parents 
are  often  heard  to  enquire  for  books  instructive 
and  at  the  same  time  entertaining.  The  volumes 
we  have  mentioned  possess  these  qualities  in  an 
eminent  degree,  and  they  are  made  as  attractive  as 
possible  exteriorly. 


Obituary. 

Miss   MARGARET   HYNES,  a  subscriber  to  the 

AYE  MARIA,  happily  departed  this  life  on  the  22nd  of 
November,  in  the  81st  year  of  her  age,  after  living  a 
good  Christian  life. 

We  have  to  chronicle  the  death  of  another  kind 

friend  who  was  a  life  subscriber — MRS.  P.  BREEN, 
of  San  Juan,  California.  The  prayers  of  the  readers 
of  the  AVE  MARIA  are  requested  in  her  behalf. 

MR.  FRANCIS  LA  VERY,  a  most  estimable  young 

man,  died  at  San  Francisco,  Cal.,  on  the  22nd  of  last 
month.  His  death,  like  his  life,  was  edifying  to  ail, 
and  he  is  mourned  by  a  large  circle  of  devoted  friends. 
We  commend  him  to  the  charitable  prayers  of  our 
readers.  Requiescant  in  pace. 


Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM  THE  21ST  TO  THE  27TH  DAY  OF  NOVEMBER. 

Number  of  letters  received,  one  hundred  and  five; 
members  enrolled  in  the  Association  of  Our  Liich  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  one  hundred  and  two;  in  the  Arch- 
confrateruity  of  Our  Lady  ot  Lourdes,  ten. 

The  following  intentions  have  been  recommended 
to  our  prayers:  For  recovery  of  health,  one  hundred 
and  fifteen  ;  conversion,  fifty-six  persons,  six  families; 
perseverance  and  preservation  from  spiritual  dangers, 
twenty-four;  particular  intentions  for  sixty-four  in- 
dividuals, nineteen  families,  five  communities,  six 
congregations,  two  schools;  The  return  to  the  faith 
of  several  persons  married  to  non-Catholics,  and  the 
bringing  up  of  their  children  in  our  holy  religion, — 
The  restoration  of  peace  in  several  families, — The  con- 
version of  several  families  to  the  faith, — The  conver- 
sion of  sinners  in  two  congregations, — Reformation  for 
a  certain  portion  of  a  parish— The  dying-out  of  a 
scandal — More  school  room  for  Catholic  children  in 
several  parishes — The  gaining  fully  the  indulgence 
of  the  Jubilee  by  certain  persons — Resources  and  sit- 
uations for  several  persons  and  families — Also  re- 
sources for  several  communities  and  parishes,  to  pay 
debts. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 
ceived during  the  week:  "I  thank  our  Blessed  Mother 
for  a  great  favor,  the  conversion  of  one  for  a  long 
time  neglectful  of  his  duties.  I  thank  her  also  for 
other  favors."  .  .  .  "My  mother  had  a  sore  eye,  and 
one  day  it  became  very  much  inflamed;  she  applied 
the  blessed  water  and  it  suddenly  became  as  well  as 
ever.  A  neighboring  man  was  very  sick  with  cramps 
and  cholera  m  or  bus — we  gave  him  a  few  drops  of  the 
blessed  water  and  he  is  now  as  well  as  ever."  .  .  . 
"My  boy,  sixteen  years  old,  had  a  very  hard  cough, 
caused  by  takiug  cold  after  a  fall  into  the  water;  he 
had  also  a  very  sore  hand.  In  both  cases  I  applied 
successfully  the  water  of  Lourdes.  His  hand  is  now 
as  well  as  ever,  and  the  cough  lias  entirely  ceased."  .  . . 
"The  blessed  water  you  scut  me  last  December  has 
brought  cftmfort  and  pleasure  into  my  family:  I 
thank  God  that  a  near  relative  whom  I  recommended 
to  your  prayers  has  changed  for  the  better.  Before  I 
got  the  blessed  water  he  was  day  and  night  in  the 
saloons.  The  water  gave  also  much  relief  to  my  sis- 
ter-iu-law  and  my  niece  ;  the  latter  was  sick  with 
heart-disease."  .  .  .  "Begging  a  continuance  of  pray- 
ers for  the  same  old  gentleman,  also  return  thanks, 
please,  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  the  almost 
entire  restoration  of  his  mind,  he  being  more  saue  at 
present  than  for  the  past  ten  years."  .  .  .  An  Associ- 
ate desires  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving,  her  son  having 
got  employment. 

OBITUARY. 

The  prayers  of  the  faithful  are  requested  in  be- 
half of  the  following  deceased  persons:  MRS.  ROSAXNA 
GIBSON,  of  Philadelphia,  Pa.  MRS.  M.  CARR,  of 
Pittsburgh,  Pa.  Miss  ANN  HANNAN,  of  Galesburg, 
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111.    Also  two  persons  whose  names  are  not  given. 
May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


The  Martyr  Child.  * 


CHAPTER  III. 

It  was  just  the  end  of  Benediction ;  Vespers  and 
Compline  had  been  sung,  the  fragrance  of  the 
incense  filled  the  little  chapel,  the  tapers  gleamed 
like  stars  upon  the  altar,  the  priest  had  pro- 
nounced the  blessing,  when  all  at  once  a  violent 
tumult  was  heard  outside  the  convent  walls.  A 
terrified  lay-Sister  rushed  into  the  chapel,  and, 
running  up  to  the  Superioress,  cried:  "They  are 
come,  Rev.  Mother;  the  soldiers  are  here."  A 
cry  of  dismay  rang  through  the  place.  The  Rev. 
Mother,  with  a  pale  but  calm  face,  said: 

"Delay  opening  the  outer  gates  as  long  as  you 
can." 

She  went  quickly  to  the  altar,  and,  by  the  aid  of 
the  Sisters  and  the  Priest,  the  sacred  vessels  were 
nearly  all  deposited  in  their  hiding-place  before 
she  was  summoned  to  the  command ing-ofBcer's 
presence. 

Sister  Frances  disappeared  down  the  dark  vault 
with  the  last  part  of  her  precious  burden  as  the 
heavy,  clanging  steps  of  the  soldiers  were  heard 
coming  towards  the  chapel.  The  Rev.  Mother 
had  time  to  whisper  to  her:  "Do  not  fail  to  let  me 
know  when  all  is  finished,  and  send  me  the  key," 
when  she  went  to  confront  the  men  who  were 
thirsting  for  plunder. 

"We  hear  you  have  some  valuable  treasures, 
Madam,"  said  the  officer.  "  We  do  not  want  any 
trouble ;  give  them  up  quietly,  and  no  harm  will 
be  done." 

"  By  whose  authority  ?  "  said  the  Rev.  Mother. 

"By  that  of  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  King.  We 
have  ridden  hard,  for  money  is  wanted ;  and  that 
golden  treasury  of  yours  must  be  changed  into 
coin  of  the  realm.  Lead  the  way,  if  you  please,  to 
the  chapel  and  the  sacristy ;  let  us  see  what  we  can. 
find." 

With  a  din  and  uproar  indescribable,  the  unruly 
band  entered  the  chapel,  where  so  lately  the  bless- 
ing of  Jesus  had  been  pronounced.  At  one  glance 
they  saw  the  altar  had  been  stripped.  Rage  and 
fury  seized  upon  them. 

"Fly,  my  Sisters,"  said  Rev.  Mother,  "  and  save 
yourselves." 

*  From  "ANGELS'  VISIST,"  by  the  Author  of  "Tales 
from  the  Diary  of  a  Sister  of  Mercy." 


Some  were  caught,  and  killed  in  the  cloisters; 
some  found  refuge  in  the  neighboring  houses; 
others  were  wounded,  and  left  to  the  mercy  of  the 
ruffians.  The  Superioress  remained  firm;  they 
dragged  her  from  the  church,  to  make  her  show 
them  all  the  rooms  where  they  thought  it  likely 
the  treasure  might  be  hidden.  The  soldiers  all 
followed;  no  one  remained  in  the  chapel  save 
little  Katrine,  who,  with  pale  cheeks  and  quiver- 
ing lips,  had  watched  the  frightful  scene.  She 
clung  to  the  altar-rails,  and  no  one  had  noticed 
her. 

As  soon  as  the  last  footsteps  died  away,  Sister 
Frances  came  out  of  the  vault.  She  saw  the 
little  child,  and  ran  to  her. 

"Katrine,"  she  said,  "I  am  so  glad  you  are 
here.  I  have  heard  all  that  has  passed.  I  am 
quite  sure  those  men  will  not  let  me  speak  to  our 
Mother  again.  Will  you  take  this  little  key,  and 
tell  her  all  is  well;  if  they  kill  her,  they  will  not 
hurt  you.  Keep  the  key,  then,  and  give  it  to 
some  good  priest; — Father  Cuthbert,  or  our  own 
Father,  if  he  be  still  alive." 

"I  will,"  said  Katrine. 

"Hide  it  here,"  said  the  Sister,  "in  your  dress; 
mind  no  one  sees  it." 

After  a  time  of  dreadful  suspense,  the  soldiers 
returned,  forcing  the  Rev.  Mother  with  them. 
They  saw  the  entrance  to  the  vaults;  and,  with  a 
shout  of  triumph,  lighted  their  torches  and  went 
down. 

They  found  nothing  there.  Their  fury  became 
ungovernable,  and  after  in  vain  interrogating  the 
Rev.  Mother,  one  of  the  troop  struck  her  down  with 
a  fearful  blow.  She  fell  on  the  threshold  of  the 
little  chapel  she  had  so  long  loved. 

Sister  Frances  took  the  trembling  child  into  her 
arms.  She  thought  it  possible  they  might  escape 
together. 

"Sister,"  whispered  Katrine,  "tell  me  what  key 
this  is." 

"  It  is  the  key  of  the  hiding-place  where  we  have 
put  all  the  sacred  vessels  and  holy  things.  Dear 
child,  you  had  better,  perhaps,  return  it  to  me." 

"Please,  dear  Sister,  let  me  keep  it;  they  will 
not  think  of  searching  me." 

The  soldiers  returned,  resolved  to  pull  the  whole 
place  down  in  order  to  find  their  booty.  With 
many  dreadful  oaths  and  curses  they  assailed  the 
Sister  and  the  child,  who  answered  not  a  word. 

One  of  the  men,  a  little  less  brutal  than  the  rest, 
pushed  the  good  nun  out  of  the  chapel,  and  bade 
her  go  while  she  had  time,  for  they  would  burn  the 
place  down. 

"The  child!"  she  cried,  "give  me  the  child!" 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  they  noticed  the  little 
one. 
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"Holloa,"  said  one,  "we  may  discover  some- 
thing now,"  and  he  raised  the  child  in  his  rough 
arms. 

"  I  say,  my  little  one,"  he  began,  "  do  you  know 
where  they  have  hidden  all  those  precious  things  ?" 

"Put  her  down,"  said  another,  "what  should  a 
child  like  that  know?" 

"Let  me  tell  you,  comrade,  children  often 
know  a  great  deal ;  little  eyes  are  very  sharp." 

"We  did  not  come  here  to  make  war  upon 
children,"  said  a  third.  "Put  her  down." 

"  I  shall  not.  Do  you  know  where  the  Rev. 
Mother  hid  all  her  fine  things?  "  he  continued. 

"  Shall  you  make  me  a  martyr  like  St.  Agnes 
if  I  do  not  tell  you?"  asked  the  child,  without 
any  sign  of  fear. 

"Then  you  do  know,"  shouted  the  man  in 
triumph.  "  I  say,  captain,  this  child  knows 
something." 

The  captain,  a  fierce,  dark-looking  man,  came 
up  to  them. 

"  Do  you  know  where  these  things  are  hidden  ?" 
he  said,  with  a  savage  oath. 

Katrine  made  no  answer.  He  shook  her  vio- 
lently, and,  as  he  did  so,  the  key  fell  from  her  dress. 

Sister  Frances  made  a  step  towards  her,  but  the 
soldiers  thrust  her  back,  and  closed  the  door. 
Katrine  stood  like  a  meek,  defenceless  lamb  before 
her  cruel  enemies. 

" Now,"  said  the  captain,  fiercely,  "no  nonsense ; 
tell  me  what  key  this  is?" 

"I  cannot,"  said  Katrine. 

"You  shall.  If  we  return  empty-handed  we 
shall  be  disgraced.  I  know  there  are  rich  treasures 
here,  and  I  will  have  them.  If  you  do  not  tell  me 
what  key  this  is,  and  show  me  to  what  door  it  be- 
longs, you  shall  be  killed." 

She  clasped  her  little  hands.  She  looked  so  fair 
and  gentle,  standing  there  in  the  midst  of  those 
dark  soldiers,  that  the  man's  heart,  in  spite  of  him- 
self, was  touched. 

"Now,'.'  he  said,  "decide  quickly;  will  you  tell 
me  about  the  key  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Katrine,  firmly. 

"  If  you  will,  I  will  take  you  to  London,  and  the 
King  will  give  you  money  and  everything  that  can 
make  you  happy.  If  you  do  not,  I  will  throw  you 
in  that  dark  vault,  and  there  you  shall  die." 

The  child's  lips  turned  white;  but  her  little 
voice  did  not  falter  as  she  said:  "  I  will  not,  if  you 
kill  me  twice  over." 

Out  of  himself  with  rage,  the  ruffian  struck  her 
a  violent  blow  over  the  head;  and  as  the  child 
fell,  her  temple  struck  against  the  sharp  corner  of 
one  of  the  benches.  It  was  a  violent  blow;  it 
opened  the  gate  of  heaven  to  Katrine,  and  gave 
her  a  martyr's  crown. 


The  men,  savage  as  they  were,  turned  away 
from  the  pitiful  sight  of  that  murdered  child. 
One  took  the  key  from  the  little  hand,  which 
clasped  it  tightly;  another  raised  the  head,  and 
placed  a  cushion  underneath  it.  They  murmured 
amongst  themselves,  for  they  thought  it  a  cruel 
deed  to  take  that  young  life. 

"Come,  my  men,"  said  the  captain,  "I  was 
rather  too  rough,  certainly.  But  the  mischief  is 
done;  let  us  see  if  we  can  find  the  door  that  this 
key  opens.  Here  you,"  he  said  roughly  to  Sister 
Frances,  "  go  inside,  and  see  if  you  can  help  that 
child." 

The  Sister,  who  was  weeping  bitterly,  entered. 
She  sat  down,  and,  taking  Katrine  in  her  arms, 
pillowed  the  little  head  upon  her  kind  heart. 

"My  child,  my  darling,"  she  cried,  "I  have 
done  this.  I  ought  not  to  have  given  you  the 
key;  bull  did  it  for  the  best.  I  never  thought 
they  would  touch  you." 

The  dying  eyes  opened  slowly. 

"Dearest  Sister,  I  am  so  glad.  It  is  all  over 
now,  and  I  shall  soon  be  with  our  Lord  in 
heaven." 

"Yes,  my  darling,  you  will  indeed.  You  are 
a  true  martyr.  You  have  died  for  the  honor  of 
Jesus.  I  envy  your  fate." 

A  loving  smile  lit  up  the  sweet  face;  the  lips 
murmured  the  sacred  names  of  "  JESTJS  "  and 
"  MARY"  ;  and  before  Sister  Frances  could  speak 
again,  the  loving  soul  had  gone  home.  Holding 
that  dead  child  in  her  arms,  Sister  Frances  made 
her  escape.  She  found  refuge  in  the  house  of  a 
Catholic  widow  lady,  who  lived  near  the  convent. 

Not  even  her  own  mother  could  have  mourned 
for  Katrine  more  than  did  the  good  Sister.  She 
washed  the  blood  from  those  golden  curls  Lady  de 
Veie  had  loved  so  much.  She  crossed  the  little 
white  hands  on  the  breast:  she  placed  a  lily  be- 
tween them ;  and  then  they  laid  the  little  martyr 
into  her  grave. 

Years  afterwards,  when  those  of  the  nuns  who 
had  escaped  the  persecution  met  in  one  of  their 
houses  abroad,  they  spoke  of  nothing  so  much  or 
so  lovingly  as  of  their  dear  "  Convent  Child." 


THAT  holy  youth  and  devout  ornament  of  the 
blessed  Society  of  Jesus,  the  Blessed  John  Berch- 
mans,  was  a  boy  of  few  words,  and  so  con- 
siderate in  what  he  said,  that  there  never  was 
heard  to  proceed  from  his  mouth  an  idle  word, 
or  one  coutary  to  the  rules  of  his  order,  and  that 
was  not  either  necessary  or  useful,  or  directed 
to  some  good  end:  so  that  being  once  asked  by  a 
schoolfellow  how  he  managed  never  to  sin  in  speak- 
ing, he  answered  thus:  "  I  never  say  anything  that 
I  have  not  first  well  thought  over  and  recom- 
mended to  God,  in  order  never  to  say  anything 
that  may  displease  Him." 
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Our  Lady  of  La  Salette.— (No.  4.) 

THE    TWO    SHEPHERDS    AFTER    THE    APPARITION. 

Towards  sunset  on  the  19th  of  September,  the 
two  children  collected  their  herds  and  left  the 
mountain.  They  arrived  at  Ablandens  about  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  related  to  their  mas- 
ters what  they  had  seen.  On  hearing  their  narra- 
tion the  good  old  mother  of  Jean  Baptiste  Pra 
shed  tears,  and  said  to  one  of  her  sons:  "After 
this  we  must  work  no  more  on  Sundays!"  The 
marvellous  news  spread  from  neighbor  to  neigh- 
bor through  the  whole  hamlet.  The  two  shep- 
herds were  questioned  until  a  late  hour  of  the 
night  Some  believed  their  narrative;  the  ma- 
jority were  still  doubtful ;  but  all  were  struck  at 
hearing  these  two  shepherds,  so  ignorant,  repeat 
in  French  part  of  the  discourse  which  they  said 
they  had  heard.  To  all  it  appeared  a  matter  of 
moment,  and  the  children  were  counselled  to  relate 
it  next  day  to  the  Cure. 

On  Sunday,  the  20th  of  September,  then,  before 
Mass,  Maximin  and  Melanie  went  to  the  pastor's 
house.  The  Abbe  Jacques  Perrin,  an  aged  priest, 
was  at  that  time  the  cure  of  La  Salette.  He 
kindly  received  and  questioned  the  young  shep- 
herds, whom  he  then  saw  for  the  first  time;  and, 
having  heard  their  story,  "My  children,"  said 
he,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  "how  happy  are  you! 
you  have  seen  the  Blessed  Virgin  ! "  The  parochial 
Mass  was  celebrated  at  nine  o'clock.  The  Abbe 
Perrin  took  for  the  subject  of  his  sermon  the 
narrative  of  the  two  shepherds.  His  voice  was 
broken  by  sobs,  and  many  of  his  parishioners 
failed  to  hear  him;  after  Mass  each  one  asked 
him  what  had  happened. 

The  morning  of  the  same  daj',  Pierre  Selme, 
whose  herdsman  was  now  well  again,  took  Max- 
imiu.  back  to  his  father,  as  he  no  longer  needed 
him. 

The   Mayor  of  La  Salette,  M.  Peytard,  a  con- 


scientious and  intelligent  man,  after  eating  his 
dinner  went  to  Ablandens  to  see  Melanie.  He 
used  by  turns  severity  and  gentleness,  to  dissuade 
her  from  again  relating  a  story  which  was  causing 
so  much  excitement.  But  Melanie  was  equally 
unmoved  either  by  his  threats  or  promises,  and 
with  a  curtness  which  astonished  M.  Peytard,  she 
replied:  "Nothing  on  earth  shall  hinder  me  from 
telling  what  I  have  seen  and  heard."  Meanwhile 
Maximin,  on  his  return  to  Corps,  had  related  the 
marvellous  vision  to  the  crowd  that  pressed 
around  him.  Thenceforward  the  two  children 
were  daily  questioned  by  numerous  visitors,  led 
to  them  either  by  piety  or  curiosity.  At  first 
their  testimony  was  not  received  by  every  one. 
The  human  mind  is  loth  to  receive  what  imposes 
a  duty  to  fulfil.  But  soon,  however,  the  clouds  of 
doubt  were  dispersed.  Hesitation  vanished  be- 
fore the  naivete  and  conviction  of  the  two  shep- 
herds. These  children  in  fact  were  under  the 
influence  of  the  prodigy  which  they  had  wit- 
nessed. Their  words  were  animated  and  ardent; 
the  light  which  illumined  their  countenances  gave 
to  their  speech,  always  candid,  a  marvellous 
force,  and  Melanie  shed  tears  when  she  spoke  of 
the  Apparition. 

Immediately  after  the  19th  of  September  the 
two  shepherds  were  separated,  and  did  not  see  each 
other  for  two  months.  Maximin  went  to  school 
at  Corps,  to  the  Sisters  of  Providence ;  Melanie  re- 
mained with  Jean  Baptiste  Pra,  at  Ablandens,  until 
the  middle  of  December,  1846.  During  all  this 
time  how  wonderful  was  it  that  they  could  never 
be  caught  in  any  contradiction  of  each  other: 
"  for  it  must  be  remarked  that  no  prisoner  on  his 
trial  has  ever  been  plied  with  so  many  questions 
about  his  crime  as  were  these  poor  shepherds  about 
the  Vision  they  related.*  They  have  been  led,  as 
malefactors  are  led,  to  the  very  scene  of  their  reve- 
lations. .  .  .  Neither  the  most  dignified  nor  the 
most  distinguished  persons  can  embarrass  them: 
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neither  threats  nor  punishments  frighten  them; 
neither  caresses  nor  coaxing  make  them  waver: 
nor  can  the  frequent  repetition  of  all  these  trials 
discover  any  contradiction  either  in  their  own 
account  or  between  the  accounts  of  others."* 
"Never  have  they  varied  in  exposition  of  a  fact  <>f 
which  cunning  and  malevolence  could  so  easily 
unmask  the  imposture."  f 

About  Christinas  of  the  same  year,  Melanie 
quitted  Ablandens,  and  was,  like  Maximin,  en- 
trusted to  the  care  of  the  Sisters  at  Corps.  These 
two  children,  who  had  parted  without  regret, 
without  thinking  of  what  one  might  say  in  the 
absence  of  the  other,  met  with  indifference.  It 
was  not  long  before  they  displayed  their  diver- 
sity of  character,  which  often  provoked  contra- 
diction between  them.  They  never  sought  each 
other.  Questioned  every  day  separately,  they 
never  told  each  other,  nor  ever  asked  each  other, 
who  had  visited  them  or  what  questions  they  had 
been  asked.  The  Superior  of  the  religteuses  of 
Corps,  a  woman  of  great  good  sense  and  of  ripe 
age,  far  from  drilling  the  children  in  replies  to 
the  difficulties  every  day  presented  to  them,  care- 
fully avoided  speaking  of  the  Apparition,  and 
was  rarely  present  when  they  were  examined. 
Nevertheless,  to  unforeseen  objections — often  in- 
sidiously and  long-considered — they  returned  al- 
ways prompt,  brief,  clear,  precise,  peremptory 
answers.  .  .  .  Maximin  is  always  light  and  care- 
less— Melanie  preserves  her  boudeuse  mood.  But 
as  soon  as  they  are  questioned  on  the  great  Event, 
all  the  ordinary  defects  of  their  age  disappear. 
They  immediately  become  grave  and  serious ;  they 
then  impose  a  kind  of  religious  fear  for  the  thing 
of  which  they  speak,  and  a  respect  for  themselves. 
This  singular  respect  for  what  they  say  goes  so 
far  that  when  it  happens  that  they  make  some 
answers  truly  astonishing,  which  confound  their 
interrogators — and  they  simply  resolve  the  gravest 

difficulties  without  evincing  any  triumph 

neither  of  them  exhibit  any  pride  in  the  Event 
that  has  rendered  them  so  celebrated.  They  do 
not  comprehend  the  honor  which  they  have  re- 
ceived." To  these  lines,  written  by  Mgr.  Dupan- 
loup  in  1848,  we  can  add  that  during  the  years 
passed  with  the  religieuses  of  Corps,  Maximin 
and  Melanie  always  appeared  very  disinterested. 
When  Maximin  received  any  money  he  put  it 
faithfully  into  the  hands  of  Madame  the  Superior, 
and  never  cast  a  thought  about  what  she  would 
do  with  it.  When  he  received  any  pious  object, 
he  would  give  it  to  the  first  child  that  he  met. 

*  Mouseigrneur  Villecourt,  since  Cardinal. 

t  My:r.  Dupanloup.  This  illustrious  Prelate  wrote 
these  lines  in  1848,  while  making  a  pilgrimage  to  La 
Salette. 


Such  witnesses  deserve  to  be  believed.  And  they 
have  been  believed  by  all  those  who  have  inter- 
rogated them  in  good  faith;  and  all  the  attempts 
made  to  discover  in  the  Event  of  La  Salette  a 
fable  or  an  imposture  have  only  ended  in  estab- 
lishing its  certainty  and  truth.  Such  have  been 
the  results  of  questioning  in  virtue  of  orders  re- 
ceived from  the  attorney  of  the  king. 

M.  Long,  Notary,  and  Mayor  of  Corps,  per- 
formed the  duties  of  judge  of  the  peace,  and  M. 
Giraud,  recorder,  to  whom  were  brought  Maxi- 
min and  Melanie  on  the  22d  of  May,  1847.  The 
two  shepherds  were  introduced  separately  to 
these  two  functionaries.  They  explained  to 
them  that  they  must  speak  all  the  truth  and 
nothing  but  the  truth.  "We  have  always  spoken 
the  truth,"  they  replied.  When  they  were  men- 
aced with  the  rigors  of  the  law,  no  falsehood 
could  be  detected  in  their  deposition;  without 
any  fear  they  related  ingenuously  all  that  they  had 
seen.  The  proems  verbal  was  sent  immediately  to 
the  bar  of  the  court  at  Grenoble.  The  public 
minisier  kept  it,  acknowledging  thereby  the  im- 
possibility of  explaining  the  fact  of  La  Salette 
by  imposture. 

THE   SECRET. 

After  the  Apparition,  the  little  herdsman  said 
to  his  companion:  "The  BEAUTIFUL  LADY  was 
very  long  speaking.  I  saw  her  lips  move;  but 
what  did  she  say?"  "I  wish  not  to  tell  you. 
She  has  forbidden  me."  "Let  it  be  so;  she  has 
told  roe  something  too,  but  I  do  not  wish  to  tell 
you  any  more."  It  was  thus  these  children  knew 
that  each  had  received  a  secret.  Their  fidelity  in 
guarding  it  for  five  years  after  the  Apparition  is 
so  admirable  that  an  illustrious  Bishop  considers 
it  a  c7inracterf»tic  sign  of  their  veracity.  * 

Towards  the  end  of  March,  1851,  the  Bishop  of 
Grenoble  having  heard  through  His  Eminence 
Cardinal  Bonald,  Archbishop  of  Lyons,  that  His 
Holiness,  Pope  Pius  the  Ninth,  evinced  a  desire 
to  know  the  secret  of  the  children,  the  Abbe 
Auvergne,  Secretary  of  the  Bishop,  and  the  Abbe 
Rousselet,  Vicar-General  of  Grenoble,  went  suc- 
cessively to  Maximin  and  Melanie.f  They  made 
them  comprehend  that  the  Sovereign  Pontifi'  had 
the  right  to  judge  all  religious  events,  especially 
Apparitions,  and  consequently  that  of  knowing 
and  examining  all  the  circumstances  of  those 
events.  They  added  that  the  Holy  Father  wished 
to  know  the  secret  of  the  shepherds  of  La  Salette, 
and  it  was  their  duty  to  reveal  it  to  him.  It  was 
not  at  first  easy  to  dispose  the  children  to  obej-. 


*  Mgr.  Dupanloup,  Bishop  of  Orleans. 

t  In  1851  Maximin  was  at  the  Little  Seminary  of 
Grenoble,  and  Melanie  at  Corence,  near  Grenoble,  in 
the  mother-house  of  the  Sisters  of  Providence. 
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Melanie  resisted  for  a  long  time.  She  feared  that 
this  demand  was  but  a  new  stratagem  to  make  her 
say  what  the  Holy  Virgin  had  commanded  her  to 
withhold.  But  once  convinced  that  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff  really  wished  to  be  made  conversant  with 
the  facts,  they  both  consented.  Early  in  July,  1851, 
they  themselves  wrote,  separately,  their  secrets, 
in  one  of  the  parlors  of  the  Bishop  of  Grenoble, 
sealed  their  letters,  in  the  presence  of  ecclesiastic 
and  lay  witnesses  chosen  by  Monseigneur  the 
Bishop,  and  his  highness  delegated  M.  Rousselet 
and  M.  Gerin,  Cure  of  the  Cathedral,  to  bear  to 
Rome  the  mysterious  dispatch,  sealed  by  the  seal 
of  the  Bishop. 

The  two  delegates  started  on  the  6t,h  of  July, 
and  on  the  16th  of  the  same  month  they  obtained 
an  audience  of  the  Holy  Father  and  presented  to 
him  the  letters  of  the  two  shepherds.  The  Holy 
Father  read  Maximin's  fir<t.  "Here  is  the  sim- 
plicity and  candor  of  a  child,"  said  he,  after  read- 
ing the  letter.  But  when  he  read  the  secret  of 
Melanie  he  became  very  sad,  and  said:  "Scourges 
menace  France,— but  she  is  not  alone  guilty. 
Germany,  Italy,  the  whole  of  Europe  is  guilty, 
and  merits  chastisement.  I  have  not  so  much  to 
fear  from  open  impiety  as  from  indifference  and 
human  respect.  It  is  not  without  reason  the 
Church  is  called  militant,  and  you  see  here  its 
captain." 

[TO  BE   CONTINUED.] 


WHEN  the  Spaniards  discovered  South  America 
they  saw,  among  other  plants  new  to  them,  a  climb- 
ing shrub  having  from  two  to  three  fruit-bearing 
flowers,  unlike  any  they  had  ever  seen.  One  day 
a  priest  was  preaching  to  the  Peruvians,  or  abo- 
riginal inhabitants,  amidst  the  wild  scenery  of 
their  native  forests.  His  subject  was  the  Passion 
of  our  Lord.  His  eye  suddenly  glanced  at  this 
curious  flower,  which  hung  in  festoons  from  the 
trees  overhead;  and  like  St.  Patrick  with  the 
shamrock,  he  saw  with  the  eye  of  a  saint  a  vivid 
picture  of  the  sad  story  of  Calvary.  The  rings  of 
threads  which  surround  the  cup  of  the  flower, 
and  which  are  mottled  with  blue,  crimson  and 
white,  suggested  the  crown  of  thorns,  stained 
with  blood,  to  his  mind,  tutored  by  meditation; 
the  five  anthers,  on  the  stamens,  presented  the  five 
wounds;  the  three  styles,  the  nails  which  fixed 
Our  Blessed  Lord  to  the  Cross;  and  the  singular 
column  which  rises  in  the  centre  of  the  flower, 
was  made  to  bring  before  the  minds  of  these  wild 
savages  the  harrowing  scene  of  the  Second  Sor- 
rowful Mystery  of  the  Most  Holy  Rosary.  So, 
without  Bibles  or  books,  did  this  holy  man  in- 
struct his  converts  on  the  Passion,  and  to  this  day 
our  beautiful  creeping  garden-flower  is  called 
"  The  Passion  Flower."  In  all  languages  it  bears 
the  same  name. 


A  Vision  of  the  Cross. 


BT   PETER    M'(  ORKT. 
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I  saw  a  Cross 
Of  wondrous  light 
Rise  in  the  east, 
Where  all  was  night; 
Witbin  its  arms 
A  circle  beamed, 
Of  starry  radiance- 
Diamond  -  gleamed. 
From  out  each  point, 
In  sapphire  flame, 
Burst  forth  the  letters 
Of  this  name — MARY! 


The  Cross  enlarged  and  filled  the  sky, 
That  all  might  see  it  beaming  high; 
S'»me  loved  to  gaze  upon  the  sitflit, 
While  others  cowered  as  with  affright, 
And  turned  to  look  the  other  way. 
Their  hearts  rebelled,they  would  not  stay 
To  gaze  upon  the  glorious  name, 
That  lit  the  points  with  azure  flame. 
Sweet  Virgin,  why 
Is  thy  dear  name, 
So  loved  by  us 
To  some  a  shame? 
Can  they  not  see 
Their  woful  loss 
Who  try  to  strip 
The  holy  Cross? 
The  words  delivered 
From  that  tree 
Made  thou  a  Mother 
To  them  and  me. 
'Twas  Lucifer 

First  saw  thy  name, 
Upon  the  Cross, 
In  gilded  flame. 
As  he  rebelled 
So  others  flee, 
And  close  their  eyes. 
They  will  not  see 
That  graces  flow 
From  Mary's  hands, 
To  bless  our  own 
And  other  lands 


R 
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Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIV.— [CONTINUED  ] 
Discord,  like  a  new  revelation,  had  also  got 
among  the  "  Knights  of  the  Round  Table," — whom 
we  have  lost  sight  of  so  long, — and  broken  out  in 
a  fashion  never  known  before  in  that  united  league. 
One  day  Baste  came  home  with  his  fingers  nearly 
broken  by  an  unlucky  blow  from  a  bat  that  was 
slung  at  random  by  one  of  his  comrades  at  base- 
ball. The  blow  was  not  an  accident  in  the  legit- 
imate process  of  the  game,  in  which  case  Baste 
would  not  have  taken  any  notice  of  the  hurt,  al- 
though it  was  severe;  but  the  fellow  whose  care- 
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lessness  inflicted  it,  instead  of  expressing  somelit- 
tle  concern,  burst  into  a  loud  guffaw,  in  which  his 
comrades,  to  whom  the  accident  to  Baste  would 
give  the  game,  joined,  and  filled  the  air  with 
whoops  and  yells  of  mingled  triumph  and  derision. 
Baste  lost  his  head;  all  consciousness  of  pain  was 
gone,  and  the  next  moment  squaring  himself  for  a 
fight  he  rushed  at  the  offender,  who  was  stronger 
and  older  than  himself.  But  Count  Sucolov,  who 
had  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Baste,  had  given  him 
some  lessons  in  "  boxrng,"  from  time  to  time, 
when  he  and  Con,  with  their  mother's  not  very  wil- 
ling consent,  had  gone  to  his  rooms  at  Willard's, 
by  his  special  invitation;  and  now  by  his  skil- 
fully planted  blows,  and  his  superior  agility  by 
which  he  avoided  his  antagonist's  more  clumsy  at- 
tacks, it  soon  became  evident  that  Baste  would  be 
the  "  upermost  dog  in  the  fight."  His  opponent  saw 
that  Baste  would  soon  have  him  down ;  and,  in  time 
to  save  himself  from  disgrace,  he  flung  himself 
aside,  saying  that  he  would  fight  no  longer  with  a 
boy  whose  hand  was  crippled ;  which  some,  who 
did  not  know  his  motive,  applauded  as  highly 
generous,  but  which  others  knew  to  be  sheer  cow- 
ardice. Baste  would  accept  no  terms,  and  would 
have  renewed  the  fight  if  Con  had  not  whispered : 

"Come,  Baste:  enough  of  this.  Think  of  to- 
morrow, and  of  mother." 

Then  he  gave  in,  and  started  home  with  his 
brother,  fuming  and  raving;  the  devil  had  en- 
tered into  Baste — and  to-morrow  the  Feast  of  the 
Purification  of  the  Blessed  Virgin! 

"  Stop  such  talk,  Baste ! "  exclaimed  Con,  when 
they  got  clear  of  the  baseball  ground.  "  If  I  didn't 
know  that  you're  too  mad  to  think,  I'd  like  to  beat 
you  myself.  Come  along  in  here  to  Dr.  Brown, 
and  get  your  paw  attended  to." 

"I  won't.    It's  my  hand.    Let  me  be." 

"It's  mother  I'm  thinking  of,  more  than  you, 
you  young  cub:  I  don't  want  her  to  be  frightened 
to  death.  Come  on,  then:  we  can  go  right  away 
to  father  Tracy's,  before  going  home." 

"  I  won't  go  to  Father  Tracy's.  Go  yourself. 
I'm  in  no  way  to  go  to  confession,  for  I'm  not  in 
the  least  sorry  for  what  I  did,  and  I  mean  to  beat 
Bill  Fergus  within  an  inch  of  his  life  as  soon  as 
ever  I  am  able  to." 

"  Come  in  here,  and  get  your  fingers  mended 
then,"  said  Con. 

"Yes:  I'll  do  that  much.  I  don't  want  to 
frighten  mother,"  was  the  gruff  answer. 

Then  the  two  boys  went  into  Dr.  Brown's  office, 
and,  fortunately,  he  was  in.  He  examined  Baste's 
hand,  and  found  one  small  bone  broken  in  the 
middle  finger  and  the  whole  member  sprained 
badly.  The  fractured  bone  was  set  to  rights,  and 
the  two  fingers  put  in  splints;  bandages  wet  with 


arnica  were  applied  to  the  swollen,  purple  hand, 
the  lame  arm  was  placed  in  a  sling,  after  which 
the  doetor  told  him  to  come  again  to-morrow,  and 
then  turned  to  attend  to  some  other  patients  who 
were  waiting  for  him. 

When  the  boys  got  home,  Con  asked  where  his 
mother  was,  and  being  told  that  she  was  in  her 
room,  they  went  upstairs  to  her.  Mrs.  Waite  was 
dreadfully  alarmed  at  first,  but  when  she  heard 
that  there  was  nothing  very  serious  the  matter,  she 
grew  more  composed ;  and  noticing  for  the  first  time 
the  angry  scowl  upon  her  boy's  face,  she  began  to 
question  him.  Con  left  them  together — mother 
and  son — and  Baste  tried  at  first  to  restrain  him- 
self, but  going  over  what  had  happened  rekindled 
to  a  fiercer  flame  his  sense  of  indignant  wrong, 
and  he  gave  vent  to  expressions  that  nearly  stunned 
her.  Could  this  be  Baste,  her  "summer  boy," 
as  she  used  to  call  him,  who  was  always  merry, 
good-natured,  and  thoughtful  of  others;  who  had 
never  spoken  a  profane  word  before  in  all  his  life? 
Could  this  scowling,  surly  boy  be  her  Baste  ?  She 
saw  that  he  was  in  no  state  to  be  reasoned  with  or 
admonished;  her  heart  ached  and  yearned  over 
him,  yet  what  could  she  do  ?  It  was  his  first  fault, 
and  something  assured  her  that  when  this  tide  of 
anger  and  revenge  subsided,  the  boy's  better  na- 
ture would  reassert  itself,  then  conscience  would 
speak  with  "still,  small  voice,"  and  all  would  come 
right  again.  Mrs.  Waite  left  her  chair,  and  went 
with  swift,  noiseless  footfall  to  where  he  sat,  his 
head  leaning  forward  upon  his  hand,  as  if  to  hide 
from  her  sight  the  flushed,  angry  countenance — 
the  countenance,  as  it  were,  of  a  stranger  who  had 
no  right  to  be  in  her  gentle  presence.  She  slipped 
her  arm  around  him,  drew  his  face  close  to  her 
breast,  and,  stooping,  kissed  his  hot  forehead,  then 
left  him  to  his  own  thoughts.  Ah!  how  quickly 
this  tender  caress  touched  his  heart,  falling  like 
balm  upon  its  storminess,  melting  his  fury!  He 
leaned  his  head  down  upon  his  arm,  which  rested 
upon  the  table  by  which  he  was  sitting,  and  tears 
burst  from  his  eyes.  He  would  like  to  have  done 
for  that  fellow;  he  had  no  relentings  for  him,  but 
to  grieve  his  mother,  and  go  on  as  he  had  done  in 
her  presence,  and  she  never  saying  a  harsh  word, 
but  just  coming  up  to  him  like  that,  and  even  kiss- 
ing him!  No  wonder  Baste's  heart  overflowed  in 
tears. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  have  behaved  like  a  beast  to 
my  mother,  and  I  am  sorry  for  that:  but  I  will  give 
Bill  Fergus  fits  just  as  soon  as  ever  my  fingers  get 
well."  His  hai.d,  recovered  from  the  numbing  ef- 
fects of  the  blow,  began  to  hurt  him  cruelly,  and 
the  pain  did  not  act  as  a  sedative,  morally  or  oth- 
erwise. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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A  Sketch  of  the  Church  in  Upper  California. 
(No.  13.) 

BY  REV.  J.  ADAM. 

SAN    JOSK. 

Don  Felipe  Neve,  who  had  been  newly  ap- 
pointed Governor  of  California  by  the  Viceroy, 
arrived  at  Monterey  on  the  3rd  of  February,  1777, 
and  immediately  visited  Father  Serra,  the  Director 
of  the  Missions,  in  order  to  make  arrangements  for 
the  f  unding  of  new  ones.  He  then  collected  to- 
gether all  the  workmen  he  could,  and  erected  the 
Mission  of  Gaudalupe,  afterwards  called  El 
Pueblo  de  San  Jose,  only  about  three  miles  from 
Santa  Clara.  Colonists  began  to  form  a  town 
here  in  the  beginning  of  November  of  the  same 
year,  and  the  city  of  San  Jose  now  numbers  a  pop- 
ulation of  1,500  souls.  •  There  are  two  Catholic 
churches,  a  splendid  Academy  for  young  ladies, 
under  the  direction  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame, 
a  fine  court-house,  a  normal  school,  and  other 
remarkable  buildings.  A  railroad  was  constructed 
at  an  early  day  between  San  Francisco  and  San 
Jose,  and  added,  no  doubt,  to  the  rapid  progress 
and  present  prosperity  of  the  latter  place.  The 
Jesuit  Fathers  have  charge  of  one  of  the  churches 
and  have  received  many  converts  into  the  fold. 

While  the  Pueblo  San  Jose  was  in  course  of 
erection,  Father  Serra  received  from  Rome  the  fac- 
ulties of  Confirmation,  and  administered  this  Sac- 
rament for  the  first  time  on  the  28th  of  June,  1778, 
— Feast  of  SS.  Peter  and  Paul, — at  his  mission 
church  of  Carmelo.  Thence  he  passed  to  San 
Diego  and  the  other  Missions,  administering 
Confirmation  to  the  Indian  converts  and  to  such 
of  the  children  of  the  Europeans  as  had  not  yet 
received  this  Sacrament. 

He  was  resting  for  a  while  at  San  Carlos  from 
the  fatigues  of  his  missionary  labors  when  the 
painful  news  was  received  that  all  the  interior 
provinces,  including  California,  were  detached 
from  the  government  of  the  Viceroy,  being  placed 
under  the  rule  of  a  Captain  General,  who  was  to  re- 
side at  Sonora ;  and  though  he  received  a  very  en- 
couraging letter  from  the  latter  dignitary,  he 
still  feared  that  the  change  would  retard  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  contemplated  foundations.  A 
frigate  at  this  time  put  in  at  San  Francisco  on  her 
return  from  a  northern  cruise.  The  commander, 
hearing  that  Father  Serra  was  prevented  by  his 
sore  leg  from  coming  on  an  intended  visit  to  San 
Francisco,  sent  two  of  his  officers  and  a  surgeon, 
by  the  land  route,  to  visit  him.  Father  Palon  ac- 
companied them,  as  he  was  anxious  to  see  his 
superior.  Great  was  their  astonishment,  however 
on  arriving  at  Santa  Clara,  to  find  the  indefati- 


gable Father  Serra  there,  he  having  come  from  the 
South  while  they  were  on  their  journey.  His  leg, 
however,  was  much  inflamed.  The  doctor  would 
have  applied  remedies,  but  the  good  Father  post- 
poned them  until  they  would  reach  San  Francisco. 
They  had  remained  but  two  days  at  Santa  Clara 
when  they  commenced  on  foot  the  journey  of 
ninety  miles  to  San  Francisco.  Here  Father  Serra 
still  put  off  the  application  of  remedies  from  day 
to  day,  until  finally  he  told  the  commander  that 
he  had  placed  himself  into  the  hands  of  a  better 
Physician — one  who  would  cure  Him  if  such  was 
His  divine  will.  In  fact  the  painful  sore  accom- 
panied him  to  his  grave. 

While  Father  Serra  was  at  San  Francisco,  news 
was  received  of  the  death  of  the  Viceroy,  his  friend 
and  active  co-operator  in  the  work  of  evangel iza- 
tion.  He  left  San  Francisco  on  the  6th  of  Novem- 
ber, giving  Confirmation  to  as  many  of  the  converts 
at  Santa  Clara  and  San  Josg  as  were  prepared. 
He  now  met  with  great  difficulties  from  the  lately 
appointed  Captain  General,  who  forbade  him  to 
give  any  more  Confirmations,  and  in  many  other 
ways  interfered  with  his  ministration  for  the  be- 
nefit of  souls ;  this  grieved  the  good  Father  deeply, 
causing  him  to  endure  a  species  of  martyrdom, 
and  no  doubt  accelerating  his  death.  A  favorable 
answer,  however,  was  expected  from  Mexico — one 
that  would  place  beyond  doubt  his  right  to  the 
faculties  for  Confirmation,  and  Father  Serra  mean- 
time employed  himself  in  instructing  and  bapti- 
zing the  poor  Indians  who  thronged  around  him 
from  all  sides. 

The  decision  from  Mexico  arrived  in  September, 
1781 ;  it  was  in  his  favor,  and  after  giving  Confir- 
mation to  those  at  his  Mission  of  Carmelo  he 
went  to  San  Antonio  for  the  like  purpose;  thence 
to  Monterey,  to  celebrate  the  Feast  of  St.  Charles, 
the  patron  of  the  Mission,  and  thence  to  San 
Francisco,  accompanied  by  Father  Crespi,  who 
had  not  been  there  since  1769, — before  the  conver- 
sion of  the  Indians.  Father  Palon  was  much 
rejoiced  to  see  his  old  confrere,  Father  Crespi, 
whom  he  had  not  seen  for  so  long ;  but  his  very 
short  slay  threw  a  damper  on  this  happiness,  and 
especially  his  parting  "  Farewell  forever  "  in  this 
world, — which  proved  true,  for  he  died  on  the 
1st  of  January  following,  (1782),  at  the  age  of 
sixty,  having  spent  half  of  that  long  life  in  the 
conversion  of  the  Indians. 

So  pressing  were  the  orders  of  the  Viceroy  for 
the  establishment  of  new  missions  along  the 
Santa  Barbara  Channel,  that  the  Captain  General, 
De  Croix,  made  application  for  seventy-five  sol- 
diers to  help  along  the  foundations.  The  object 
was  to  erect  a  Mission  in  the  middle  of  the  chan- 
nel under  the  patronage  of  the  Saint,  another  to- 
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wards  tli<-  Mirth,  under  the  invocation  La  Puris- 
sima,  Conception  ;  anoiher  south  of  the  Channel,  in 
honor  of  St.  Buenaventura,  besides  a  pueblo  to  be 
founded  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels, 
near  the  Porziuncula  River,  where  now  stands 
the  prosperous  city  of  Loa  Angeles,  the  episcopal 
See  of  the  Bishop  of  Monterey  and  Los  Angeles. 
The  pueblo  was  formed  by  some  immigrants  from 
Mexico,  who,  under  the  protection  of  a  few  sol- 
diers, built  a  town  there,  towards  the  close  of 
the  year  1781,  only  nine  miles  distant  from  the 
Mission  of  San  Gabriel.  They  lived  by  agricul- 
tural pursuits,  and  were  obliged  to  go  to  San  Ga- 
briel to  hear  Mass. 

Two  Missions  on  the  Colorado  River  being  de- 
stroyed about  this  time,  and  their  missionaries 
and  some  soldiers  put  to  death,  the  work  on  the 
new  fowndation  received  a  temporary  check.  The 
troops  remained  at  San  Gabriel  for  fear  of  an 
attack  on  the  place;  but  a  half  year  having  passed 
without  any  further  disturbance,  the  Governor 
finally  gave  orders  for  the  work  to  commence. 
He  wrote  to  Father  Serra  for  two  missionaries — 
one  for  San  Buenaventura,  the  other  for  Santa 
Barbara.  The  Director  of  the  Missionaries  was 
:  at  this  time  expecting  a  reinforcement,  so  he  took 
with  him  one  of  the  Fathers  at  Monterey  and 
Marled  on  foot  to  San  Gabriel,  a  distance  of  one 
hundred  and  thirty  leagues,  giving  Confirmation 
at  Sun  Luis  Obispo  and  San  Antonio  on  his  way. 
He  arrived  at  Los  Angeles  on  the  18th  of  March, 
and  started  early  next  day  for  San  Gabriel,  where 
he  arrived  in  time  to  sing  High  Mass  and  preach 
on  St.  Joseph's  Day.  He  paid  the  Governor  a 
visit  in  the  afternoon,  which  the  latter  returned 
next  day,  and  they  discussed  and  arranged  matters 
for  the  new  foundations.  Father  Serra  was  very 
anxious  to  celebrate  Holy  Week  at  San  Gabriel, 
but  he  nevertheless  gave  up  this  pleasure  in  order 
to  commence  the  good  works  which  he  had  so 
much  at  heart. 

ST.  BUENAVENTURA  AND  SANTA  BARBARA. 

Never  had  there  been  seen  in  California  an  ex- 
pedition so  numerous  and  so  solemn  as  that  which 
left  Sail  Gabriel  for  the  site  of  the  new  Missions  of 
San  Buei.aventura  and  Santa  Barbara.  The  foun- 
dation of  the  first  of  these  having  been  postponed  so 
long.  Father  Si  rra,  when  he  saw  the  numerous  con- 
course assembled,  could  not  help  remarking  what 
was  said  ol  the  canonization  of  the  Seraphic  Doctor: 
'•  Quo  tandem  tardius,  eo  solemnis  " — The  later  it 
comes,  the  more  solemn  it  is.  There  were  in  the 
procession  the  Governor  with  his  retinue,  the 
soldiers  with  their  officers,  and  all  the  families — 
men,  women  and  children — from  the  older  settle- 
ment, the  late  converts  included,  followed  by  a 
long  line  of  mules  loaded  with  provisions.  There 


\\ere,  howev«r,  only  two  piests,  Fathers  Serra  and 
('ambon.  On  the  29th  of  March  they  reached 
a  place  at  the  head  of  the  Channel  to  which  the  ex- 
pedition of  1769  had  given  the  name  of  the  As- 
sumption ;  it  was  close  to  the  beach,  and  near  by  it 
lived  a  numerous  tribe  of  pagan  Indians,  in 
cone-shaped  huts  of  straw.  The  following  day, — 
Easter  Sunday, — the  site  was  consecrated,  a  cross 
i  reeled,  and  an  altar  pupated.  Father  Serra  cel- 
ebrated Ma^s  and  preached  a  stirring  sermon  on 
the  Gospel  of  the  day.  The  Indians  were  present 
at  these  imposing  ceremonies,  and  afterwards  as- 
sisted in  building  the  church  and  residence.  By 
means  of  an  interpreter,  a  necphyte  from  San 
Gabriel,  they  gave  the  Indians  to  understand 
that  it  was  the  sole  intention  of  the  Fathers  to 
teach  them  the  way  to  heaven. 

Shortly  after  the  opening  of  work  on  the  Mis- 
sion of  St.  Buenaventura,  Father  Serra,  accom- 
panied by  the  Governor  and  the  soldiers,  went  about 
thirty  milts  farther,  until  they  reached  a  place 
that  was  considered  suitable  for  the  Mission  of 
Santa  Barbara.  Here  they  erected  a  cross  and 
built  a  fort,  but  the  Mission  was  not  founded,  for 
want  of  prit&ts.  Alter  Father  Serra  reached  Mon- 
terey ,  howc  vi  i  he  heard  by  a  vessel  from  Mexico 
that  the  missionaries  would  soon  arrive.  He  was 
much  gruved  at  the  disappointment,  as  he  was 
very  anxious  to  see  the  Mission  at  Santa  Barbara 
in  progress.  The  delay  was  occasioned  by  the 
GovcriiUji-ir.'s  refusal  of  the  necessary  means,  and 
which  had  been  granted  the  other  Missions;  so 
the  missionaries  wisely  refused  to  go  without  them, 
knowing  full  well  that  as  long  as  the  Indians  were 
dispersed  at  their  several  rancherias  but  very 

ile  e«  nld  be  done  towards  their  conversion. 

OD  the  2nd  of  June,  1783,  the  two  missionaries 
from  Mexico  arrived,  and  although  Father  Serra 
was  unwell  at  the  time,  suffering  from  a  disease  of 
the  heart,  he  had  no  sooner  seen  them  than  he  for- 
got all  his  pains  and  prepared  to  accompany  them. 
His  ailment  was  probably  caused  by  the  fearful 
blows  he  struck  himself,  with  a  large  stone,  like 
another  St.  Jerome,  to  excite  people  to  penance; 
he  was  also  accustomed,  when  preaching  of  hell, 
to  apply  a  lighted  torch  to  his. breast,  burning  the 
very  flesh,  though  no  serious  consequences  ever 
ensued.  So  he  went  to  San  Diego  by  water,  gave 
Confirmation  there,  and  then  started  on  foot  a 
journey  of  170  leagues,  administering  Confirma- 
tion as  he  went,  knowing  that  his  ten  years'  facul- 
ties would  soon  expire.  Great  was  his  joy  on 
reaching  St.  Buenaventura  to  find  many  Christians 
there,  where  only  a  year  before  all  were  pagans. 
He  passed  through  twenty  pagan  villages,  grieved 
at  heart  that  he  could  do  nothing  for  them;  he 
shed  bitter  tears,  and  could  only  say:  "Pray  to 
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the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  He  send  forth  labor- 
ers unto  His  harvest"  (Matt.,  ix,  38),  and  our 
Lord  evidently  heard  his  prayer,  for  to  this  day 
his  brothers  in  religion  remain  in  possession  of 
the  Mission  of  Santa  Barbara,  after  being  driven 
from  all  their  other  possessions,  thanks  to  the 
so-called  secularization  of  the  Missions.  Father 
Serra  reached  his  home  at  San  Carlos  in  January, 
1784,  stronger  and  better  in  health  than  when  he 
left  it,  a  year  before.  After  a  little  respite  he 
went  to  Santa  Clara,  to  bless  the  church  there, 
and  thence  to  San  Francisco,  where  he  made  but  a 
short  stay,  being  recalled  to  Santa  Clara  by  the  ill- 
ness of  Father  Murgina,  whom  he  reached  in  time 
to  administer  the  last  Sacraments.  After  the  death 
of  the  good  pastor,  Father  Serra  made  a  retreat  of 
several  days,  made  a  general  confession,  and  pre- 
pared himself  for  his  end,  saying  to  his  old  com- 
panion. Father  Palon:  "If  our  Lord  will  not 
permit  me  to  have  you  at  my  side  at  my  death- 
bed, I  have  at  least  the  consolation  of  having  you 
prepare  me  for  it  beforehand."  But  Almighty 
God  gave  him  the  consolation  of  having  this  old 
companion  of  his  voyage  to  America  assist  him 
in  his  dying  moments. 

When  he  returned  to  Monterey  he  sent  Father 
Noboa  to  Santa  Clara,  and  he  himself  exercised 
his  functions  of  Confirming  till  the  16th  of  July, 
1784,  the  day  on  which  his  faculties  expired.  He 
had  Confirmed  5,307  Christians,  and  he  might 
well  say  with  St.  Paul :  "  I  have  finished  my  course : 
I  have  kept  my  faith :  what  else  remains  for  me 
except  to  await  that  crown  of  justice  which  a 
good  Judge  has  prepared  for  His  faithful  servants." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"Jesus  of  Nazareth  Passeth  By." 

What  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng, 
Which  moves  with  busy  haste  along! 
These  wondrous  gatherings  day  by  day? 
What  means  this  strange  commotion  pray? 
In  accents  hushed  the  throng  reply: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

Who  is  this  Jesus  ?    Why  should  He 
The  city  move  so  mightily? 
A  passing  Stranger,  has  He  skill 
To  move  the  multitude  at  will? 
Again  the  stirring  notes  reply: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

Jesus!  'tis  He  who  once  below 
Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe; 
And  burdened  ones,  where'er  He  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick  and  deaf  and  lame. 
The  blind  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

Again  He  comes!  from  place  to  place 
His  sacred  footprints  we  can  trace, 


He  pauseth  at  our  threshold — nay, 
He  enters — condescends  to  stay. 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by?" 

Ho!  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  and  home. 
Te  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  His  proffered  grace. 
Ye  tempted  ones,  there's  refuge  nigh — 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

But  if  you  still  His  call  refuse, 

And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse, 

Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 

Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 
"Too  late!  too  late!"  will  be  the  cry, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by." 

— The  Catholic. 


Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  November  19, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — The  piety  of  the  Romans  in 
these  dark  days  of  tribulation  for  the  Church,  is  quiet 
and  'undemonstrative.  We  know  thut  they  are  faith- 
ful and  true  to  the  old  traditions,  but  our  knowledge 
of  the  fact  is  not  derived  from  any  public  manifesta- 
tions of  religious  spirit,  and  its  attending  enthusiasm, 
such  as  we  read  of  in  the  early  days  of  the  Church, 
'when  people,  moved  by  the  Divine  impulse,  rushed  into 
the  forum  and  before  the  public  tribunals  declaring 
themselves  Christians.  The  piety  of  the  Romans  can 
only  be  seen  in  the  little  out-of-the-way  churches  at 
early  dawn  or  in  the  evening.  Noonday  demonstra- 
tions, or  the  demonstrations  of  the  masses  here,  by  a 
dispensation  of  God  which  we  are  powerless  to  explain, 
are  reserved  for  a  people  who  have  seemingly  passed 
through  the  storm  of  revolution,  and  who  in  their  day 
have  given  scandal  not  only  to  the  Church  but  to  the 
world.  I  speak  of 

THE  FRENCH. 

There  was  a  time  when  the  spirit  of  Gallicanlsm 
waxed  strong ;  it  was  thought  that  he  who  crossed 
the  Alps  to  submit  himself  to  Peter  was  a  traitor. 
Times  have  changed,  and  that  false  spirit  of  nation- 
ality which  manifested  itself  during  the  past  two 
centuries  in  a  chaos  of  absurdities  throughout  France, 
has  given  way  to  the  spirit  of  love  and  sacred  enthu- 
siasm, which  seems  to  be  the  distinguishing  charac- 
teristic of  the  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus 
Christ.  We  are  indebted  then  to  France,  these  days, 
for  no  small  portion  of  edification  and  consolation  in 
the  midst  of  the  incredulity  which  is  struggling 
hard  to  unchristianize  the  Eternal  City.  During  the 
past  week,  not  fewer  than 

FIVE   HUNDRED   PILGRIMS, 

from  different  dioceses  in  France,  have  performed  the 
exercises  of  the  Jubilee  in  the  Holy  City.  The  major- 
ity of  them  came  from  Lucon  and  Aix.  On  the  12th 
inst.  the  whole  body  of  them  assisted  at  Mass  and 
Communicated  in  St.  Peter's.  They  sang  beautiful 
hymns  in  French.  Two  days  after,  they  were  received 
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by  the  Holy  Father.  Several  addresses  were  read  by 
French  Prelates,  in  the  name  of  their  respective  flocks. 
That  of  the  Bishop  of  Lucon  in  the  name  of  the  people 
of  Vendee,  was  a  glorious  outpouring  of  devotion  to 
the  Holy  See.  He  concluded  with  the  last  stanza  of 
oue  of  the  hymns  which  were  sung  in  St.  Peter's: 
"Toujours  Chretiens,  meme  au  siecle  ou  nous 

sommes, 

Les  coeurs  virils  sont  fiers  d'etre  Chretiens, 
Dieu  pour  sa  cause  aura  des  hommes, 
Tant  que  vivront  les  Vende"ens." 
After  the  discourse  of  His  Holiness,  they  sang  a 
hymn  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  then  broke  into  one 
prolonged  exclamation  of  "  Vive  Pie  NeufP'1    The  ad- 
dress of  the  Bishop  of  .Aix  concluded  with  the  signifi- 
cant prayer  of  the  Church, 

"Auferte  gentem  perfidam 
Credentium  definibus, 
L't  unus  onmes  unicum, 
Ovile  nos  Pastor  ref/at." 

"  Remove  a  perfidious  people  from  the  midst  of  the 
true  believers,  that  one  Pastor  may  govern  us  all  as 
one  fold."  The  address  of  the  Holy  Father  on  the  oc- 
casion was  thrilling,  and  full  of  that  never  shaken  con- 
fidence in  God  which  marks  all  his  discourses.  He 
said  that  the  continuance  of  the  trials  of  the  Church 
seems  to  weaken  the  faith  and  constancy  of  certain 
people,  who  succumb  to  the  oppressor,  believing  that 
the  Church  cannot  possibly  survive  the  struggle. 
"Now  to  these  I  will  say:  who  are  you  that  pretend 
to  know  the  secret  ways  of  Providence,  the  how  and 
the  when  these  chastisements  will  cease?  Oh!  my 
children,  I  will  say  to  them  in  the  words  of  St.  Francis 
de  Sales,  'Beware,  for  the  butterfly  that  flutters  too 
near  the  flame  will  soon  be  reduced  to  ashes.'  Thus, 
he  who  wishes  to  penetrate  into  the  ways  of  God, 
with  indiscreet  scrutiny,  to  know  His  designs,  will  be 
oppressed,  beaten  back,  reduced  to  ashes.  Hence  it  is 
necessary  to  remain  firm  in  the  faith,  and  redouble 
one's  confidence  in  God,  in  spite  of  contrary  appear- 
ances." Then  he  related  to  them  the  fall  of  Jericho. 
The  cup  of  its  iniquity  was  full  to  overflowing,  and 
God  determined  to  destroy  it.  He  ordered  the  Is- 
raelites to  march  around  the  walls  with  the  Ark  of  the 
Covenant  and  the  priests.  Doubtless  there  were  many 
among  the  Jews  who  regarded  all  this  as  useless,  at 
least  superfluous;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  people 
of  Jericho  surely  scoffed  at  all  this  ceremony.  But  on 
the  seventh  day  the  walls  fell,  and  with  them  proud 
Jericho.  Then  the  besieged  saw  too  late  that  God  is 
not  to  be  mocked,  and  the  wavering  Jews  were  con- 
vinced that  it  is  a  great  offence  to  lose  confidence  in 
God.  He  recounted  to  them  how  St.  Peter  came  to 
Rome,  which  at  that  time,  according  to  the  testimony 
of  St.  Leo  the  the  Great,  was  a  "forest  of  roaring 
beasts,"  such  was  the  wickedness  of  the  city.  Yet  the 
work  of  the  weary  Apostle  prospered,  and  now  naught 
is  left  of  the  old  Rome,  once  so  proud,  but  a  mass  of 
ruins,  which  form  the  study  of  the  archaeologist  and 
satisfy  the  curiosity  of  the  traveller.  He  spoke  of  the 
efforts  which  are  now  being  made  to  paganize  the  city 
in  another  way,  by 
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thus  destroying  that  monument  of  faith  which  was 
raised  aloft  by  the  preaching  of  St.  Peter,  and  sealed 
b}' the  blood  of  millions  of  martyrs.  "Such  are  the 
profanations  which  I  behold  daily  with  my  own  eyes 
in  this  Holy  City,  the  capital  of  the  Catholic  world; 
such  are  the  spoliations  which  are  effected,  such  the 
efforts  that  are  made  to  corrupt  the  youth,  that  it  is 
now  more  than  evident  that  their  purpose  is  to  de- 
stroy Catholicity  in  its  very  centre.  And  yet,  their 
hypocrisy,  which  accompanies  this  uninterrupted  per- 
secution, is  such  that  they  would  actually  make 
foreigners  believe  that  here  in  Rome  all  is  order,  all 
peace,  all  tranquillity.  And  while  sacrilegious  hands 
are  laid  upon  all  that  is  dear  to  the  Lord  and  His 
unworthy  Vicar,  destroying  every  Catholic  institu- 
tion, they  try  to  make  people  believe  that  in  Rome 
everything  moves  on  regularly,  and  they  affect  mod- 
eration, which  soon  vanishes  when  we  behold  the 
Italian  Revolution  prostrate  before  the  most  potent 
persecutor  of  the  Church.  .  .  .  My  God!  Bless  our 
desires.  Thou  beholdest  the  intentions  of  those  good 
people  here,  of  Thy  unworthy  Vicar.  O  My  God, 
remember  us,  and  have  pity  on  us.  '  Et  nunc,  Domine,1 
I  shall  say  with  Esther,  miserere  populi  tui,  quia  volnnt 
nos  inimici  nostri  perdere,  et  hcertditatern  tuam  ddere' — 
And  now,  0  Lord,  have  mercy  on  Thy  people,  for  Thy 
enemies  wish  to  destroy  us,  and  to  wipe  out  Thy 
inheritance." 

On  the  llth  inst.  his  Excellency  the  Baron  d'Aue- 
than,  Envoy  Plenipotentiary  of  Belgium  to  the  Holy 
See,  presented  his  credentials. 

FATHER  8ECCHI, 

the  astronomer,  has  been  dangerously  ill,  but  is  now 
recovering. 

Verdi,  the  composer  of  "Trovatore,"  and  many  of 
our  favorite  operas,  is  in  Rome.  He  has  come  to  take 
his  place  among  the  senators  of  the  kingdom.  He 
was  nominated  by  the  king  last  winter,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  eminent  services  he  has  rendered  to  his 
country  by  his  musical  compositions. 

The  trial  for  the  assassination  of  Sonzogno,  the  edi- 
tor of  the  Capitale,  is  over,  and  sentence  pronounced 
against  Luciani,  ex-Member  of  Parliament,  and  his 
four  accomplices.  They  are  all  condemned  to  the  gal- 
leys for  life.  They  have  appealed  to  the  supreme 
court.  While  the  trial  was  going  on,  the  only  son  and 
heir  of  Sonzogno  died.  The  proprietorship  of  the  Cap- 
itale  then,  according  to  the  Italian  law,  passes  to  his 
wife,  even  though  he  had  repudiated  her.  The  edito- 
rial staff  resigned  in  a  body,  and  now 

THE  MOST  INFAMOUS  JOUBNAL  OF  THE  CITY  HAS  PASSED 
AWAY 

with  its  editor  and  his  assassin.  Five  years  ago,  when 
Sonzogno  came  in  here  through  the  breach  of  Porta 
Pia,  he  boasted  that  in  ten  years  Catholicity  would  be 
extinct  in  the  Eternal  City.  In  less  than  half  that  time 
he  passed  away,  his  son  died,  his  assassin,  once  editor 
of  the  Capitale,  was  removed  from  social  and  civil  life, 
and  the  infamous  sheet  which  was  the  exponent  of  his 
blasphemies  has  become  only  a  disreputable  thing  of 
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the  past.  And  Catholicity?  The  Prometheus  of  the 
Vatican  still  lives,  and  preaches  Christ  the  Lord. 

You  may  remember  that  Mark  Minghetti,  in  his  after- 
dinner  speech  at  Cologna,  near  Venice,  spoke  of  de- 
fending the  laity  and  the  minor  clergy,  and  of  assert- 
ing their  liberty.  In  other  words,  he  insinuated  his  in- 
tention of  bringing  about  a  schism  in  the  Italian  clergy. 
The  clergy  of  Venice  have  published 

A  GLORIOUS  PROTEST, 

in  which  they  declare  their  devotion  to  the  Pope  and 
their  Bishops.  The  protest  will  be  signed  by  every 
priest  in  Italy,  and  then  forwarded  to  Minghetti,  thus 
giving  him  the  lie  solemnly.  A  copy  will  also  be  pre- 
sented to  the  Pope. 

The  Congregation  of  Sacred  Rites  publishes  the  fol- 
lowing query  and  response,  relative  to  the  indulgences 
of  the  Jubilee:  "  Can  the  faithful  gain  the  indulgences 
of  the  Jubilee  for  themselves,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
for  the  dead;  or,  in  other  words  should  the  application 
be  made  exclusively  for  one's  self,  or  for  the  souls  in 
Purgatory?"  Here  is  the  Response:  "  Sanctitas  Sua 
benigne  declaravit  Jubilei  indulgentiam  pro  se  et  pro 
defunctis  lucrari  posse — J.  CARD  FERKIERI,  Prsef."  "  His 
Holiness  has  graciously  declared  that  the  indulgence 
of  the  Jubilee  can  be  gained  for  one's  self  and  for  the 
dead."  ARTHUR. 


Mother  Constantina. 

THE    LATE    MOTHER    SUPERIOR    GENERAL   OF  THE 
SISTERS  OF  NOTRE  DAME. 

[Translated  from  a  Funeral  Oration  by  the  Archbishop 
of  Namur,  Belgium.] 

The  works  of  the  just  follow  them,  to  glorify 
them  at  the  tribunal  of  God,  but  the  memory  of 
these  works  remains  with  us,  as  well  as  the  fruits 
which  they  have  produced,  and  which  perpetuate 
themselves  here  below  for  our  consolation  and 
edification.  It  is  therefore  for  our  common  edifi- 
cation, and  to  console  you  for  the  loss  you  still 
deplore,  that  I  wish  to  give  a  brief  sketch  of  the 
holy  life  so  recently  closed  on  earth  to  reopen  in 
eternity. 

SISTER  CONSTANTINA— in  the  world  Mary  Jane 
Coll  in — Superior  General  of  the  Congregation  of 
Notre  Dame,  was  born  at  Liege,  on  the  12th  of 
February,  1802.  Under  the  pious  and  enlightened 
care  of  Christian  parents,  the  seeds  of  grace  devel- 
oped in  the  young  child  with  the  happiest  gifts  of 
a  rich  nature.  From  the  day  that  she  made  her 
First  Communion  our  Lord  took  final  possession 
of  her  heart,  and  by  the  education  she  received 
from  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  He  completed 
within  her  that  simple,  straightforward  and  gener- 
ous piety,  the  clear  and  practical  judgment,  and 
the  disposition  at  once  mild  and  firm  which  were 
to  be  the  instruments  of  the  works  to  which  she 
was  destined. 


Even  then  the  Holy  Ghost  was  soliciting  the 
pious  young  girl.  Even  then  she  heard  at  the 
bottom  of  her  soul  the  words  of  Scripture:  He 
who  abandons  for  My  name  his  father  and  mother, 
sisters  and  brothers,  his  house  and  his  goods, shall 
receive  an  hundredfold  in  this  world  and  life 
everlasting  in  the  next.  Immediately  she  felt 
the  love  which  called  her  from  the  world  to  the 
promised  land  of  the  religious  life;  she  received 
this  privileged  grace  with  profound  gratitude, 
and  responded  thereto  with  lively  generosity. 
On  the  6th  of  January,  1822,  at  the  age  of  20, 
Jane  Collin  received  the  holy  habit  of  religion 
in  the  Convent  of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame,  at 
Namur.  "From  that  day,"  said  she,  three  days 
before  her  death,  "  I  had  but  one  thought — to  be  to 
the  best  of  my  poor  ability  a  true  Sister  of  Notre 
Dame."  These  simple  words  contain  the  whole 
secret  of  perfection:  to  be  what  one's  state  re- 
quires, and  always  to  correspond  to  the  will  of 
God.  Thus  thought  St.  Bernard  when  he  un- 
ceasingly repeated:  "Bernard,  why  hast  thou 
come  hither?"  thus  thought  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
model  of  all  saints,  when  she  gave  answer  to  the 
angel:  "Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord"; 
and  thus  thought  our  Saviour,  the  Fountain  of  all 
holiness,  when  He  said  to  His  Apostles:  "My 
food  and  drink  is  to  do  the  will  of  My  Father 
who  is  in  Heaven."  The  young  novice,  there- 
fore, continually  sought  to  identify  her  own  will 
with  that  of  God.  In  the  commands  of  her  Supe- 
riors, in  the  most  trifling  points  of  the  rule,  in  the 
duties  which  were  intrusted  to  her,  it  was  this 
adorable  will  that  she  sought,  that  she  loved, 
and  that  she  followed.  In  the  thought,  "It  is  the 
will  of  God,"  she  found  her  joy  and  her  strength. 

The  abundant  and  never-failing  source  of  solid 
piety  and  of  all  other  virtues  is  to  give  up  one's 
own  thoughts,  tastes  and  preferences, — in  a  word, 
to  renounce  one's  self  entirely  in  order  to  seek,  to 
love  and  to  follow  in  all  things  the  will  of  God. 
We  shall  now  see  to  what  depth  this  principle 
had  taken  root  in  the  soul  of  the  new  Sister  of 
Notre  Dame,  and  what  fruits  it  produced  in  her 
life. 

On  the  14th  of  September,  1826,  Sister  Constan- 
tina consecrated  herself  to  God  by  the  holy  vows 
of  religion.  With  all  the  ardor  of  a  soul  which 
had  never  entertained  another  desire,  she  engaged 
herself  in  the  glorious  service  of  which  the  sacred 
Scriptures  have  said :  "  To  serve  God  is  to  reign." 
The  following  year,  notwithstanding  her  youth, 
she  was  sent  by  her  superiors  to  the  important 
house  of  Junet,  where  she  remained  for  some  time 
as  mistress  of  the  boarding-school,  and  finally  as 
Superior.  With  such  zeal  and  prudence  did  she 
discharge  the  duties  of  the  different  positions  with 
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which  she  was  entrusted,  that  in  each  one  she  ap- 
peared worthy  of  more  important  functions.  In 
1840  she  was  called  to  Namur,  as  Superior  of  the 
Mother-House.  The  higher  she  rose  in  dignity 
the  greater  aptitude  for  administration  did  she  dis- 
play, and  the  more  abundant  proof  did  she  give  of 
that  spirit  of  faith  which  seeks  God,  and  God  alone, 
in  all  things. 

The  Lord  might  therefore  exalt  His  faithful  serv- 
ant. God,  who  does  not  wish  to  share  His  glory 
with  others,  might  be  assured  that  she  would  reserve 
for  Him  alone  the  glory  of  the  works  for  which 
He  had  prepared  her.  On  the  15th  of  February, 
1843,  Sister  Constantina  was  elected  Superior  Gen- 
eral of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame.  Scarcely  had 
she  entered  upon  the  duties  of  her  high  position 
when  an  event  honorable  for  her  and  for  her  whole 
religious  family  came  to  rejoice  the  whole  commu- 
nity. On  the  26th  of  July,  1844,  the  S  >vereigu  Pon- 
tiff solemnly  approved  the  Rules  and  Congregation 
of  the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame.  This  ha^py  circum- 
stance enlightened  and  confirmed  all  the  views  of 
the  new  Superior-General  as  to  the  manner  of  ac- 
complishing her  mission.  The  rule  in  a  religious 
house  is  the  will  of  God  which  takes  the  place  of 
individual  caprice;  it  is  the  guide  which  sustains, 
directs  and  encourages;  it  is  union  in  an  humble, 
common  and  equal  obedience;  it  is  the  good  ex- 
ample which  stimulates,  edifies  and  rejoices;  it  is 
the  peace  which  St.  Augustine  calls  "  the  tranquil- 
lity of  order."  Mother  Constantina  thoroughly  un- 
derstood all  this;  how  great,  therefore  must  have 
been  her  joy  to  see  her  rule  clothed  with  the  appro- 
bation of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  thus  becoming  for 
herself  and  her  daughters  a  surer  light,  a  more 
deeply-loved  guide.  She  considered  as  her  first 
duty  the  obligation  of  always  acting  in  conformity 
with  it;  and,  ray  dear  Sisters,  with  what  punctual- 
ity, love  and  religious  fidelity  she  accomplished  it 
till  the  last  day  of  her  life ! 

Let  those  who  imagine  that  obedience  narrows  the 
mind  and  contracts  the  heart  see  how  the  heart  and 
action  of  Mother  Cjnstantina  expanded,  however 
scrupulously  she  may  have  followed  the  most  tri- 
fling points  of  the  rule.  Loving  simplicity  above 
all  things,  and  allowing  nothing  to  herself  or 
her  children  but  what  was  in  keeping  with  the 
strictest  poverty,  she  displayed  a  generosity  that 
might  almost  be  termed  rash  when  there  was 
question  of  extending  the  benefit  of  Christian  in- 
struction or  of  opening  asylums  for  childhood  or 
youth. 

The  sanctification  of  her  spiritual  children 
and  the  education  of  the  young  were  the  prin- 
cipal objects  of  her  zeal,  but  they  did  not  exhaust 
her  charity.  With  what  joy  did  she  not  open  her 
doors  and  extend  her  kind  solicitude  to  our  con- 


gregations and  at  our  retreats;  and  this  sanctuary, 
erected  by  her  in  honor  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception, is  not  only  the  church  of  the  Sisters 
of  Xotre  Dame :  it  is  your  church,  it  is  our  church, 
it  is  the  church  of  all  good  works. 

Under  a  calm  and  tranquil  exterior.  Mother  Con- 
stantina felt  in  her  soul  the  ardor  of  her  Divine  Mas- 
ter. Jesus  Christ  said:  "I  am  come  to  spread  the 
fire  of  Divine  love  on  earth,  and  what  do  I  desire, 
but  that  it  be  propagated."  Inflamed  by  this  divine 
ardor,  sustained  by  her  spirit  of  faith,  and  convinced 
that  He  who  had  called  her  to  His  service  would  ever 
aid  her  in  her  task,  a  "simple"  woman  realized  proj- 
ects which  astonish  us  by  their  boldness;  twenty- 
four  houses  founded  in  Belgium,  Sisters  for  the 
first  time  sent  to  foreign  missions,  seventeen  houses 
established  in  Protestant  England,  other  Sisters 
dispatched  by  hundreds  to  found  houses  in  the  two 
Americas — and,  in  spite  of  all,  unity  maintained 
in  spirit  and  in  rule,  a  constant  exchange  of  affec- 
tion going  on  between  the  mother-house  and  the  dis- 
tant colonies — and  all  this  wondrous  vitality  hay- 
ing its  source  in  the  cell  of  an  humble  nun.  Such 
was  the  miracle  of  grace  in  her  case,  and  the  proof 
of  the  aid  which  this  grace  affords  those  who, 
like  St.  Paul,  "place  all  their  confidence  in  God, 
seeking  not  the  approbation  of  man.  .  .  .  but  striv- 
ing to  please  God  aloiu."  Such  was  Mother  Con- 
stantina. Insensible  to  human  views,  as  soon  as 
she  recognized  the  will  of  God,  however  rash  or 
difficult  an  enterprise  appeared,  she  began  it  with 
faith  in  its  success,  and  her  faith  was  not  disap- 
pointed. This  faith  in  the  presence  and  assist- 
ance of  God  kept  her  constantly  in  the  practice  of 
humility.  Some  one  remarked  to  her,  a  few  days 
before  her  death :  "You  may  say  with  confidence 
and  thanksgiving,  "Father,  I  have  glorified  Thee, 
I  have  completed  the  work  intrusted  to  me." 
"Dare  I  say  that?"  answered  she.  "  But  yes,  to 
glorify  the  grace  of  God.  Ah!  only  to  think  that 
He  has  been  pleased  to  make  use  of  a  poor 
creature  like  me — so  ignorant,  and  so  devoid  of 
capacity!  But  I  have  always  followed  one  simple 
rule,  to  let  the  Lord  accomplish  His  own  designs 
— and  I  have  always  been  satisfied  He  has  done 
all  things  well." 

It  was  in  these  sentiments  of  humble  confidence 
that  the  Lord  found  His  handmaid;  faithful  to 
her  religious  exercises  to  the  last  hour,  so 
patient  in  her  long  sickness  that  never  was  a 
word  of  complaint  uttered  by  her  lips,  she  had  a 
smile  and  word  of  kindness  for  all  those  who 
visited  her;  she  scVupulously  obeyed  those  who 
surrounded  her  with  their  pious  care — remember- 
ing the  words  she  had  so  often  meditated  during 
her  life:  "No  one  commands  without  danger,  un- 
less he  knows  how  to  obey."  Already  God  had 
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begun  to  reward  her  by  the  profound  peace  of 
soul  which  she  enjoyed.  She  left  the  works  which 
she  had  founded,  and  the  Sisters  whom  she  loved  so 
dearly,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  presence  of  God,  whom 
she  loved  above  all ;  or  let  us  rather  say  that  she 
did  not  abandon  her  works  or  her  children,  but 
that  she  went  to  heaven  to  recommend  the  one 
and  intercede  for  the  others. 

Mother  Constantina  breathed  her  last  on  the 
25th  of  October,  1875.  Let  us  pray  God,  who 
judges  justice  itself,  that  He  may  have  pity  on 
her  soul,  and  let  us  ask  for  ourselves  the  death  of 
the  just,  which  is  so  precious  in  the  sight  of  the 
Lord.  Requiescat  in  pace. 


Catholic  Notes. 

The  Abbe*  Canil  has  been  appointed  Vice-Rector 

of  the  Catholic  University  of  Paris. 

The  death  of  Mr.  H.  E.  Heather,  the  manager 

and  publisher  of  the  London  Tablet,  is  announced. 
— R.  I.  P. 

Catholic  worship  has  just  been  reinstated  at 

Wells  (England)  after  an  interruption  of  more  than 
three  centuries. 

Six  hundred  Protestant  ladies  of  Geneva,  Swit- 
zerland, have  protested  against  the  expulsion  of  the 
Sisters  of  Charity. 

The  Holy  Father  has  presented  a'  beautiful 

chalice  to  the  new  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

The  AVE  MARIA  for  1876  will  have  some  special 

attractions,  for  a  notice  of  which  we  refer  to  the  pros- 
pectus on  the  3rd  page  of  the  cover. 

John,  of  Tuam,  was  a  Bishop  when  Pius  IX  was 

a  simple  priest.  Next  May  the  Holy  Father  will  cele- 
brate the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  his  episcopal  conse- 
cration. 

A  relative  of  Victor  Emanuel,  Father  Pengeleone, 

is  a  missionary  among  the  Indians  in  Kansas.  He  was 
once  a  practising  attorney  at  Turin,  Italy,  but  #ave  up 
law  for  the  ministry. 

There  are  thirty-five  Catholic  Peers,  including 

the  Premier  Duke  and  Premier  Peer,  Norfolk,  forty- 
nine  Catholic  Baronets,  and  fifty-seven  Catholic  Mem- 
bers of  Parliament  in  Great  Britain. 

Rev.  Father  Baret,  of  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Im- 
maculate, Superior  of  Notre  Dame  de  !a  Garde,  is  dead. 
He  departed  this  life,  after  a  short  illness,  on  the  3rd 
of  November.  The  death  of  this  venerable  Religious 
is  much  lamented  by  the  people  of  Marseilles. 

The  Society  of.  Our  Mother  of  Sorrows,  Corona, 

L.  I.,  New  York,  has  presented  to  Benjamin  VV.  Hitch- 
cock, Esq.,  a  liberal  Protestant  citizen,  who  has  be- 
friended the  society,  giving  them  the  hall  free,  an  ex- 
cellently engraved  set  of  resolutions,  handsomely 
framed. 

The  obsequies  of  the  late  Monseigneur  Callot, 


Bishop  of  Oran,  took  place  on  the  13th  of  November 
at  Baujeu,  France.  Mgr.  Thibaudier  presided  at 
the  ceremonies.  A  large  number  of  clergymen,  and 
Mr  Welche,  Prefect  of  the  Department  of  the  Rhone, 
were  present. 

On   the   28th    of   November,    Father   Charles, 

Father  Guido,  and  Father  Alphonsus,  of  the  Passiunist 
Order,  closed  a  two  weeks'  mission  in  St.  John's 
Church,  St.  Louis,  Mo.  About  3,000  approached  the 
Sacraments,  and  twenty  converts  were  received  into 
the  Church. 

An  eight  days'  mission,  exclusively  for  the  col- 
ored population  of  Savannah,  Ga,  besjan  Sunday,  De- 
cember 12(,h,  at  St.  Benedict's  Church.  The  exercises 
of  the  mission  were  conducted  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
of  the  diocese,  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Francis  J.  Miller, 
of  the  Cathedral  parish. 

The  Revue  Reliyieuse,  of  Rodez,  announces  that 

the  Abbey  of  Bennevul,  near  Espalian,  is  about  to  be  re- 
vived. Prayer  and  holiness  will  soon  reanimate  its 
ruins.  The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  has  purchased  this 
property  to  establish  there  a  convent  of  Trappist  nuns 
These  holy  religious  took  possession  of  the  property 
on  the  8th  of  November. 

The  Very  Rev.  Father  Fulgentius  Rignon,  of 

the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  died  lately  in  Paris,  at  the 
monastery  in  the  Rue  de  Fourneaux.  This  worthy 
religious  had  been  entrusted  with  the  highest  charges 
in  his  order,  and  during  the  past  twenty  years  he  had 
been  Commissary  General  at  the  Holy  Land  for  France. 
He  was  sixty  eight  years  of  age. 

The  North  German  Gazette  (Bismark's  mouth- 
piece) speaks  of  the  immense  progress  Catholicity 
has  made  in  Jutland,  on  the  continent  of  Denmark. 
The  Catholic  churches  and  schools,  says  the  Gazette, 
are  fairly  on  the  increase.  On  the  34th  of  October  an 
inauguration  took  place  at  Aarhuns  (a  city  of  great 
importance)  of  a  presbytery,  a  new  school,  and  a 
magnificent  Catholic  chapel. 

The  beautiful  new  Cathedral  of  the  Holy  Cross, 

Boston,  was  dedicated  last  Wednesday,  the  Feast  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception.  The  ceremonies  drew 
an  immense  number  of  spectators.  Archbishop  Wil- 
liams was  celebrant  of  the  Mass,  and  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Lynch,  of  Charleston,  preached  the  sermon.  The 
new  Cathedral  is  one  of  the  largest  and  most  magnifi- 
cent in  this  country.  It  covers  an  acre  of  ground. 

Intelligence  was  received  a  short  time  ago  by 

the  clergymen  of  St.  Mary's  Seminary  of  the  death  of 
Rev.  J.  B.  Dugarie  at  his  home  in  France.  This  Rev- 
erend gentleman  belonged  to  the  Society  of  St.  Sul- 
pice,  and  taught  for  a  number  of  years  at  St.  Charles' 
College,  in  Howard  Co.  Subsequently  he  was  removed 
to  St.  Mary's  Seminary,  Baltimore,  and  thence  by  the 
order  of  his  superiors  was  transferred  to  France  about 
five  yi-ars  ago.  Whilst  in  this  country  Father  Dujjarie 
gained  many  warm  friends,  who  will  regret  to  hear  of 
his  death.  R.  /.  P.— Catholic  Mirror. 

We  were  pained  to  find  in  our  daily  paper  one 

day  last  week  the  following  .sad  news:  "  On  Saturday, 
Dec.  4,  Rev.  Father  Murphy,  editor  of  the  True  Witness,  a 
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famous  lecturer  on  Papal  infallibility,  and  the  Rev. 
Father  Lynch,  a  talented  young  priest  lately  from  Ire- 
land, drove  out  to  Back  River,  7  miles  from  Montreal, 
and  stopped  at  La  Jeunesse  Hotel.  At  night,  after  re- 
tiring, fire  broke  out  in  the  hotel,  and  Fathers  Murphy 
and  Lynch  were  burned  to  death  before  assistance 
could  be  rendered.  La  Jeunesse  Hotel,  a  large  wooden 
building,  was  burned  to  the  ground.  Five  thousand 
people  visited  the  scene  next  day. 

The  Western  Watchman,  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  of  last 

week,  has  the  following:  "A  great  sensation  has 
been  created  by  a  recent  statement  in  a  French  paper 
that  President  Lincoln  was  once  a  Catholic.  Why, 
the  same  fact  has  been  repeatedly  published  in  this 
country.  He  was  a  Catholic  in  his  youth.  Both  his 
parents  were  Catholics.  Father  St.  Cyr,  now  chaplain 
at  the  mother-house  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  a  few 
miles  below  Carondelet,  often  said  Mass  in  the  home 
of  the  late  President's  father,  and  young  Abe  fre- 
quently served.  The  Lincolns  of  this  State  are  rela- 
tives of  the  late  President,  and  they  are  all  Catholics. 
Freemasonry  wrought  havoc  with  the  young  man's 
faith.  President  Lincoln  was  at  his  death  the  only 
thing  an  apostate  Catholic  can  be,  a  thorough  infidel." 

His  Lordship  Bishop  Bourget  received  by  latest 

European  mail  official  despatches  creating  Mgr.  J. 
Desautels  Domestic  Prelate  to  His  Holiness,  the  Hon. 
Judge  Berthelot  Commander  of  the  Order  of  St.  Syl- 
vester, and  His  Worship  Mayor  Kingston  Commander 
of  the  Order  of  St.  Gregory  the  Great.  We  congratu- 
late the  Mayor  of  Montreal  and  the  other  gentlemen 
whom  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ  has  so  honored.  We 
are  also  happy  to  inform  our  readers  that  His  Excel- 
lency the  Lieut-Governor  of  this  Province  has  re- 
ceived the  decoration  of  the  Grand  Cross  of  St. 
Gregory  the  Great  from  His  Holiness,  one  of  the 
highest  distinctions  the  Papal  Court  can  bestow  on  a 
layman.  We  also  congratulate  the  Very  Rev.  C.  F. 
Casault,  Vicar-General  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Quebec, 
on  his  being  raised  to  the  dignity  of  Domestic  Prelate 
to  the  Holy  Father.— Montreal  True  Witness. 

The  London  Times  says:  "At  a  visit  of  the 

Bishop  of  London,  the  church-wardens  of  St.  Vedast, 
Joster  Lane,  city,  handed  to  his  lordship  a  com- 
plaint against  many  illegal  practices  now  in  use  in 
the  Anglican  Church;  such  as  lighting  candles  on 
the  holy  table  whilst  there  was  no  need  of  candle- 
light; the  wearing  of  vestments  known  by  the  names 
of  chasubles,  stoles  and  maniples;  the  going  in  pro- 
cession, led  by  an  acolyte  dressed  in  a  short  surplice 
and  red  cassock,  and  carrying  besides  a  large  cross; 
the  use  of  unleavened  altar-bread  and  of  round  wafers 
when  giving  holy  communion;  the  mixing  of  water 
with  the  sacramental  wine;  the  making  of  the  sign 
of  the  Cross  in  the  air;  the  elevation  of  the  paten  and 
chalice  above  the  head;  the  singing  of  the  hymn 
Agnus  Dei  after  the  prayer  of  the  consecration  during 
communion  service.  The  wardens  state  also  that  on 
the  27th  of  June  last  the  rettor  had  given  permission 
to  celebrate  the  sacrifice  of  High  Mass."  It  can  be 
seen  that  Protestants  are  shaking  off  their  zealous  hor- 
ror of  what  they  have  been  BO  long  pleased  to  term 
Catholic  idolatry. 


We  read  occasionally  in  the  columns  of  our  Prot- 
estant cotemporaries  of  missions  to  the  Chinese  in  San 
Francisco  and  of  mission  schools  established  there. 
Sometimes  we  find  reports  of  progress  made  by  these 
institutions.  Yet  we  fancy  the  number  of  "  con- 
verted" Chinese  in  America  must  be  small.  Con- 
verted Jews  are  found,  not  unfrequently.  Polish  Jews 
have  quite  a  passion  for  conversion — if  they  are  well 
paid  for  it;  indeed  we  read  of  one  notable  specimen 
who  had  been  converted  seventeen  times.  The  price 
paid  for  Italian  converts  by  Baptist  and  Methodist 
ministers  we  know:  it  ranges  from  twelve  to  fifteen 
dollars  per  month.  The  Chinese  tariff  we  are  unac- 
quainted with;  but  it  is  either  fixed  too  low  or 
the  heathen  is  obstinate,  for  results  are  small.  Still, 
Christianity  has  been  presented  to  the  Chinese  people 
with  marked  success.  Five  years  ago  the  number  of 
Catholics  in  China  amounted  to  more  than  half  a 
million  (it  is  now  nearly  a  million);  there  are  nearly 
a  thousand  priests  there,  of  whom  one-third  are  native 
Chinese.  "There  are  a  great  number  of  convents  of 
Chinese  nuns.  Perhaps  the  largest  is  that  called 
Chem-Mou-Irien,  or  the  Court  of  the  Holy  Mother  of 
God,  situated  on  the  Imperial  Canal,  six  miles  from 
the  port  of  Shanghai.  This  vast  convent  is  divided 
into  six  groups  of  buildings,  which,  indeed,  are  sep- 
arate establishments;  in  the  management,  twenty 
nuns  are  employed,  and  of  course  many  natives. 
First,  the  church;  second,  the  convent  proper;  then 
the  orphanage,  for  female  infants  bought  from  their 
parents  or  redeemed  from  death.  Next  is  the  orphan- 
age  for  the  larger  orphan  girls,  where  they  are  taught 
the  duties  of  religion,  and  the  industrial  and  domestic 
employments  suitable  totheirsex;  next,  a  seminary 
for  young  ladies  who  desire  a  Christian  education. 
Another  building  is  devoted  to  the  novitiate  of  native 
ladies  who  wish  to  enter  the  Order  of  the  European 
Mother.  The  last  one  is  occupied  by  the  novices  of 
the  Sodality  of  the  Chinese  nuns,  their  vocations, 
after  a  training  of  two  years, being  to  go  to  the  different 
parts  of  the  Mission,  take  care  of  the  churches  and 
girls'  schools,  and  instruct  female  catechumens  to 
redeem  and  baptize  little  children.  Here  an  annual 
retreat  of  four  days  is  given;  on  the  morning  of  the 
first  day  a  fleet  of  little  boats  may  be  observed  land- 
ing their  passengers  at  the  bridge  in  front  of  the 
convent;  these  boats  bear  four  hundred  Chinese 
nuns  who  from  all  quarters  of  the  province  hasten 
to  assist  at  the  spiritual  exercises.  Within  thirty 
miles  of  Shanghai  are  twenty  new  Catholic  churches. 
In  the  diocese  of  Nankin,  co-extensive  with  the  prov- 
ince, six  colleges  have  been  erected,  one  in  each  ec- 
clesiastical division  of  the  diocese.  In  the  ecclesias- 
tical college  of  that  diocese  twenty  young  Chinese 
are  engaged  in  the  study  of  philosophy  and  theol- 
ogy, and  a  little  seminary  of  fifty  students  are  pre- 
paring for  admission  to  the  college.  Two  hundred 
schools  have  also  been  founded  in  the  diocese,  which, 
likewise,  supports  seven  thousand  orphans,  saved 
from  death  or  abandonment.  Let  us  see  how  the 
"lazy,  sensual  priests  "  manage  these  orphan  asylums. 
Take  the  the  orphanage  of  Te  Kewn,  for  pagan  or- 
phans only,  and  containing  290  orphans,  from  7  to  19 
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years  old.  After  an  hour's  instruction  every  morning, 
the  boys  adjourn  to  the  industrial  department,  which 
contains  carpenters,  cabinet-makers,  varnishers,  letter 
and  flower  carvers,  printers,  book-binders,  tailors, 
shoemakers,  weavers,  and  lastly  a  magnificent  estab- 
lishment of  painters,  occupying  the  largest  room  in 
the  house.  Their  pictures  are  sought  for  in  all  the 
provinces  of  China,  in  Thibet,  Japan,  Formosa,  Hong 
Kong;  and  from  San  Francisco  and  New  York,  inqui- 
ries have  been  made  about  the  means  of  getting  them 
from  China.  Much  space  would  be  required  to  speak  of 
the  many  societies  of  piety  and  charity,  the  sodalities 
of  the  Rosary  and  the  Sacred  Heart,  the  society  for  the 
relief  of  the  aged  poor,  as  well  as  the  printing  es- 
tablishments, pharmacies,  etc."  Now  we  respectfully 
ask  of  our  Catholic  brethren  on  the  Pacific  coast  why 
steps  are  not  taken  to  bring  over  a  few  Chinese 
priests  and  nuns  to  labor  amongst  their  countrypco- 
ple  in  California,  Nevada,  Montana,  Idaho,  Oregon, 
Washington,  etc.,  where  there  is  now  a  Chinese  pop- 
ulation little  if  at  all  short  of  one  hundred  thousand? 
How  soon  may  we  hope  to  hear  of  Chinese  Catholic 
churches  being  opened  on  the  shores  of  the  Pacific? — 
Catholic  Citizen. 


New  Publications. 

BALLADS,  SONGS  AND  POEMS.      By  William   Collins. 
New  York:  P.  J.  Kennedy,  publisher. 

This  is  a  volume  of  Irish  national  poetry  the 
author  of  which  has  obtained  some  celebrity  by 
his  poetical  contributions  to  Irish  American 
newspapers.  His  admirers  will  be  glad  to  know 
that  the  poems  of  their  favorite  have  been  col- 
lected in  book-form.  The  volume  is  in  green  and 
gold,  and  has  a  very  tasty  appearance. 

The  fifth  volume  of  the  Lives  of  the  Saints 

by  Father  Weninger,  S.  J.,  has  been  published  by 
Mr.  O'Shea,  of  New  York.  It  is  up  to  the  stand- 
ard of  those  already  published,  in  every  respect. 
Being  the  volume  for  the  month  of  May,  the  fron- 
tispiece is  a  steel-engraving  of  the  Madonna  di 
San  Sisto. 

The  C ' cecilia  for  December  contains  five  pages 

of  music — viz. :  a  Magnificat  by  Haberl,  and  a  Pater 
noster,  Ace  Maria  and  Sermon  Hymn  by  Diebold. 
In  the  reading  matter,  a  very  fine  article  on  the  Gre- 
gorian Chant,  from  the  London  Tablet,  is  given  in 
English.  We  are  gratified  to  learn  that  the  choir 
of  old  St.  Peter's,  Philadelphia, — 28  members — 
has  joined  the  St.  Caecilia  Society.  "  Twenty-five 
years  ago,"  remarks  an  old  professor  of  music  on 
seeing  the  above,  "  our  young  heart  palpitated  with 
delight  on  hearing  Haydn's  3d  Mass  performed 
there,  with  full  orchestra.  For  offertory,  a  boy 
played  a  clarionett  solo.  How  we  envied  the 
young  soloist!  How  we  envied  the  church  that 
possessed  such  a  choir!  The  question  as  to 


whether  we  really  fulfilled  the  obligation  of  hear- 
ing  Mass  did  not  trouble  us  then,  or  prevent  us 
from  giving  our  whole  attention  to  the  music."  In 
future,  Stehle's  Missa  Salve  Regina,  the  Masses  of 
Molitor  and  others  of  the  Caecilian  composers,  to- 
gether with  the  complete  supplement  of  the  Ccecilia, 
will  take  the  place  of  Mozart,  Haydn,  etc.  In 
New  York,  also,  a  beginning  has  been  made ;  nine 
churches  are  mentioned  as  using  exclusively  the 
Gregorian  Chant  and  Caecilian  music. 

RECEIVED:  Proceedings  of  the  Seventh  Annual 
Convention  of  the  Irish  Benevolent  "Union  of 
Rochester,  New  York. 


Obituary. 

It  is  with  sincere  regret  that  we  announce  the 

demise,  at  Salt  Creek,  Virginia,  on  the  18th  ult.,  of 
Rev.  C.  M.  SHEEHAN,  a  priest  of  the  Savannah  (Ga.)  dio- 
cese. Father  Sheehan  was  attached  as  assistant  rec- 
tor to  the  Cathedral  for  a  number  of  years,  and  by  his 
learning,  piety  and  zeal,  so  endeared  himself  to  the 
members  of  that  congregation  that  when  the  late  Right 
Rev.  M.  O'Connor  selected  him  as  President  of  St. 
Michael's  Seminary,  then  about  being  re-established 
atSummittville,  Cambria  county,  the  most  widespread 
and  profound  regret  was  evinced.  For  mapy  years 
Father  Sheehan  has  been  recognized  as  one  of  the 
finest  classical  scholars  on  the  continent.  His  liter- 
ary labors  were  extensive,  but  he  dreaded  rushing 
into  print.  His  translations  of  Papal  documents  into 
the  vernacular  were  regarded  as  the  most  accurate 
as  well  as  finished  productions  both  in  this  country 
and  in  Rome.  Several  of  his  compositions  in  Latin 
verse  were  published,  securing  at  once  general  admi- 
ration. Modest,  talented,  amiable,  zealous  and  cul- 
tured, "Father  Con,"  as  intimate  friends  endearingly 
termed  him,  was  a  model  priest.  During  his  illness 
which  continued  several  months  and  which  he  bore 
with  characteristic  fortitude,  he  was  attended  by  lov- 
ing hands  that  knew  his  great  worth.  He  frequently 
received  the  Sacraments,  and  died  fortified  by  all  the 
rights  of  the  Church — Catholic  Journal. 

The  following  extract,  relating  to  the  death  of  an 

American  religieuse,  is  translated  from  Chilian  papers 
lately  received: 

"  We  regret  to  announce  the  death  of  MADAME  MAR- 
GARET ELIZABETH  BLOUNT,  a  religious  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  who  died  in  a  convent  of  that  Order  in  Concep- 
cion,  Chili,  on  the  22d  of  September,  1875.  Madam 
Blount  had  suffered  for  many  years  from  disease  of  the 
heart,  but  endeavored  faithfully  to  discharge  her  duties 
notwithstanding  her  state  of  health.  She  was  one  of 
the  band  of  heroic  women  who  cheerfully  obeyed  the 
mandate  of  their  superior,  to  make  a  foundation  in 
Santiago,  and  left  Paris  in  I860  for  that  purpose.  Ma- 
dam Blount  was  a  universal  favorite  of  th> 
the  Sacred  Heart  in  Chili,' and  beloved  by  i 
residing  there;  she  was  an  accomplisljel^musician^ 
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and  a  most  excellent  linguist,  but  above  all  a  most 
amiable  and  pious  lady. 

On     the    2nd  inst.,    at    the    Convent  of    the 

Sisters  of  Notre  Dame,  Chattawa,  Miss.,  Elizabeth 
Siebeling,  in  religion  SISTER  MART  STEPHANA,  died, 
ased  twenty  years.  Sister  Stephana  was  born  in 
Quincy,  111.  Having  lost  her  mother  in  early  youth, 
she  was  confided,  by  her  relatives,  to  the  care  of  the 
Sisters  of  Notre  Dame.  She  grew  up  under  their 
guardianship,  and  at  fifteen  became  a  canditate  for 
admission  into  the  Order.  Two  summers  ago  she 
received  the  white  veil.  Her  health  being  feeble, 
she  was  sent  to  New  Orleans  in  Otocber  of  last  year 
with  the  hope  that  a  mild  winter  climate  would 
prove  beneficial.  In  New  Orleans  she  was  attached 
to  the  St.  Mary's  Parochial  School,  to  the  duties 
of  which  she  attended  until  quite  recently, 
when  her  failing  strength  suggested  a  change  to 
Chattawa.  The  hour  of  her  reward  was  at  hand, 
however,  and  kind,  gentle  Sister  Mary  Stephana  was 
called  away  soon  after  her  arrival  in  Chattawa,  not, 
however,  without  having  the  happiness  of  pronounc- 
ing her  vows,  which  solemn  ceremony  was  performed 
shortly  before  her  demise. — New  Orl  ns  Morning 
Star. 


\ssociation  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 


FROM  THE  28TH  OF  Nov.  TO  THE  4TH  OF  DEC. 

Number  of  letters  received,  130;  new  members  en- 
rolled. 136. 

The  following  intentions  have  been  recommended 
to  the  prayers  of  the  Associates:  Health  for  100  indi- 
viduals and  2  families;  Conversion  for  45  individuals 
and  4  families;  Perseverance  for  3  persons;  Particu- 
lar favors  for  48  persons,  12  families,  3  communities, 
2  congregations,  and  2  schools.  Also  the  following 
particular  intentions:  The  preservation  of  a  person  ex- 
posed to  conta<rious  diseases. — The  conversion  of  a 
well-meaning  Protestant  gentleman  who  has  lately 
joined  a  very  respectable  Catholic  family, — Employ- 
ment for  a  Catholic  gentleman  of  good  principles< 
and  his  perseverance  under  severe  trials, — Some  pend- 
ing lawsuits. — The  inhabitants  of  a  city  in  Texas, 
recommended  by  a  religious  community, — Resources 
for  the  orphan  children  of  a  gentleman  lately  de- 
censed,  whose  conversion  to  the  faith  was  effected 
through  the  prayers  of  the  Associates;  also  preserva- 
tion of  their  inheritance, — several  children  preparing 
for  First  Communion  and  Confirmation,— Resources 
for  several  widows  and  orphans  and  for  other  persons, 
— The  vindication  of  the  innocence  of  a  man  unjustly 
accused  of  a  crime,— Change  of  life  for  several  sons 
undutiful  to  their  parents, — Success  for  some  ecclesi- 
astical students,  and  the  graces  of  the  Jubilee  for  sev- 
eral persons,— The  conversion  to  the  faith  and  of  re- 
ligious vocation  of  some  Protestants  using  the  water  of 
j/onrdes  or  having  confidence  in  Our  Blessed  Lady, — 
And  one  particular  intention  not  specified. 
/"  We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  a  letter, 


which  we  believe  will  not  fail  to  enlist  the  ardent 
sympathies  of  the  Associates:  "I  write  to  ask  the 
water  of  Lourdes  for  a  gentleman  who  has  been  ill 
for  two  months  past.  His  disease  is  enlargement  of  the 
artery  in  the  left  leg,  and  very  painful,  but  the  ad- 
mirable patience  with  which  he  bore  his  sufferings 
throughout  bids  us  hope  that  our  Blessed  Mother 
will  obtain  him  relief.  He  is  not  of  our  faith,  yet  not 
at  all  prejudiced,  being  quite  anxious  to  use  the 
water  (of  which  he  had  never  before  heard)  on  my 
telling  him  of  its  marvellous  power.  ...  It  is  our  in- 
tention to  apply  a  little  of  it  every  day,  on  the  nine 
preceding  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 
I  have  a  few  drops  to 'commence  with,  and  I  hope  a 
new  supply  will  reach  him  when  that  is  used;  and 
will  you  just  for  one  moment  think  of  what  we  are 
asking?  Oh,  our  Blessed  Lady  must  show  her  com- 
passion here !  You  may  send  the  water  to  his  address ; 
it  will  please  him."  .  .  . 

FAVORS   OBTAINED. 

The  following  extracts  are  from  letters  acknowl- 
edging favors:  "A  gentleman,  the  son  of  an  apostate 
Catholic,  brought  up  by  his  Protestant  mother  to 
hate  even  the  name  of  Catholic,  asked  for  a  priest  two 
weeks  before  his  death,  without  anyone  proposing  or 
even  mentioning  such  a  thing  to  him.  He  became  a 
Catholic,  made  his  First  Communion,  and  died  a  pen- 
itent." .  .  .  "Please  ask  the  prayers  of  the  Associates 
for  a  person  deranged  in  mind.  I  recommended  a  sim- 
ilar case  about  two  years  ago,  and  obtained  the  de- 
sired result."  ....  "Mr.  J.  M.  G.,  with  whom  you 
have  had  some  correspondence,  told  me  that  he  owes 
his  recovery  from  a  complaint  of  the  heart  to  your 

(the  Associates')  prayers  in  his  behalf." "Last 

May  I  had  a  little  girl  greatly  afflicted  with  St.  An- 
thony's fire ;  she  was  sufferin  g  great  pain ;  I  applied  the 
water  of  Lourdes  and  instantly  the  pain  ceased,  and 
next  morning  the  big  blisters  were  entirely  healed."  . . . 
"The  water  also  cured  a  pain  in  my  boy's  eye."  .... 
11 1  had  a  very  hard  cough;  sometimes  it  would  nearly 
strangle  me;  I  took  some  water  of  Lourdes,  and, 
thanks  to  our  sweet  Mother,  I  am  cured.  My 
brother  was  very  sick  and  delirious.  I  also  applied 
the  water  of  Lourdes  to  him,  and  he  got  better.  A 
gentleman  who  was  enrolled  eight  years  ago  was 
then  acting  very  badly — his  widow  attributes  his 
conversion  and  edifying  death,  which  happened  re- 
cently, to  the  prayers  of  the  Associates."  ...  .  "  Please 
return  thanks  for  the  success  of  a  school,  and  for  the 
obtaining  of  a  fine  situation  by  a  gentleman." 

OBITUARY. 

MR.  MARTIN  DONAHOE,  of  Galva,  111.,  who  died  on 
the  20th  of  November,  after  having  received  the 
Sacraments  of  the  Church  in  an  edifying  manner. 
MRS.  LOFTUS, of  Philadelphia;  MR  PAUL,  M.  PLACIDE, 
of  Baltimore,  who  died  recently.  He  was  brought  up 
a  Protestant,  under  the  strongest  prejudices,  by  his 
parents,  and  his  conversion  to  the  faith  shortly  before 
his  death  was  a  real  miracle.  MRS.  BIUDGET  COADY, 
of  Richmond,  Va.,  who  died  Feb.  4th,  1874. 

May  they  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 
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The  Christmas  Anctl. 


My  little  children,  Christmas  is  .your  special 
Feast.  You  learn  now  that  Jesus  was  once  a  little 
babe  and  a  little  child  like  you.  You  are  no 
longer  frightened,  nor  think  that  God  is  too  great 
to  notice  you.  Your  hearts  are  full  of  love;  you 
kneel  before  the  Crib  and  look  at  Him,  and  feel 
sure  He  knows  and  loves  you.  Look  at  Him  well ; 
note  His  sweet  face,  His  hands,  and  His  hair. 
Then  think  those  eyes  never  looked  cross  or  an- 
gry; those  lips  never  uttered  any  unbecoming 
word;  those  outstretched  hands  were  never  lifted 
in  anger.  Now  look  at  yourselves,  and  see  the 
difference :  sometimes  you  are  both  cross  and  an- 
gry; you  speak  unkindly  to  your  playfellows,  and 
disrespectfully  to  your  parents. 

This  is  your  Feast;  for  when  the  kind  Jesus 
lived  on  earth,  He  said,  "Suffer  little  children 
to  come  unto  Me,"  and  He  loves  you  as  much  now 
as  then. 

How  kind  He  is!  He  has  sent  a  beautiful 
bright  angel  from  heaven  to  take  care  of  you,  who 
is  always  close  by  your  side;  he  knows  and  sees 
everything  you  do,  and  tells  Jesus  all.  When  you 
are  naughty,  he  hides  his  face  in  his  wings,  and 
sorrows  for  your  sins;  but  when  you  are  good,  he 
smiles  upon  you,  and  throws  his  wings  around 
you.  The  next  time  you  are  tempted  to  do  wrong, 
think  about  this  good  angels 

Christmas  is  a  happy  time  for  little  children: 
every  one  is  so  kind,  and  they  get  so  many  nice 
presents.  The  church  looks  so  beautiful,  you 
would  like  to  be  always  there.  The  snow  lies 
upon  the  ground,  and  you  have  some  fine  sport  with 
the  snow-balls.  There  is  no  school;  a  long  holi- 
day, and  nearly  all  play.  But  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  about  a  little  boy,  who  had  no  mother  to  make 
him  nice  things,  no  home,  no  bright  fire,  no  loving 
little  brothers  and  sisters ;  who  scarcely  knew  what 
the  name  of  God  meant,  and  had  never  been  in- 
side a  church. 

This  little  boy  lived  in  London ;  his  mother  was 
dead,  and  his  father  had  gone  far  away,  no  one 
knew  where;  and  he  was  left  with  an  old  woman, 
who  cared  very  little  whether  he  lived  or  died. 
His  poor  mother  had  been  a  Catholic,  and  he  had 
been  baptized ;  his  name  was  Charlie.  He  was  a 
pretty,  fair-haired  boy,  with  deep  blue  eyes,  and 
rosy  lips.  He  was  very  thin,  for  he  had  not  half 
enough  to  eat.  You  could  see  the  blue  veins 
plainly  through  the  small  white  hands.  Charlie 
was  not  seven  years  old;  he  was  a  good  boy, 


though  no  one  had  ever  taught  him  his  catechism. 
His  guardian-angel  took  care  of  him,  and  whis- 
pered in  his  ear  what  was  right  and  what  was 
wrong,  and  Charlie  always  did  the  right. 

The  old  woman  who  had  the  care  of  Charlie 
was  called  Nanny,  and  slit-  was  one  of  the  Grossest 
old  women  you  would  meet  with.  She  was  al- 
ways scolding  or  beating  the  little  fellow,  and  he 
had  but  a  miserable  life.  Charlie  sometimes  went 
out  into  the  yard  to  play  with  the  children.  One 
morning,  when  he  got  up,  he  felt  very  cold,  and 
his  head  ached;  so  he  went  out  into  the  yard  to 
run  about,  and  get  warm.  There,  sliding  up  and 
down,  he  saw  his  companions. 

"  Oh,  come  along,  Charlie,  here's  such  fun  !"  said 
one  of  them;  "the  day  after  to-morrow  is  Christ- 
mas-day!" 

"Christmas-day!"  said  Charlie;  "what  is  that?" 

"What's  that! — why,  it's  Christmas-day,  I  tell 
you;  every  one  has  a  plum-pudding;  my  mother 
says  we  shall,  too." 

"And,"  said  Billy  Hopkins,  "  my  father  says  I 
may  slide  all  day.  Christmas  is  such  fun !" 

"  I  thought  people  went  to  church  on  Christmas- 
day,"  said  a  curly-headed  little  boy. 

"  Some  do,"  said  a  big  boy ;  "  but  that's  not  my 
way." 

Little  Charlie  crept  up  to  the  curly-headed  child 
and  said,  "  Tommy,  what  is  '  church'?" 

"  Church ! — why,  it's  a  beautiful  place,  with  a 
large  altar  in  it,  and  full  of  pictures  and  flowers 
and  candles;  and  oh,  Charlie,  there  is  one  pic- 
ture, so  beautiful,  of  the  Blessed  Lady  and  the 
Holy  Jesus." 

"Who  are  they?"  said  Charlie. 

"  You  are  a  funny  boy ;  don't  you  know  about 
our  Lord  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  ?  I  do ;  and  my 
mother  often  talks  to  me  about  them." 

"Ah  !  but  I  haven't  got  a  mother." 

"Doesn't  old  Nanny  tell  you  about  God?" 

"No,"  said  Charlie,  with  a  reverent  face;  "will 
you  ? " 

"Well,  God  lives  up  in  heaven,  you  know,  and 
He  loves  us  all,  and  He  sends  a  beautiful  angel  to 
take  care  of  us.  You've  got  one,  and  so  have  I." 

"  Have  I  ?    Where  is  he  ? " 

"  By  your  side.  My  mother  says  the  angel 
never  goes  away;  he  never  leaves  you  for  one  mo- 
ment; he  is  by  your  side  now." 

"  I  wish  he  would  nurse  me,  my  head  aches  so 
bad." 

"  Nurse  you!  why^  you  cannot  see  him." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Charlie,  after  musing  some 
moments,  "  why  God  didn't  give  me  a  mother,  if 
He  loves  me  so  much  " 

That  question  puzzled  Tommy,  and  he  an- 
swered, "  I  don't  know.  •  I  don't  know  much  about 
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an}-thing,  but  my  mother  will  tell  you.  Good-bye, 
Charlie,  I  must  go  in." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Charlie,  going  slowly  back  to 
the  house.  All  day  he  sat  by  the  fire,  thinking 
about  what  Tommy  had  told  him,  and  wondering 
if  the  angel  really  stood  there. 

"  What  on  earth  are  you  turning  round  in  that 
way  for?"  said  old  Nanny. 

"  I  am  looking  for  my  angel." 

"  For  what?"  said  Nanny,  frightened. 

"  My  angel ;  but  I  can't  see  him ;"  and  his  little 
head  drooped  wearily. 

"  I'll  cure  you  of  that  nonsense!"  she  said,  and 
she  gave  him  a  blow  which  made  Charlie  fall. 

"  Oh,  don't  beat  me,  my  head  aches  so  bad." 

But  Nanny  was  a  wicked  woman ;  she  hated  all 
things  good  and  holy.  She  was  the  worst  of  all 
bad  people,  an  apostate  Catholic. 

"  Angels,  indeed !  Go  up  to  bed,  and  don't  let 
me  hear  that  again." 

Little  Charlie  went  sobbing  up  to  his  wretched 
room. 

"  O  angel,"  he  said,  throwing  himself  on  the 
dirty  straw,  "take  me  to  God!  I  want  to  go 
away." 

He  cried  himself  to  sleep.  The  next  morning, 
when  he  awoke,  his  head  ached,  and  he  felt  burn- 
ing hot;  his  legs  and  arras  hurt  him,  too,  and  he 
could  hardly  walk  downstairs.  When  he  got 
into  the  kitchen,  old  Nanny  was  in  one  of  her 
dreadfully  cross  tempers;  he  was  afraid  to  speak, 
but  after  a  little  while  he  asked, — 

"Nanny,  please  may  I  go  to  church  ?" 

Already  furious,  she  grew  quite  savage. 

"  Church ! "  she  almost  shrieked.  "  What  does 
the  boy  mean?  I'll  send  you  to  church,  never 
fear ! "  And  she  seized  the  trembling  boy  roughly 
by  the  arm.  Dragging  him  to  the  door,  she 
opened  it,  and,  pushing  him  into  the  yard,  ex- 
claimed, "There!  Now  go  to  church!  Mind  you 
had  better  not  come  here  again.  I'm  not  going  to 
have  you  preaching  about  angels  and  churches. 
A  pretty  life  I  should  have  of  it.  I'll  beat  you 
until  you  have  done  with  all  that." 

Poor  little  Charlie!  Out  he  went;  down  the 
dirty  yard,  and  into  the  long,  endless  streets. 
The  snow  was  thick  upon  the  ground,  and  the 
cold  so  intense  he  could  not  keep  himself  warm. 
He  put  his  hands  under  his  ragged  pinafore,  and 
then  blew  upon  them  as  little  children  do.  But 
he  could  not  warm  them.  He  wandered  on 
through  the  long  streets.  Grand  ladies  passed 
him,  dressed  in  velvets  and  furs;  troops  of  happy 
children,  with  beaming  faces;  big,  stalwart  men, 
wrapped  in  greatcoats;  carriages  and  horses, 
loaded  drays,  cabs,  porters ;  men  with  baskets  full 
of  game  and  poultry;  till  Charlie's  aching  head 


grew  dizzy,  and  he  sat  down  upon  the  doorstep 
of  a  fashionable-looking  house.  He  rested  his 
head  on  his  hands,  and  was  just  going  to  sleep, 
when  a  policeman  came  up  and  shook  him 
roughly  by  the  shoulder. 

"  Now  then,  walk  on,  if  you  please.  We  can't 
have  dirty  boys  like  you  sitting  on  respectable 
people's  doorsteps." 

Wearily  poor  Charlie  walked  on. 

"O  angel,  are  you  with  me  now?  Help  me! 
Tell  the  good  God  how  cold  and  hungry  I  am." 

Something  within  the  child's  heart  told  him  the 
angel  was  there.  The  day  was  far  gone,  and  the 
dusk  of  evening  was  coming  on. 

"  I  wish  I  could  find  a  church,"  thought  Charlie. 
"  They  must  be  kind  people  that  live  there.  I  will 
try.  I  wonder  what  it's  like." 

Then  evening  came,  and  the  lamps  were  lighted. 
Still  the  poor,  ragged  boy  wandered  on.  Some 
few  looked  at  him.  A  happy  mother,  with  her 
child  clasped  tightly  in  her  arms,  passed  him  with 
a  sigh.  A  poor  girl,  with  a  sweet  face,  but  a 
scanty  dress,  stood  and  watched  him;  but,  alas! 
she  was  houseless  and  homeless.  Many  a  head 
was  turned  after  him,  but  on  he  went.  At  last  he 
came  to  a  shop,  round  which  stood  a  crowd  of 
boys  and  girls.  Hot  pies,  smoking  and  steaming, 
filled  the  whole  street  with  their  savory  fragrance. 
What  a  picture  were  those  hungry  eyes  and  pale 
faces  round  the  window !  What  a  mixture  of  envy 
and  regret,  as  a  more  'favored  mortal  entered  and 
bought  one!  What  straining  eyes  and  longing 
looks! 

Charlie  stopped.  "How  I  should  like  a  pie!" 
he  said;  "  how  nice  they  smell!  I  wish  I  had  a 
penny!" 

Some  man  coming  up,  pushed  him  away,  and 
took  his  place  at  the  window. 

"No  one  cares  for  me;  they  all  push  me;"  and 
the  hot  tears  came  into  his  eyes.  Still  he  went  on 
through  the  cold.  At  last  the  shops  became  less 
frequent,  and  grand  white  houses  came  instead. 
It  was  colder  still  there,  and  the  snow-fringed 
trees  bent  their  tall  heads,  and  the  winds  whis- 
pered through  them;  they  seemed  to  speak  to  him. 
He  came  to  a  large  house  with  a  porch  before  it ; 
and,  numbed  with  the  cold,  sick  and  faint,  he  en- 
tered and  lay  down. 

"I  am  glad:  I  am  sure  my  angel  brought  me, 
here ;  "  and  he  put  his  cold  hand  on  his  burning 
forehead. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


IT  it  related  of  St.  Anthony,  of  Padua,  that  he 
knew  the  Bible  and  many  passages  of  the  Fathers 
by  heart. 


THE 

AVE  MARIA. 


(ffiatlwlic  <|0uwl,  tooted  to  tlu 


tlw 


HENCEFORTH  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ALE  BLESSED. 

—St.  Luke,  i.,  48. 
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The  Festival  of  Christmas. 

The  Church  during  the  last  four  weeks  has  pre- 
pared us  to  celebrate  the  great  Feast  of  Christmas, 
on  which  day  we  commemorate  the  mystery  of  the 
Birth  of  our  Lord. 

The  Promise  that  God  had  made  to  our  first 
parents  after  their  fall  into  sin — after  the  violation 
of  the  command  given  them  not  to  eat  the  for- 
bidden fruit — to  send  on  the  earth  a  Liberator, — 
which  promise  had  been  often  renewed  to  the 
ancient  Patriarchs — and  which  had  been  an- 
nounced by  so  many  prophets, — this  promise  is 
now  fulfilled.  The  vows  of  the  Patriarchs,  the 
desires  of  the  just,  are  finally  satisfied;  and  the 
prophecies  that  regarded  the  coming  of  our  Di- 
vine Master  are  accomplished.  The  Son  of  God, 
the  Second  Person  of  the  Most  Adorable  Trinity, 
has  assumed  human  flesh ;  He  comes  on  earth  as  a 
little  babe,  and  all  Christendom  unite  in  celebrat- 
ing His  birth.  ' 

Let  us  transport  ourselves  in  thought  to  the 
epoch  when  the  Man-God  appeared  on  the  earth. 
Let  us  call  to  mind  the  deplorable  state  in  which 
the  human  race  was,  previous  to  His  advent.  The 
earth  was  plunged  in  the  darkness  of  Paganism, 
and  error  and  superstition  hung  like  a  pall  over 
the  land.  The  greater  part  of  mankind  knew  not 
the  God  who  created  them  to  His  own  divine  im- 
age. They  had  no  knowledge  of  the  honor  or 
worship  which  they  ought  to  have  rendered  to  the 
Divine  Author  of  their  being,  the  Omnipotent 
Creator  of  all  things.  They  were  ignorant  of  the 
sublime  end  of  their  existence.  But  the  Sun  of  eter- 
nal truth  rises  on  the  firmament.  He  will  soon 
shed  on  the  human  race  Hi*  heavenly  light.  Men 
are  prone  to  evil :  the  Man-God,  who  is  come  on 
earth,  and  who  is  born  in  a  stable,  will  create  in 
them  a  new  heart.  Human  nature  is  covered  with 
the  terrible  wounds  caused  bj^sin:  but  the  chari- 
table and  heavenly  Physician  of  our  souls  descends 


from  heaven  to  heal  the  evils  and  the  maladies  with 
which  humanity  is  afflicted.  Satan  exercises  a 
cruel  tyranny  over  poor,  weak,  sinful  mortals,  but 
the  omnipotent  God  comes  on  earth  to  destroy  his 
empire  and  check  his  power.  Sinners  provoke  the 
anger  of  God  by  their  crimes,  but  the  Divine  Re- 
deemer clothes  Himself  with  our  humanity,  and 
offers  to  the  justice  of  His  Eternal  Father  the  tears 
which  He  commences  to  shed  in  the  Grotto  of 
Bethlehem,  in  order  to  appease  His  indignation, 
kindled  against  a  wicked  world  on  account  of  its 
sins. 

At  once  the  face  of  the  earth  is  changed :  in- 
iquity is  abolished— justice  will  reign;  the  Man- 
God  comes  into  the  world  to  form  a  new  people, 
a  holy  people,  to  render  to  the  Almighty  the  praise, 
homage,  worship  and  adoration  due  to  Him  from 
all  creatures.  It  is  with  reason  that  the  angels 
say  to  the  shepherds  that  they  bring  them  news 
which  will  be  for  all  the  people  a  subject  of  great 
joy.  They  announce,  then,  that'  on  this  day  is 
born  to  them  a  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord. 

As  the  Saviour  is  also  born  for  each  of  us,  let  us 
rejoice  in  the  Lord;  let  us  sing  canticles  of  praise, 
and  give  thanks  to  the  Incarnate  W<  id. 

A  Saviour  is  here  for  us;  the  Messiah  has  come 
on  earth.  God  gives  us  to-day  an  incomprehen- 
sible favor — one  for  which  we  would  never  have 
dared  to  ask.  We  have  God  with  us,  in  the 
midst  of  us — a  God  who  became  man  for  our 
salvation.  Oh,  ye  heavens,  how  astonished  must 
you  not  be  at  such  a  prodigy!  Oh,  how  can  we, 
poor,  weak  children  of  earth,  sufficiently  cele- 
brate the  goodness,  the  love  and  the  mercy  of 
God,  thus  displayed  in  the  Birth  of  the  Saviour — 
the  Second  Person  of  the  ever  Blessed  Trinity — 
who  assumes  human  nature  to  free  us  from  the 
slavery  of  sin ! 

While  the  contemplation  of  the  Saviour  this  day 
born  fills  us  with  joy,  what  a  saddening  thought 
it  is  to  see  so  many  abuse  the  graces  conferred  on 
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mankind  by  the  birth  of  the  Redeemer.  The 
earth,  on  account  of  the  fall  of  our  first  parents, 
was  full  of  sin  and  misery  at  the  coming  of  our 
Lord — this  same  earth  is  to-day  buried  in  an  abyss 
of  miseries  from  which  Jesus  Christ  came  to  res- 
cue it.  If  Jesus  Christ  were  born  spiritually  in 
the  hearts  of  men,  this  new  birth  would  bring  to 
all  the  same  graces  that  His  temporal  birth  from 
the  womb  of  Mary  formerly  conferred  on  mankind. 
The  Sun  of  Justice  came  on  earth  to  enlighten 
those  whose  minds  are  in  darkness  and  in  the  sha- 
dow of  death — but  alas!  how  comparatively  few 
hearts  are  prepared  to  receive  the  Redeemer  ?  O, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  could  we  but  say  to  Thee  in  the 
words  of  the  royal  prophet:  "My  heart  is  ready, 
O  God,  rny  heart  is  ready ! " 

Alas,  how  many  persons  to-day  refuse,  like  the 
Bethlehemites  of  old,  to  receive  their  Saviour  be- 
neath their  roof,  into  their  hearts!  And  what  is 
it  to  refuse  to  receive  into  our  heart  this  amiable 
Saviour,  but  to  wish  to  remain  slaves  to  sin  and 
the  devil?  As  the  Apostle  says:  "What  union 
can  there  be  between  justice  and  iniquity,  between 
light  and  darkness?  What  accord  can  there  be 
between  Jesus  Christ  and  Belial  ?  between  the 
temple  of  God  and  the  temple  of  idols?  What  do 
the  avaricious,  the  unchaste,  the  intemperate  say, 
but  that  they  do  not  wish  the  Saviour  to  lodge 
with  them,  to  enter  their  hearts?  " 

Human  eyes  perceive  in  the  Divine  Infant  in  the 
crib  at  Bethlehem  but  a  poor,  weak  child, — one 
for  whose  Mother  and  fosterfather  there  is  no  room 
in  the  inns  of  Bethlehem;  He  is  cast  off  by  the 
world,  and  yet  He  is  the  Son  of  the  Eternal  Father, 
the  splendor  of  His  glory,  Infant-God  most  power- 
ful, the  Treasure  of  divine  riches,  the  joy  of  blessed 
souls,  the  delight  of  those  who  love  Him,  the  hap- 
piness of  those  who  possess  Him.  There  is  noih- 
ing  outwardly  that  appears  to  distinguish  Him 
from  other  children ;  He  is  apparently  in  a  poorer 
and  more  humiliating  state  than  they.  But  if  we 
will  consider  the  other  circumstances  of  His  birth, 
all  tell  us  that  He  is  the  promised  Messiah,  the 
Desired  of  Nations,  the  Saviour,  the  true  God- 
He  is  born  of  a  Virgin,  according  to  the  oracles  of 
the  prophets;  and  at  Bethlehem,  as  had  been  pre- 
dicted; when  the  whole  world  was  in  peace,  as 
marked  by  the  prophet  Daniel.  The  angels  an- 
nounce His  birth  to  the  shepherds;  He  proves 
Himself  to  be  true  God  and  true  Man  at  the  same 
time — true  God  by  the  wonders  which  He  per- 
forms, by  the  fulfilment  of  the  prophecies  announ- 
cing the  Messiah;  and  true  Man  by  the  miseries 
which  He  suffered,  by  the  humiliations  and  suffer- 
ings which  He  endured. 

Why  did  Jesus  Christ  wish  to  become  an  infant, 
and  to  be  born  in  poverty  and  suffering  ?  It  is  to 


teach  us  tojpve  poverty  and  suffering.  He  came 
on  earth  to  wipe  out  our  sins.  It  was  necessary, 
therefore,  that  He  should  assume  a  body  and  soul 
subject  to  suffering;  it  was  necessary,  according 
to  the  Justice  of  God,  that  He  should  expiate  our 
pride  by  His  humiliation,  our  criminal  pleasure 
by  His  sorrows  and  His  tears,  our  attachment  to 
the  goods  of  this  earth  by  His  poverty,  and  our 
sensuality  by  the  sufferings  which  He  bore  in  His 
sinless  body.  The  God  of  glory  conceals  His  maj- 
esty in  order  that  men  may  approach  Him  with- 
out fear,  and  treat  familiarly  with  Him;  for  who 
would  have  dared  to  present  himself  before  Him 
if  His  goodness  had  not  rendered  Him  as  accessi- 
ble as  He  was? 

Our  Saviour  was  born  in  a  state  of  poverty  and 
suffering  to  give  us  an  example — to  lead  us  to  love 
poverty  and  suffering.  The  Son  of  God  could 
without  doubt  have  come  on  earth  surrounded  with 
glory,  in  power  and  majesty,  but  such  terrestrial 
ideas  were  contrary  to  the  design  formed  by  Him 
for  the  Redemption  of  the  world.  As  He  assumed 
human  nature  to  atone  for  our  sins,  to  teach  us 
lessons  of  virtue,  and  to  show  us  the  way  that  leads 
to  heaven,  so  He  became  like  us  not  only  to  be 
our  Redeemer  but  to  serve  as  our  Model.  The 
three  great  sources  of  our  sins  are  pride,  concupis- 
cence, and  attachment  to  the  goods  of  the  earth. 
Concupiscence  of  the  flesh,  of  the  eyes,  and  the 
pride  of  life  are  the  fountains  whence  flows  a  tor- 
rent of  evils  by  which  the  world  is  inundated. 
Man  seeks  for  happiness  in  the  gratification  of  his 
passions,  in  the  indulgence  of  the  evil  propensi- 
ties of  his  heart,  in  sensual  pleasures,  and  in 
earthly  goods.  It,  was  necessary  to  disabuse  him 
of  the  false  idea  that  he  had  of  honors,  of  pleas- 
ures, and  of  the  goods  of  the  earth.  Our  Divine 
Master  has  by  His  example  shown  us  the  way  to 
heaven;  He  left  His  throne  of  glory,  where  He  re- 
ceived the  homage,  praise,  and  adoration  of  the 
choirs  of  angels,  and  came  on  earth  as  a  poor, 
weak  babe,  to  instruct  us.  He  teaches  us  from 
His  crib  at  Bethlehtm  that  it  is  by  humiliations, 
poverty  and  suffering  we  merit  heaven,  that  we  are 
to  obtain  life  everlasting  in  the  mansions  of  bliss. 
The  stable  where  He  was  lodged,  the  manger  in 
which  He  was  placed,  the  tears  that  He  shed, — 
how  eloquently  do  they  not  preach  to  us!  The 
humble  state  in  which  our  Divine  Redeemer  was 
born,  does  it  not  in  the  severest  terms  condemn 
our  pride  and  vanity,  and  our  attachment  to  the 
transitory  goods  of  earth! 

Let  us  then  on  this  eventful  day  go  in  spirit  to 
the  stable  of  Bethlehem  and  learn  the  lessons  that 
Jesus  teaches  us  in  His  Nativity.  To  the  poor,  we 
would  say,  "Go  in  thought  to  the  manger,  where 
the  Divine  Babe  lies  on  a  little  straw,  without  fire 
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to  warm  Him,  and  you  will  there  learn  to  bless 
your  poverty,  to  soothe  your  repinings,  to  cease 
your  murmurs.  To  those  who  suffer,  who  are  in 
affliction,  who  are  persecuted  and  oppressed,  we 
would  say,  "Go  to  the  Stable  of  Bethlehem,  and 
you  will  there  learn  patience,  and  resignation  to 

God's  holy  will." 

«•» 

(Written  for  the  "  Ave  Maria.") 

A  Christmas  Legend. 

BY  ELEANOR  C.  DONNELLY. 

Silent  and  pure  and  deep, 
(Like  fleece  of  sleeping  and  unspotted  sheep), 
The  snows  around  her  little  chapel  lay, 
— And  it  was  Christmas  Day. 

The  gentle  child  had  dressed 
Her  tiny  altar  in  its  very  best, 
Tapers  of  wax,  and  linen  sweet  and  fresh, 

The  Christ-Child  in  Its  crtche; 

But  not  a  flow'r  to  gem 
The  sacred  crib.    The  Babe  of  Bethlehem 
Lay  on  a  bed  of  straw,  austere  and  cold 

As  was  His  crib  of  old. 

Grave  was  the  maiden's  face 

With  earnest  thought.  How  might  she  fill  the  place 
With  Summer  bloom?  (Ah !  she  was  very  small, 

And  ignorant  of  all 

Save  how  to  love  her  God). 
She  knew  not  that  it  was  the  vernal  sod 
That  blush'd  with  roses;  that  December  gray 

Bore  not  the  flow'rs  of  May. 

"'Tis  bitter  cold,  'tis  plain, 
The  frost  is  white  upon  the  window-pane, 
But  surely  I  may  find,  where  sunbeams  shine, 
Buds  for  my  Christmas  shrine. 

"O  Blessed  Babe!"  she  said, 
"  I  go  to  seek  for  flow'rs,  sweet  flow'rs,  to  spread 
Around  Thy  crib," — and  saying  nothing  more, 
She  loos'd  the  garden-door. 

Alas!  poor  child,  alas! 

The  earth  was  thick  with  snow;  the  ice,  like  glass, 
Hung  from  the  bushes  and  the  spectral  trees 

That  rattled  in  the  breeze; 

And  all  the  broad  parterre 
Was  folded  in  a  mantle  smooth  and  fair 
As  downy  ermine,  'neatb  whose  white  expanse 

Slumbered  the  leafless  plants. 

Disconsolate,  (sweet  maid,) 
She  knelt  her  down,  with    outstretch'd   arms,  and 

prayed: 
"Almighty  God!  Maker  of  everything! 

(With  whom  'tis  always  Spring), 

"  By  Thee  the  lilies  blow, 

And  Thou  canst  bring  the  roses  thro'  the  snow; 
O  Jesus!  whom  I  love,  put  forth  Thy  powers, 
And  give  me,  give  me  flowers!" 


Lo!  thro'  the  snows  around 

No  heav'nly  blossom  pierced  the  frozen  ground, — 
But,  in  the  midst  of  a  yreat  circling  light, 

The  Christ-Child  bloomed  in  sight! 

"The  Flower  of  the  Held 
Am  I.    The  Lily  of  the  valo,  revealed 
O  dear  Veronica!  to  thee.    Be  cheered! " — 
He  said— and  disappeared. 

"The  Lily  of  the  vale? 

The  Flower  of  the  field?  "  she  questioned,  pale. 
"  What  can  it  mean?    Ah!  yes.    I  see  it  now, 
My  Jesus!  it  is  Thou! " 

And  blissful  with  the  glow 

Of  her  sweet  thoughts,  the  maiden  from  the  snow 
Sprang  up,  and  hastened  to  her  oratory: 

— It  was  ablaze  with  glory ! 

A  ravishing  perfume 
Of  rarest  roses  filled  the  little  room. 
And,  from  His  flow'ry  nest  the  Holy  Child 

Looked  up  at  her  and  smiled! 

"  0  Fleur  du  champ  !  "  she  cried, 
"O  Lily  of  the  vale!  henceforth  abide 
For  ever  more  with  me.    If  Thou  art  nigh 
What  wish  or  want  have  I? 

"  My  best  and  brightest  flowers 
Wither  and  fade  within  a  few  brief  hours, 
But  THINE  eternal  bloom  fills  earth  and  skies, 
O  Flower  of  Paradise!" 


Tangled  Paths. 

BY  MRS.  ANNA  H.  DORSET. 

CHAPTER  XIV.— [CONTINUED.] 

The  tears  that  Baste  shed  somewhat  assuaged 
his  fury,  and  he  began  to  feel  ashamed  of  himself. 
Fie  whispered  a  "  Hail  Mary,"  and  resolved  to  be — 
not  more  forgiving — but  more  of  a  man;  so  that 
when  the  time  came  for  him.  to  punish  his  enemy 
lie  would  do  it  in  a  way  both  lofty  and  severe,  which 
would  entirely  quench  him.  His  hand  hurt  him 
cruelly;  every  tendon  and  nerve,  up  to  his  elbow, 
was  in  torture;  but  Baste  was  a  brave  fellow,  and 
could  bear  physical  pain  like  a  stoic,  thanks  to  his 
healthy  constitution.  "  It  is  no  use,  though,  to  sit 
here  moping,  all  by  myself,"  he  thought:  "  I'll  go 
to  the  play-room  and  read,  if  I  can  do  nothing 
else."  His. uncle  AVeston  had  given  him  at  Christ- 
mas "Jess's  History  of  the  Pretenders,"  and  he 
was  deeply  interested  in  the  romantic  and  chival- 
rous adventures  of  Charles  Edward,  which  stirred 
his  brave  boyish  spirit  to  the  highest  enthusiasm. 

He  went  to  the  play-room,  first  bathing  his  red 
face  and  smoothing  down  his  frowsed  hair  at  his 
mother's  dressing-table  before  he  started,  that  he 
might  be  able  to  look  as  if  nothing  much  were 
the  matter,  if  his  arm  was  in  a  sling.  When  he 
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got  to  the  play-room,  John,  in  his  wheeled  chair, 
was  watching  the  fire,  his  thin,  long  hands  folded 
listlessly,  thinking  thoughts  which,  by  an  heroic 
effort,  the  lame  boy  never  uttered.  Clara  and 
E  lith  were  puzzling  over  some  intricate  parlor 
game  at  the  round  table;  Natalie  was  in  hei 
own  room,  and  Mrs.  Waite  had  gone  with  Sybil  t» 
Sr.  Xavier's,  for  it  was  the  Eve  of  the  Purification. 
Baste  knew  that  Con  had  gone  to  confession,  and 
that  Father  Tracy  would  be  there  sometime  during 
the  evening  to  visit  John  for  the  purpose  of  hear- 
ing his.  He  felt  like  an  outcast;  it  would  be  the 
first  time  he  did  not  approach  the  Sacraments 
when  the  others  did,  and  the  thought  began  to  stir 
tip  the  anger  that  was  ebbing  away — for  was  it  his 
fault  that  all  this,  which  kept  him  away,  had  hap- 
pened ?  As  the  cuttle-fish,  when  attacked,  emits 
an  inky  fluid  which  darkens  the  water  and  enables 
it  to  elude  pursuit  and  capture,  so  our  faults  and 
sins,  when  clouded  by  passion,  interpose  a  shadow 
darker  than  that  of  death  between  the  soul  and 
the  grace  of  true  repentance  which  alone  can  lead 
it  back  to  reconciliation  and  peace. 

By  the  time  Baste  got  his  book  and  seated  him- 
self  and  began  to  read,  without  ever  speaking  a 
word  to  John  or  the  girls,  and  full  at  the  same 
time  of  uncomfortable  thoughts,  the  pain  of  his 
wounded  hand  exciting  more  than  he  was  aware 
of  his  irritated  nerves,  he  was  just  in  a  mood  to 
be  left  to  himself;  but  John,  unaware  of  the  con- 
flict in  his  brother's  mind,  and  wishing  to  divert 
his  own  from  desponding  thoughts,  which  Father 
Tracy  always  told  him  to  throw  off  whenever  they 
presented  themselves,  called  to  Baste,  expecting  as 
usual  a  cheerful  or  merry  reply.  But  he  got  none 
at  all.  Then  John  began  to  chaft'  him  to  bring 
him  out,  but  Baste  remained  dumb;  and  thinking 
at  last  that  he  was  only  holding  some  boyish  trick 
in  reserve  to  spring  with  sudden  effect  upon  him 
out  of  his  silence,  he  threw  a  solid  india-rubber 
ball  towards  him  with  considerable  force,  and 
without  aim;  but  unfortunately  it  took  Baste  be- 
tween his  eyes,  making  the  sparks  fly;  in  another 
second  a  book  was  hurled  through  the  air,  which 
fell  obliquely  past  John's  head,  the  sharp  corner 
grazing  his  temple!  Hurt  in  all  his  delicate  orga- 
nization— frightened,  and  heart-wounded  by  treat- 
ment like  this,  so  unlike  any  he  had  ever  received 
before,  John  fell  back  fainting  upon  the  pillows 
at  his  back.  In  an  instant  Baste  was  kneeling  be- 
side him;  he  thought  he  had  killed  him,  and 
cried  out  in  his  anguish,  while  he  kissed  the 
white  unconscious  face,  and  chafed  the  delicate 
thin  hands,  upon  which  his  hot  tears  fell  like  rain. 
Clara  ran  for  Natalie,  her  shrieks  echoing  through 
the  house;  while  Edith — who  had  once  seen  her 
mother  faint,  remembered  that  they  had  sprinkled 


water  on  her  face  and  let  in  fresh  air — threw  up 
'he  nearest  window,  and  rushed  away  to  get  water 
and  cologne.  But  the  current  of  cool  air  revived 
John,  who  opened  his  eyes  and  wondered  what 
Baste  was  about,  kneeling  there  with  that  agonized 
•-•xpression  on  his  face,  over  which  hot  tears 
were  fast  chasing  each  other;  then  herememben-d, 
nnd  putting  up  his  hand  he  laid  it  against  his 
brother's  cheeks,  and  said  : 

"Never  mind,  old  fellow!  you  didn't  mean  to 
do  it." 

"Oh,  John!  how  can  you  forgive  me?  to  be 
such  a  coward  as  to  hurt  you!  Oh,  John,  my 
brother!  I  would  rather  have  died  than  done  it 
if  I  had  thought  a  minute,"  cried  Baste,  careless 
if  all  the  world  had  been  there  to  see  his  tears 
and  hear  his  confession  of  sorrow. 

"I  had  no  business  to  hit  you,  Baste;  you  know 
I  never  struck  what  I  aimed  at  in  my  life.  I  only 
wanted  to  scare  you  up  by  giving  your  book  a 
knock.  I  was  tired  and  glum.  So  stop  going 
on,  there's  a  good  fellow,  and  wipe  the  scratch 
over  with  a  wet  towel,  if  there's  any  blood." 

"No,  thank  Go.l,  there's  no  blood;  it  is  only 
bruised,  and  the  skin  just  scratched  a  little;  but 
oh,  my  brother!" 

"Come  now,  enough  said.  I'm  all  right.  It 
don't  take  much  to  knock  me  over,  and  it  was  an 
accident,"  said  John,  bravely.  "A nice  little  bit 
of  court-plaster  will  be  becoming;  get  it  out  of 
my  paint-box  drawer,  and  cut  it  with  Natalie's 
scissors  there." 

Baste  hastened  to  do  as  directed,  taking  no 
thought  of  the  aching  and  throbbing  of  his 
maimed  band. 

"  All  right  now,  Baste,  old  fellow !  " 

"  Are  you  sure,  John — quite  sure — that  you  don't 
feel  dizzy  or  weak  ? " 

"  Of  course  I'm  sure.  I  feel  quite  like  a  war- 
rior." And  John  drew  his  brother's  face  close 
down  to  his,  kissed  it  wilh  the  kiss  of  peace  and 
forgiveness,  and  whispered  something,  audible 
only  to  themselves. 

"  I  will  go,  John !  I  will  try,"  responded  Baste, 
the  depths  of  whose  heart  were  quite  broken  up. 

"  Don't  wait,  for  fear  your  courage  may  fail. 
There:  be  off.  Natalie  and  the  ghls  are  com- 
ing; I  hear  them,"  said  John,  hurrying  him  off. 

Baste  ran  down  to  the  hall,  threw  his  loose 
cloak  around  him,  put  on  his  cap,  pulling  the 
vizor  down  over  his  eyes,  and  hastened  away  to 
see  Father  Tracy  to  tell  him  all,  covered  with 
shame  and  confusion,  desiring  yet  not  willing  to 
forgive  his  enemy,  and  with  an  underglow  of 
anger  against  him,  which,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  he 
felt  rather  a  savage  enjoyment  in.  He  had  made 
one  good  resolution  as  he  walked  along :  he  would 
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not  revenge  himself  on  Bill  Fergus,  nor  seek  a 
quarrel  with  him;  but  then — Bill  Fergus  would 
have  to  keep  well  out  of  his  way. 

What  passed  between  Father  Tracy  and  Baste 
we  do  not  know;  the  good  priest  had  been  a  boy 
himself,  and  there  was  not  much  of  any  phase 
of  boy-nature  that  he  was  uot  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with;  he  knew  how  to  smooth  down  the 
savage  rampant  in  it,  and  held  the  key  to  its 
higher,  better  chords;  he  knew  how  to -lift  up  the 
young  and  ardent  soul  above  brutal,  ignoble  in- 
stincts, and  turn  its  courage,  its  energies,  even  its 
hot,  strong  impulses,  into  channels  leading  to  the 
elevation  of  the  moral  and  spiritual  nature  of  the 
untried,  tempted  ones.  We  only  know  that,  re- 
turning home,  if  he  should  have  happened  to  see 
Bill  Fergus  drowning  or  in  some  other  deadly 
peril,  he  would  have  risked  his  life  to  save  him- 
He  went  straight  to  his  mother  as  soon  as  he  got 
off  his  wraps,  and,  finding  her  alone  and  looking 
very  sad,  he  knelt  down  by  her  side,  leaned  his 
head  upon  her  shoulder,  and  said :  "  Mother,  I 
have  been  to  see  Fathtr  Tracy;  will  you  forgive 
me  also?" 

Forgive!  There  is  joy  in  heaven  over  the  repent- 
ant, and  joy  akin  to  it  on  earth,  as  full  as  the  hu- 
man mind  can  hold,  when  an  erring  child,  penitent 
and  sorrowing,  asks  a  mother's  forgiveness?  The 
mother's  love,  so  deep,  tender,  and  forgiving, 
is  likened  in  the  Holy  Scriptures  to  God's  love  for 
His  creatures,  and  it  is  the  only  thing  to  which 
He  Himself  compares  it;  it  is  patient,  enduring, 
effluent,  constant  through  all,  even  unto  death, 
and  beyond;  hence  it  is  easy  to  imagine  the  joy 
that  expands  it,  almost  too  much  for  mortal 
bounds,  when  he — the  child  of  her  affection,  who 
was  "lost  and  astray,"  returns  contrite  to  the 
Shepherd  of  souls.  Mrs.  Waite  had  been  sorely 
exercised  the  last  three  hours  about  Baste;  and 
when  she  came  home,  and  learned  from  Natalie 
what  had  had  happened  during  her  absence  be- 
tween her  two  boys,  her  mind  was  filled  witli 
strange  misgivings  and  inexpressible  grief  about 
him;  but  now  her  mourning  was  turned  into 
joy,  and  she  lifted  up  her  heart  in  thankfulness 
that  all  was  well  with  him.  The  morrow's  dawn, 
— the  beautiful  Festival  of  the  Purification — found 
Mrs.  Waite  and  her  two  boys  in  their  usual  places 
at  Mass ;  and  together  they  received  the  "  Bread 
of  Life,"  one  of  them  with  a  new-born  humility 
of  heart  which  was  born  of  repentance.  Sybil 
was  with  them,  as  she  always  was  on  these  holy 
occasions ;  Clara  and  John  waited  at  home,  where, 
a  little  later,  Father  Tracy,  after  his  Mass,  came 
and  administered  to  them  both  the  Food  of  Angels. 
Natalie  was  the  only  one  of  the  family  absent 
1'roin  the  heavenly  Feast;  shivering  and  starving, 


lost  to  all  consolation  by  her  infidelity,  was  there 
none  to  help  her? 

It  is  Saturday.  The  play-room  fire  is  sparkling 
and  throwing  out  its  very  cheeriest  glow  upon  the 
faces  gathered  around  it;  the  bright  flames  crinkle, 
and  the  soft,  purringsounds  always  made  by  a  wood 
fire  might  be  heard,  were  it  not  for  what  John 
calls  the  "  chin-music  "  that  is  going  on,  which  not 
only  drowns  the  harmonious  murmuring  of  the  fire- 
spirits,  but  also  the  angry  beating  of  the  rain  upon 
the  window-panes,  as  it  dashes  in  swathes  against 
them.  Sybil,  who  has  begged  off  from  a  reception 
and  some  private  theatricals,  is  there;  her  cares 
and  trials,  all  disguised  in  flowers  and  decked  with 
jewels  though  they  were,  no  less  wearisome  for 
her  to  bear,  left  outside  the  door  of  this  peaceful, 
Christian  home,  which  is  her  haven  of  rest,  to 
which  she  flies  whenever  she  can.  Edyth,  who 
has  grown  to  love  her  sister  with  a  jealous,  exact- 
ing affection,  and  yields  imperceptibly  but  surely 
to  her  influence  and  example,  is  with  her.  She  is 
leaning  against  Natalie,  glowering  and  out  of  tem- 
per with  Clara,  who  is  snuggled  close  to  Sybil,  her 
elbows  resting  upon  her  lap,  her  face  aglow  with 
happiness  at  being  so  near  her.  Edyth  looks  upon 
it  as  an  usurpation  of  her  own  proper,  rightful 
place;  but  she  leans  against  Natalie, very  quiet,  her 
fluffy  golden  hair  falling  in  curls  and  crinkling  to 
her  waist,  brushing  the  pale  statuesque  face  that 
bends  slightly  towards  her,  the  touch  of  the  warm 
head  and  shining  hair  sending  little  electric  waves 
of  bitter-sweet  memories  to  her  benumbed  heart. 
They  have  just  finished  playing  "  Going  to  Jerusa- 
lem," and  John,  Con  and  Baste  are  scattered  about 
promiscuously,  making  themselves  heard  from  ev- 
ery quarter.  Baste  has  heard  good  news  from  one 
of  the  "  Knights  of  the  Round  Table,"  who  ran  in 
towards  evening  to  tell  him  that  the  boys  were  all 
down  on  Bill  Fergus,  and  were  not  going  to  play 
with  him  again  until  he  had  apologized  for  his  un- 
fair, brutal  conduct. 

"  Oh,  tell  the  fellow  that  I'm  willing  to  forgive 
him ;  and  tell  the  other  fellows  to  mind  their  own 
business." 

We  are  afraid  that  Baste  felt  too  much  justified 
for  his  own  violence,  and  a  little  exultant  over 
Bill  Fergus'  humiliation,  thereby  losing  the  merit 
of  a  more  perfect  forgiveness;  but  then  he  was 
nota  saint,  and  had  thatlittle  rampant  boy-nature  of 
his  to  fight  down  before  he  could  bring  himself  up 
to  the  higher  standard  of  Christian  living  which  it 
generally  takes  a  lifetime  to  do.  That  he  had 
dispositions  in  the  right  direction  was  something 
to  be  grateful  for,  there  being  in  them  that  hope 
which  always  bears  fruition. 

So  Baste  is  in  the  merriest  mood  this  evening;  he 
knocks  his  crippled  hand  now  and  then,  acci- 
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dentally;  hurts  it  so  sharply  that  he  involuntarily 
exclaims  "Ouch!"  and  hops  on  one  leg,  but  the 
thought  of  Bill  Fergus  turns  his  uncouth  exclama- 
tions into  a  whistle  which  attempts  a  tune;  and  John 
watches  hi  in  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes,  though  he 
takes  no  farther  notice.  They  are  all  tired  and 
panting  with  the  effort  to  "get  to  Jerusalem"; 
even  John  is  out  of  breath,  but  it  is  only  from 
playing  on  the  Jews-harp  too  vigorously,  there 
being  no  piano  in  the  play-room,  and  it  is  a  game 
that  cannot  succeed  without  music. 

The  fun  and  scramble  of  "going  to  Jerusalem" 
tired  them  sufficiently  to  make  them  quite  willing 
to  keep  their  seats,  which  promised  a  dull  time, 
until  some  one  proposed  conundrums — and  con- 
undrums were  proposed  which  would  have  puz- 
zled the  seven  wise  men  of  Greece,  the  solution  of 
which,  when  they  came,  would  be  so  absurdly 
simple  as  to  cause  shouts  o*"  laughter  at  their  far- 
fetched efforts  to  guess  them,  and  at  what,  no  w  they 
knew,  seemed  their  sudden  idiocy. 

In  the  midst  of  this  fun,  Mrs.  Waite,  who  had 
been  with  a  visitor  downstairs,  came  in  with  an 
open  letter  in  her  hand.  The  circle  immediately 
widened  to  admit  her,  and  a  chair  was  placed  for 
her  close  by  John;  this  was  ever  her  place  when 
she  came  to  them,  and  his  when  they  went  to  her, 
and  the  thought  of  its  being  otherwise  never  en- 
tered their  minds.  Whatever  cares  might  be 
pressing  upon  her,  and  however  her  face  might 
be  saddened  by  them,  a  scene  like  the  present 
never  failed  to  gladden  her  countenance,  dispers- 
ing for  the  time  every  cloud  that  oppressed  her, 
until  she  was  ready  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  their 
innocent  enjoyments,  making  them  thereby  very 
happy. 

"I  don't  know  another  one,  does  anybody?  If 
they  do,  out  with  it!"  exclaimed  Con,  throwing 
back  his  head,  with  a  comic  expression  of  entire 
exhaustion  upon  his  countenance. 

"  Yes,  I  do.  What  is  in  that  letter  mother  has 
got?"  exclaimed  John. 

"  That  is  curiosity,  my  boy,  not  a  conundrum ! " 
said  his  mother,  laughing. 

"And  that  is  begging  the  question,  madame, — 
that's  like  Aunt  Weston,"  said  Baste;  then  mak- 
ing haste  to  finish  what  he  had  to  say,  to  cover 
his  sarcasm,  he  added:  "  It  is  a  law  of  the  Round 
Table  to  explain." 

"Baste  is  hungry  for  that  letter!"  laughed 
Sybil. 

.     "So  am  I";— "And  I";— "And  I"— was  the 
unanimous  response. 

"  How  much  breath  people  would  spare  them- 
selves for  better  purposes,  if  they  could  only  have 
a  little  patience!  I  brought  this  letter  to  read  to 
you  all." 


"Like  a  good  mother-bird  with  a  nice  worm  in 
her  bill  for  her  squalling  brood,"  replied  John, 
gravely.  "  Now,  mother! " 

"This  letter  is  from  over  the  seas, — from  Mrs. 
Bradford,  who  writes  from  Paris.  Ah,  Natalie! 
I  knew  that  you  would  be  glad  to  hear  news 
from  the  Bradfords;  and  I  tell  you  at  once  that 
they  send  you  no  end  of  loving  messages." 

A  soft  glow  rose  to  Natalie's  face;  a  smile,  ten- 
der and  radiant,  quivered  over  her  sensitive  lips; 
it  was  like  a  dream  of  resurgem  to  her  dead  faith 
in  humanity  to  learn  that  she  was  remembered 
with  affection  after  so  long  a  time ;  and  the  vibra- 
tion of  this  chord,  rare  and  difficult  to  touch,  al- 
ways stirred  within  her  an  incomprehensible  emo- 
tion— which,  had  she  only  known  it,  was  the 
echo  of  her  soul,  asserting  its  existence  and  its 
capacity  for  the  holiest,  purest  and  most  ennobling 
sentiment  known  to  mortals;  intimately  united 
with  their  humanity,  it  shares  their  purest  enjoy- 
ments, and  has  the  power  by  grace  to  lift  them 
far  above  its  weaknesses. 

"I  am  glad  to  be  remembered,"  she  said,  in 
gentle,  low  tones.  "Are  they  coming  home,  Mrs. 
Waite?" 

"No:  I  am  sorry  to  say.  They  will  remain 
abroad  until  peace  is  restored  to  the  country. 
Mr.  Bradford's  nephew,  who  has  charge  of  his 
affairs  on  this  side  the  water,  brought  me  this 
leiter,  and  tells  me  he  is  instructed  to  invest 
everything  his  uncle  has  in  foreign  funds." 

"I  say,  mother,"  said  Baste,  "if  I  was  a  man 
like  Mr.  Bradford,  I'd  come  home  and  fight  for 
my  county." 

"I  am  glad  that  you  are  only  a  lad, — oh,  more 
thankful  than  1  can  express,  that  no  one  of  you 
will  be  called  into  a  conflict  like  the  one  that  is 
coming.  And  remember,  Mr.  Bradford  is  nearly 
sixty  years  old." 

"I  don't  like  the  thought  of  civil  war;  if  it  was 
only  the  English  side!"  said  John  gravely.  "As 
it  is,  I  should  like  to  be  as  far  from  it  as  Mr. 
Bradford  is!" 

"I  think  I  could  beat  the  drum,  mother;  rub-a- 
dub,  rub-a-dub-a-de-dub,"  remarked  Con.  "But  I 
couldn't  fight!  Ow!  it  makes  me  sick  to  see  a 
chicken  killed." 

This  made  a  laugh;  any  nonsense  will  raise  a 
laugh  among  young  people  who  are  healthy  and 
have  clear  consciences — by  which  we  mean  to  in- 
timate that  laughter  is  really  a  natural  and  a  very 
useful  institution  in  the  integral  order  of  physics. 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


PEDRO  DA  PONCE,  a  Spanish  Ben  edictine,  taught 
Europe  the  art  of  instructing  the  deaf  and  dumb, 
in  1570. 
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"Disabled,"  'twas  a  boding  word 
That  o'er  the  sobbing  sens  was  heard, 
A  word  of  ill — of  worse  to  warn  — 
That  on  November's  gale  was  borne,— *• 
A  steamer  laboring  with  the  wave, 
Her  engines  silent  as  the  grave, 
Her  bulk  unwieldy  under  sail—* 
Ah!  shall  that  slender  aid  avail? 

Aye,  we  are  weak!    At  length,  at  length, 
We  learn  how  feeble  human  strength! 

How  helpless  toss  those  well-loved  souls, 
Where  boundless  ocean  mighty  rolls, 
Where  mile-deep  waves  below  them  glide, 
And  nameless  horrors  ever  hide! 

Helpless,  not  hopeless,  gracious  Heaven, 
To  Jesus'  care  forever  given; 
Come  He  to  take,  or  rise  to  save, — 
To  walk  upon,  or  calm  the  wave. 

To  Thee,  dear  Lord,  they  turn;  to  thee, 
O  gentle  Lady  of  the  Sea! 

Behold  what  piteous  watch  they  keep, 
Still  blessing  God  while  dangers  sleep, 
Still  asking  are  when  they  appear, 
When  storm  or  rock  come  over  near, — 
Thus  praying  ever,  cloud  or  sun, 
Thy  will,  O  Lord,  be  always  done ! 

We  too,  like  children  of  Thy  care, 
Helpless  but  thus,  lift  up  our  prayer 
For  them,  so  dear  to  us,  to  Thee, 
So  weak  upon  Thy  fearful  sea. 

Strong  Lord  of  Ocean,  guide  the  prow, 
Star  of  the  Sea,  oh,  light  them  now! 
So  may  we  trust  the  wished-for  haven 
Shall  know  their  thanks  for  safety  given; 
So  may  we  hope  one  day  that  we 
The  loved,  the  good,  again  shall  see. 


Our  Lady  of  La  Salette. — (No.  5.) 

THE   FIRST  PILGRIMS. 

The  rumor  of  the  marvellous  event  of  the  19th  of 
September  did  not  remain  confined  to  the  canton  of 
Corps.  Borne  by  voices  of  renown  and  by  the  press, 
it  soon  re-echoed  throughout  all  parts  of  France, 
and  finally  over  the  whole  world.  Some  little  nar- 
ratives written  in  prose  and  verse  spread  the 
knowledge  of  the  Apparition  among  the  mass  of 
the  people;  and  works  of  more  gravity,  relating 
and  criticising  the  event,  were  not  slow  in  making 
their  appearance.  Many  persons,  on  being  in- 
formed of  the  wonderful  event,  believed  it  a  mani- 
festation of  the  Mother  of  God ;  others,  before  ad- 
mitting such  a  prodigy,  wished  to  study  seriously 
the  circumstances  and  weigh  the  proofs.  But  all 
discreet  minds  felt  that  they  could  not  treat  such 


an  event  with  contempt,  nor  even  with  indifference, 
without  first  ascertaining  the  truth  of  the  circum- 
stances, as  they  might  otherwise  make  themselves 
ridiculous,  or  even  reject  a  warning  from  Heaven. 
Either  through  devotion  or  the  desire  of  seeing  for 
themselves  the  places  or  the  witnesses  of  the  event, 
they  wished  to  visit  the  mountain. 

On  Monday  morning,  the  21st  of  September, 
1846,  several  of  the  inhabitants  repaired  to  the 
ravine  hollowed  by  the  Sezia,  and  near  the  spring 
called  by  those  of  the  neighborhood  the  Petite 
Fontaine  what  was  their  astonishment  to  be- 
hold limpid  water  gushing  abundantly  from  the 
place  where  the  Beautiful  Lady  had  been  seated ! 
Until  then  this  fountain  had  run  only  at  irregular 
intervals,  after  heavy  rains  or  the  melting  of  the 
snows.  On  the  19th  of  September,  at  midday,  the 
two  children  found  it  dry,  and  quenched  their 
thirst  at  the  Fontaine  des  Homines.  Had  it 
flowed  from  the  evening  of  the  same  day  of  the 
wonderful  Vision  ?  This  is  what  Maximin  and 
Melanie  forgot  to  notice.  The  next  day,  the  20th 
of  September,  no  person  visited  the  places  of  the 
Apparition.  But  since  Monday,  the  21st,  this 
spring  has  never  been  dry,  but  flows  continually; 
born  of  the  tears  of  Mary,  it  is  a  touching  emblem 
of  the  graces  that  flow  from  the  heart  of  that  ten- 
der Mother.  Since  then,  thousands  of  pilgrims 
come  to  draw  with  avidity  of  its  water,  which  is 
now  distributed  by  Catholic  piety  around  the 
world,  and  has  worked  wonders;  and  the  Petite 
Fontaine  is  now  known  as  the  Fontaine  Mira- 
culeuse. 

Sunday,  the  27th  of  September,  M.  Peytard 
wished  to  question  the  two  shepherds  on  the  very 
spot  where  the  miracle  took  place,  and  he  brought 
them  both  there.  Several  persons  accompanied 
them.  In  order  to  mark  precisely  the  path  taken 
by  the  Beautiful  Lady,  his  honor  the  ma^or  ex- 
acted that  the  two  children  should  travel  over  it 
under  his  eyes  at  different  times. 

The  next  day,  the  28th,  M.  M§lin,  Cure  and 
priest  of  Corps,  ascended  the  mountain ;  Melanie 
and  Maximin  following  him,  with  five  others.  In 
order  to  preserve  the  stone  upon  which  the  Blessed 
Virgin  had  sat,  M.  Melin  had  the  happy  thought 
to  take  it  with  him  to  the  Cure. 

The  following  days  drew  to  the  place  of  the 
Apparition  many  visitors.  On  the  17th  of  No- 
vember the  members  of  the  Confraternity  of  the 
Penitents  of  Corps  came  in  a  body  to  the  moun- 
tain, several  persons  from  the  parish  joining  them. 
Marie  Laurent,  who  for  twenty-two  years  had  not 
been  able  to  walk  without  crutches,  and  who  for 
seven  years  had  been  lame  in  her  limbs  and 
obliged  to  keep  her  bed  almost  constantly,  fin- 
ished the  same  day  a  .Novena  in  honor  of  the 
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Virgin  appearing  at  La  Salette,  and  recom- 
mended herself  to  the  prayers  of  the  Penitents. 
At  the  same  hour,  while  they  were  reciting  their 
Office,  the  invalid  arose  without  help,  walked 
without  crutches,  and  came  into  the  church. 
Some  hours  after,  when  the  chanting  of  the  can- 
ticles announced  the  return  of  the  pilgrims,  she 
put  herself  at  the  head  of  the  procession,  between 
Maximin  and  Melanie,  who  led  the  way,  and  all 
hearts  throhbed  with  astonishment  and  joy. 

On  the  27th  of  November  five  thousand  persons 
were  assembled  on  the  mountain.  They  came 
from  C  >rps  and  the  neighboring  parishes.  Stormy 
weather,  with  falls  of  snow,  could  not  stop  them. 
For  m  >re  than  an  hour  they  prayed,  and  sang  the 
praises  of  Mary. 

In  the  following  spring,  even  before  the  snow 
had  disappeared,  msn  were  seen  coming  from 
afar,  of  all  ranks  and  all  countries,  and  this  con- 
course continued  during  the  whole  of  the  fine 
season. 

Tne  Abbe  Bez,  titular  canon  of  Saint  Die  and 
d'Evreux,  made  the  pilgrimage  in  the  month  of  May, 
1847,  and  a  while  after  published  the  "Pelerinage 
d  la  Salette,"  the  first  important  work  written  on 
the  Apparition.    In  the  month  of  July  the  Bishop 
of  Rochslle,  M*r.  Villecourt,  afterwards  Cardinal, 
feared  not  to  make  a  journey  of  two   hundred 
leagues    to    visit  La  Stlette.      He    was   without 
doubt  the  fi.'st  Bishop  that  the  inhabitants  of  the 
parish  ha' I  ever  met  in  the  midst  of  their  poor 
habitations.     On  his  return  to  his  episcopil   city, 
the  illu*  rious  Bishop  of  Rochelle,  wishing  to  m  ike 
kno>vn  his  faith  in  the  miracle  of  the  19  h  of  S  -pt- 
era  )sr,  published  a  work  bearing  the  title  "  Nou- 
veaux  rec/ts  de  V Apparition  de  laSainte  Vierge  sur 
les  Montagues  des  Alps."    The  first  anniversary  of 
the  Apparition  approached.    On  the  Eve,  in  spite 
of  the  cold,  the  rain,  and  the  mist,  1800  people 
climbed  the  mountain,  and  passed  there  the  night 
notwithstanding  the  inclemency  of  the  weather. 
An  hour  after  midnight  an  immense  procession 
started,  covering  nearly  all  next  day  the  nine  kilo- 
metres which  separate  Corps  from  the  plateau  of 
the   Apparition;  and  fast,  from  town  after  town, 
came  thousands  of  pilgrims  to   these   venerated 
summits.    There  were  some  fifty  thousand  visitors, 
among  whom  were  two  hundred  and  fifty  priests. 
And  in  this  immense  crowd  the  least  sign  of  dis- 
order was  not  to  be  seen,  while  the  place  resounded 
with  the   hymns  of  love  sung  to  the  Queen  of 
heaven.    After  that,  could  any  one  be  surprised  to 
learn  that  during  the  first  year  the  number  of  pil- 
grims amounted  to  one  hundred  thousand?    In  a 
letter  dated  the  llth  of  June,  1848,  Monseitmeur 
Dupauloup  carries  to  more   than   two   hundred 
thousand  the  number  of  visitors,  before  himself, 


who  had  interrogated  the  witnesses  or  visited  the 
places  of  the  Apparition. 

FIRST   FRUITS. 

Such  a  concourse  of  people  in  this  hitherto  de- 
serted region  astonished  observing  minds;  but 
who  would  not  be  vividly  struck  on  beholding 
the  impression  made  upon  all  hearts  while  in  this 
solitary  valley,  near  the  miraculous  fountain  ?  It 
appeared  as  if  the  rays  of  light  that  surrounded 
the  Apparition  shone  yet  in  this  ravine  to  dissi- 
pate hesitation  and  set  all  hearts  on  fire.  Those 
drawn  here  by  faith  kissed  with  veneration  the 
earth  watered  by  the  tears  of  Mary.  They  knelt  at 
ihe  feet  of  the  humble  crosses  erected  soon  after  the 
Apparition  to  mark  the  places  where  the  Divine 
Messenger  had  set  her  feet;  they  contended  for 
the  blades  of  grass,  the  clods  of  earth  and  the  little 
stones  th  i  were  ound  there,  and  they  drank  long 
draughts  of  the  blessed  water  she  had  caused  to  flow 
from  the  rock.  Those  who  come  from  curiosity,  im- 
pelled by  supernatural  force,  kueel  and  pray  with 
the  others,  and  arise  believing.  The  tears  of  re- 
pentance flow  abundantly,  and  each  one  promises 
the  Virgin  of  L  i  S  ilette  to  lead  a  holy  life.  These 
details  are  reported  by  all  conscientious  authors 
who  have  written  the  history  of  the  pilgrimage, 
and  by  the  numerous  witnessesyet  living  who  have 
seen  with  their  own  eyes  that  faith  of  the  first 
ages  and  speak  of  it  to-day  with  admiration. 

This  religious  movement  spread  itself  to  La  Sa- 
lette, Corps,  and  the  neigh  boring  parishes,  and 
drew  their  inhabitants  to  the  mountain.  Before  the 
Apparition,  the  people  who  lived  on  those  moun- 
tains had  nearly  forgotten  the  laws  of  God  and 
His  Church.  A  great  number  of  men  neglected 
their  Paschal  duties.  Blasphemies  were  frequent. 
The  days  of  the  Lord  were  often  saddened  by  cul- 
pable indifference  or  sacrilegious  labors.  Absti- 
nence and  fast  were  rarely  observed.  But  after 
the  great  event  of  the  19th  of  September  the  voices 
of  the  two  shepherds  had  more  efficacy  than  either 
pastors  or  missionaries.  The  churches  were  now 
filled;  the  faithful  pressed  near  the  pulpit  and  the 
tribunal  of  penance.  Since  then,  labor  on  Sun- 
day is  nearly  forbidden,  and  blasphemy  rarely 
heard.  They  were  thrown  to  the  earth  by  this 
great  blow  from  Heaven,  and  they  prayed  with 
fervor.  The  Holy  Table  was  no  longer  deserted ; 
there  were  scarcely  thirty  men  at  Corps,  out  of  a 
population  of  more  than  1,300,  who  neglected  the 
JPaschal  duty  in  1847.  At  the  sight  of  such  a 
chaage  every  one  would  say:  '*  It  is  the  work  of 
the  Virgin  of  reconciliation." 

[TO   BE   CONTINUED.] 


THE  first  to  work  the  copper-mines  on  Lake  Su- 
perior was  a  Jesuit  la^ -brother. 


Maria. 
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Letter  from  Rome. 

ROME,  November  36, 1875. 

DEAR  AVE  MARIA: — While  the  world,  I  mean  one 
of  those  enemies  of  man  spoken  of  in  Holy  Writ,  is 
trumpeting  to  the  four  winds  that  the  Church  is  fall- 
ing fast,  that  her  day  is  past,  and  her  dissolution 
imminent;  while  exteriorly  and  visibly  she  is  buffeted 
ruthlessly  by  the  varlets  of  unbelief,  lineal  descendants, 
in  a  sacrilegious  spirit,  of  the  vile  minion  who  slapped 
the  lovely  face  of  the  humble  Man  who  stood  ar- 
raigned before  the  High  Priest  of  Judea,  her  interior 
life  is  ever  the  same.  That  great  Heart,  the  principle 
of  her  life,  throbs  as  healthfully  to-day  as  it  did 
when  a  Leo,  and  a  Gregory,  and  an  Innocent  spoke 
from  Peter's  Chair.  What  is  her  life  ?  Sanctity,  truth, 
the  sevenfold  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  What  revolu- 
tion on  earth,  or  in  hell,  can  touch  these  ineffable 
gifts?  What  confiscation  can  lessen  their  worth? 
What  suppression  extinguish  them?  What  war  van- 
quish them?  They  only  become  the  more  perfect  in 
infirmity;  persecution  only  brings  them  out  more 
gloriously.  The  Church  is  a  visible  body,  yes, 
but  her  principle  of  life  and  action  is  not  external. 
It  depends  on  nothing  human— upon  no  combination 
of  possible  circumstances;  for  as  God  lives,  so  does 
she,  so  must  she. 

It  sounds  strangely  to  modern  ears,  the  announce- 
ment of  a  process  for  the  Beatification  and  ultimate 
canonization  of  a  servant  of  God.  Who  speaks  of  the 
dissolution  of  the  Church?  Assuredly  the  institution 
which  discusses  the  relative  sanctity  of  a  being  whose 
place  is  already  assigned  in  heaven  must  have  sanc- 
tity within  its  bosom;  and  still  more,  it  must  be  in 
communication  with  a  Wisdom  other  than  that  which 
is  proper  of  human  institutions.  The  Catholic  Church 
is  at  this  moment  giving  one  of  the  most  palpable 
proofs  of  a  healthy  existence, 

THE   BEATIFICATION  OF  SERVANTS  OF  GOD. 

Ihold  before  me  three  documents,  relative  to  the  cause 
of  three  servants  of  God;  and  their  tenor,  even  on  hu- 
man grounds,  would  convince  me  that  there  is  Truth 
and  Wisdom  and  Counsel  in  the  Catholic  Church. 
Mark  the  divine  prudence  of  this  query,  relative  to  the 
Beatification  of  Brother  Alphonse  de  Drozco  in  Spain, 
priest  of  the  Augustiuian  Hermits:  ''  An  stante  appro- 
batione  Virtutum  et  duorum  Miraculorum  tuto  procedi 
possit  ad  Beatificat'u/nem  Ven.  Servi  Dei?" — "In  the 
case  of  an  approbation  of  the  Virtues  and  two  miracles, 
can  we  proceed  safely  to  the  Beatification  of  the  Vener- 
able Servant  of  God?"  This  query  was  first  proposed 
to  the  Sacred  Congregation,  and  after  having  been  an- 
swered in  the  affirmative  it  was  proposed  anew  to  His 
Holiness.  The  decree  tells  the  effect  in  these  terms: 
"Therefore,  prayer  being  again  recited  in  the  spirit  of 
humility  to  God,  our  Most  Holy  Lord,  Pope  Pius  IX, 
in  presence  of,  etc.,  etc.,  and  of  myself  the  undersigned 
Secretary,  decreed,  that  we  can  safely  proceed  to  the 
Beatification  of  the  Venerable  Servant  of  God,  Al- 
phonse de  Drozco."  A  similar  doubt  was  proposed  af- 
fecting the  Beatification  of  Brother  Charles  of  Setia,  a 
professed  laic  of  the  Minorites  of  St.  Francis.  Another 


query  of  a  different  tenor  was  made  relative  to  the 
miracles  of  Brother  Huinilis,  professed  laic  of  the 
Franciscan  Minorites.  "  An,  et  de  qvibus  miraculis  con- 
stet,  in  casu  etad  affectum  de  qtioagiturf" — "Are  the 
miracles,  and  what  are  they,  proved,  in  the  case,  and 
to  the  effect  in  question  ?  "  Bear  in  mind,  reader — it  is 
immaterial  here  what  your  belief  may  be — as  far  back 
as  the  days  of  Pius  VI  there  was  a  severe  discussion 
upon  this  question:  "  Were  the  virtues  of  this  servant 
of  God  practised  in  a  heroic  degree?" — that  is,  suppos- 
ing that  he  was  a  virtuous  and  a  holy  man,  were  his 
virtues  extraordinary?  The  answer  of  the  Congrega- 
tion, with  the  approval  of  the  Pope,  is  as  follows:  "  It  is 
evident  with  regard  to  the  two  miracles  of  the  third 
class  proposed:  viz.,  on  the  first:  the  instantaneous 
and  perfect  cure  of  leprosy  in  the  boy  Joseph  Panza, 
as  well  as  of  the  other,  the  instantaneous  and  perfect 
cure  of  a  parotidis  of  the  most  dangerous  symptoms  in 
Beatrice  Lerra."  These  decrees  were  read  in  a  solemn 
assembly  of  the  Pope  and  Cardinals  in  the  ConsistoVial 
Hall  of  the  Vatican,  on  the  21st  inst. 
The  promoters  of 

THE  CATHOLIC  CONGRESS  OF  FLORENCE 

have  published  a  circular  letter,  addressed  to  the 
Italian  Catholics.  The  letter  invites  them  to  imme- 
diate action,  and  to  endeavor  by  any  lawful  means  to 
alleviate  the  afflictions  of  the  Church  and  to  stem 
the  destructive  tide  of  that  systematic  corruption  of 
youth  now  used  in  Italy.  It  exhorts  the  voters  to 
compete  at  the  municipal  elections,  that  the  admin- 
istration may  pass  into  Catholic  and  honest  hands. 
A  letter  was  also  addressed  to  the  Holy  Father,  ac- 
quainting him  of  this  circular,  and  also  expressive  of 
devotion  and  obedience  to  the  Holy  See.  His  Holi- 
ness, in  an  especial  Brief,  has  approved  their  design 
in  the  most  laudatory  terms,  and  blessed  their  inten- 
tions. He  said  that  he  himself  had  often,  in  his  pub- 
lic discourses,  expressed  the  idea  of  the  Congress. 
He  also  said:  "It  will  be  eminently  pleasing  to  us,  if 
all  the  members  of  the  Catholic  associations  of  Italy 
will  labor  together,  with  unanimous  efforts,  petitions 
(to  Parliament),  talent,  labor,  with  that  prudent  zeal 
which  is  necessary  to  obtain  the  purposes  mentioned 
above.  Thus,  with  the  help  of  God,  they  may  turn 
aside,  or  at  least  diminish,  the  many  evils  which 
threaten  the  ruin  of  religion  and  morals." 
Notwithstanding  the  active  part 

HIS  HOLINESS 

takes  in  all  the  labors  of  the  numerous  ecclesiastical 
Congregations,  the  receptions  continue  as  if  he  had 
naught  in  the  world  to  do  but  give  audiences,  and  as 
if  he  were  a  young  man,  instead  of  the  octogenarian 
he  is.  The  students  of  the  Irish  College  were  re- 
ceived on  the  18th.  Dr.  Kirby,  their  Rector,  read  an 
address,  to  which  the  Holy  Father  replied  with  his 
usual  happy  readiness.  Think  of  the  volumes  of  dis- 
courses that  man  has  pronounced,  extempore,  for  the 
last  five  years!  Read  them  all,  from  first  to  last! 
They  are  consistent,  elegant,  learned,  and 
every  one  of  them.  They  call  forth  the  ^irtniralion^ 
every  unbiased  critic,  and  there 
versed  in  the  study  of  ancient  homilMfi<-f  -ytjfi  com-' 
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pare  the  impromptu  discourses  of  Pius  IX  with  the 
studied  homilies  of  St.  Leo  the  Great  and  St.  Gregory. 
Yet  Pius  IX  never  took  a  degree  in  any  department 
of  sacred  or  profane  science.  He  had  no  titles  iior 
honors  to  his  name  when  he  was  ordained  priest,  was 
no  D.  D.,  or  D.  P.,  or  D.  J.  C.,  or  anything  else  like 
that.  He  was  simply  Don  Giovanni  Ferretti — or  to 
put  it  in  our  own  parlance,  Father  John.  I  cannot 
define  the  spirit  which  is  in  him,  but  I  admire  and 
venerate  it  as  I  would  an  evident  and  palpable  efful- 
gence of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

On  the  23nd,  more  French  Pilgrims,  nearly  three 
hundred  in  number,  from  Marseilles  and  Bayonne, 
were  received  by  the  Holy  Father.  To  these  too  he 
delivered  a  discourse.  He  said  that  the  greatest 
chastisement  which  God  could  inflict  upon  His  Chnrch 
would  be  that  of  removing  from  the  faithful  the  en- 
ergy to  repel  the  attacks  of  the  enemy.  That  energy 
was  still  in  the  Church,  and  though  her  enemies  have 
said  that  her  day  is  past,  it  seems  that  Jesus  Christ 
has  given  them  the  lie,  in  the  words  which  He  pro- 
nounced on  the  occasion  of  the  restoration  to  life  of 
Lazarus,  "  Lazarus  arnicas  noster  dvrmit,  sed  vado  ut  a 
somno  excitem  eurn."  Our  friend  Lazarus  sleepeth,  but 
I  go  to  rouse  him  from  his  sleep.  It  is  certain  that  a 
torpor  had  invaded  many  in  the  Church,  hence  God 
took  the  scourge  in  hand,  whereat  they  returned  pen- 
itent to  His  feet,  and  He  heard  them.  "  However  the 
tempest  has  not  ceased  yet,  and  the  'peace,  be  xtill,' 
to  be  said  to  the  winds,  has  not  yet  been  pronounced 
by  God.  Nevertheless,  the  mystical  bark  still  rides 
triumphant  on  the  waves,  and  of  a  surety  the  Omni- 
potent Hand  of  God  will  reconduct  it  by  degrees  to 
the  haven  of  tanquillity." 

There  is  a  rumor  afloat  in  ecclesiastical  circles  here 
that 

A   SPANISH    PILGRIMAGE 

is  coming  to  Rome.  They  will  be  welcome,  the  more 
so  as  they  will  prove  that  Spain,  thougli  politically 
divided,  is  one  in  faith,  and  in  devotion  to  the  See 
of  Peter. 

His  Eminence  Cardinal  Pietro  de  Silvestri,  titular 
of  the  Church  of  St.  Murk,  died  on  the  night  of  the 
19th.  He  was  born  at  Rovigo,  February  13th,  1803, 
and  was  created  Cardinal  by  the  present  Pope,  on 
March  loth,  1858. 

I  confess  that  I  never  had  a  strong  predilection  for 
figures.  But  the  Gazzetta  Ufflciale  of  this  week  pub- 
lishes a  calculation  which  is  amazingly  interesting. 
From  the  2oth  of  October,  1867,  to  the  end  of  Octo- 
ber, 1875,  the  Italian  Government  has  seized  113408 
different  church  lands.  The  sale  of  these  at  public 
auction  realized  the  sum  of  500,119,858  francs!  over 
one  hundred  million  dollars!  and  there  is  still  a  com- 
mandment among  the  Ten,  "7th, — Thou  shall  not 
steal." 

Speaking  of  the  Commandments  recalls  to  my 
mind  a  project  now  before  the  Italian  Parliament, 
which  bears  relation  to  the  Second  Commandment, 
"Thou  shall  not  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God 
in  vain."  Not  with  the  laudable  desire  of  precluding 
the  possibility  of  swearing  in  vain  by  the  name  of 
the  Lord,  but  in  pursuance  of  that  spirit  of  irreligion 


and  infamy  which  is  beckoning  these  people  perdi- 
tionwards, 

IT    IS   PROPOSED   TO   ABOLISH   THE   OATH 

as  a  religious  ceremony  binding  in  conscience  from 
the  Italian  tribunals.  The  argument  is  this:  many 
who  are  requested  to  svvear  on  the  Gospel  do  not  be- 
lieve in  it.  Now  comes  the  question:  What  are  they 
to  swear  by?  Their  honor?  That's  what  a  Londoner 
would  call  a  rum  'M».  By  the  laws  of  the  land?  and 
they  who  make  the  laws  of  the  laud,  when  they 
pledge  themselves  to  be  loyal  to  Victor  Emmanuel, 
and  to  labor  for  the  welfare  of  the  nation,  not  plot- 
ting, nor  associating  with  plotters,  whom  will  they 
invoke  in  their  solemn  declarations? 

The  canons  of  the  Abbey  of  Santa  Barbara,  in  Man- 
tua, have  rebelled  against  the  jurisdiction  of  the 
Bishop  who  was  lately  appointed  by  the  Pope  as  their 
ecclesiastical  superior  until  another  abbot  be  ap- 
pointed. The  abbey,  by  a  dispensation  of  the  Holy 
See,  was  formerly  independent  of  the  Bishop,  and 
was  governed  by  its  own  abbot.  Much  has  been  said 
by  the  Evangelicals  of  the  progress  they  are  making 
in  Italy,  and  America  and  England  are  told  that  the 
Roman  priests  are  being  converted  (?)  daily.  Now  what 
I  adduce  is  official,  i.  e.,  comes  from  Evangelical  doc- 
uments. Since  1859,  up  to  the  present,  but  twelve 
priests,  out  of  one  hundred  and  forty  thousand,  aposta- 
tized. There  may  be  bad  priests  here  in  Italy,  for 
scandals  must  come.  But  the  Evangelicals  are  not 
the  gainers  thereby.  They  would  do  better  among 
the  heathen  Chinese  than  here.  Where  Is  the  use  in 
squandering  money  V  "  ad  quid  perdttio  Aeec?" 

ARTHUR. 


A  Mahometan  Prince  becomes  a  Pontifical  Zou- 
ave and  Falls  in  Defence  of  Don  Carlos. 

[From  the  N  Y.  Freeman's  Journal  ] 
Information  has  just  reached  us  from  Elizondo, 
Spain,  under  date  of  Nov.  17th,  that  Prince  Gabriel 
Allamy-Effendi,  son  of  the  Pacha  of  Jerusalem,  Lieu- 
tenant of  Infantry,  and  late  Eusign  of  the  brilliant 
battalion  of  Guards  formed  by  the  illustrious  General 
Tristany,  has  fallen  a  victim  at  the  hands  of  the  Al- 
fonsine  hordes. 

Eight  years  ago,  Allamy-Eflendi,  son  of  the  Pacha 
of  Jerusalem,  a  direct  descendant  from  the  line  of 
Mahomet,  opened  his  eyes  to  the  light  of  truth, 
sought  private  instructions  from  the  Catholic  Patri- 
arch, asked  for  private  baptism,  so  as  not  to  forfeit 
the  prerogatives  of  his  birth  and  the  rights  of  paternal 
heritage.  Mgr.  Valerga  told  him  that  sacrifice  must 
be  entire,  and  the  young  Mussulman  at  once  came  to 
a  heroic  resolution. 

Beset  by  countless  dangers,  and  accompanied  by  a 
single  servant,  he  fled  far  from  bis  native  land  and 
succeeded  in  reaching  Rome,  where  he  hastened  to 
throw  himself  at  the  feet  of  Pius  IX.  The  Holy  Fa- 
ther, who  already  knew  his  history,  received  him  into 
the  Church.  The  flight  of  this  Mahometan  Prince 
created  a  great  commotion  in  his  native  land,  and  he 
was  disowned  by  his  relatives.  This  threw  him  from 
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the  summit  of  wealth  into  the  most  abject  poverty. 
But  what  cared  he  for  that!  Happy  in  being  able  to 
confess  the  name  of  God,  he  had  cheerfully  renounced 
everything. 

But  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  who  was  not  unmindful  of 
his  sacrifice,  admitted  him  into  the  little  army  that 
defended  his  dominions,  with  the  rank  of  Sergeant, 
with  a  life  pension.  It  was  in  this  glorious  army 
that  Allamy-Efl'endi  had  the  signal  honor  of  serving, 
until  the  time  that  the  infamous  usurpers  imprisoned 
the  Venerable  Pontift'in  the  Vatican. 

Like  other  heroes,  his  brothers  in  arms,  now  a 
Count,  he  had  the  glory  of  being  dragged  by  his  bar- 
barous  conquerors  from  one  town  to  another,  in- 
suited,  and  finally  imprisoned.  He  came  out  of  his 
prison  more  than  ever  determined  to  defend  the 
cause  of  God,  and  on  the  opening  of  the  Carlist  war 
when  he  saw  the  noble  banner  which  Carlos  VII  un- 
furled to  the  breeze,  he  bade  farewell  to  the  Holy  Fa- 
ther, whose  blessing  he  had  once  more  sought  in 
person,  relinquished  a  portion  of  his  pension,  and 
took  his  place  humbly  and  modestly  by  the  side  of 
the  brave  Catalonians  who  gathered  around  the  gal- 
lant Don  Alfonso  de  Bourbon. 

Allamy-Effeudi  was  attached  to  the  Battalion  of 
Guides  which,  forming  a  part  of  the  staff,  followed 
General  Tristany.  He  seemed  to  have  a  presentiment 
that  he  would  fall  for  the  sacred  cause  of ''  Dios,  Pa 
tria,  y  Rey"  but  he  wanted  to  fall  with  his  sword  in 
his  hand,  and  not  to  be  basely  assassinated,  con- 
trary to  all  laws  of  war  and  the  solemn  agreements 
stipulated  between  General  Tristany  and  Martinez 
Campos. 

Allamy-Effendi  had  distinguished  himself  at  the  cap- 
ture of  Seo  de  Urgel  in  August,  1874,  and  received 
the  red  cross  of  merit  for  his  gallant  services  on 
that  occasion.  He  followed  General  Tristany  through 
all  his  fortunes,  but  he  could  not  long  bear  the  fatigues 
of  the  more  recent  campaigns,  and  was  obliged  to 
seek  for  a  short  period  for  rest,  and  the  recuperation 
of  his  health  -by  a  short  sojourn,  in  the  hospital  of 
Moya. 

Some  weeks  ago  he  left  the  hospital  and  returned 
to  his  battalion,  when  he  was  appointed  Sub- Lieuten- 
ant and  standard-bearer  by  General  Tristany.  He 
was  made  full  Lieutenant  on  the  field  of  battle. 

He  was  going  towards  Prados  de  Llusanos,  full  of 
confidence,  because  he  carried  a  discharge  from  the 
Moya  hospital,  which,  according  to  agreement  be- 
tween Generals  Tristany  and  Martinez  Campos,  was 
a  safeguard.  But  poor  Effendi,  on  his  way,  fell  into 
the  hands  of  an  Alfonsine  detachment,  and  was,  in 
spite  of  his  protestations,  barbarously  murdered,  and 
bayonetted  through  and  through.  It  remains  to  be 
seen  whether  this  crime  will  open  the  eyes  of  European 
nations. 

Such  was  the  end  of  this  Mussulman  Prince,  a  di- 
rect descendant  of  Mahomet,  who,  regenerated  by  the 
waters  of  Baptism,  fell  upon  the  soil  of  Spain,  defend- 
ing the  sacred  cause  of  "Z>ios,  Putrid  y  Bey,"  in  whose 
service  he  fell  a  martyr  to  his  religious  and  political 
convictions.  Let  the  world  judge  between  him  and 
his  murderers.  May  fie  rest  in  peace! 


Catholic  Notes. 

Twenty-five  Sisters  of  Charity,  banished  from 

Germany,  have  settled  at  Washington,  Iowa. 

We  are  indebted  to  Rev.  Father  Gibney,  of  St. 

Peter's  Church,  San  Francisco,  for  kind  favors. 

The  monument  for  the  priests  who  died  during 

the  yellow-fever  epidemic  in  Memphis  in  1873  is  being 
placed  in  position. 

It  is  now  forty-eight  years  and  a  half  since 

Pope  Pius  the  IX  was  named  Archbishop  of  Spoleto, 
by  Pope  Leo  III. 

Monseigneur  Taval,  the  new  Bishop  of  Grenoble, 

entered  into  and  took  possession  of  his  episcopal 
See  on  the  18th  of  November. 

Monseigneur  Berson,  Bishop  of  Nimes,  was  con- 
secrated on  the  14th  of  November.  Eight  Bishops  and 
one  mitred  Abbot  were  present. 

We  had  the  pleasure  of  a  visit  from  the  Rt. 

Rev.  Bishop  Kain,  of  Wheeling,  West  Va.,  last  week. 
His  lordship  is  in  excellent  health. 

The  famous  astronomer,  Father  Secchi,  we  re- 
gret to  learn,  has  been  very  ill  with  a  chest  affection, 
but  is  now  happily  restored  to  health. 

China  has  a  Catholic  native  population  of  over 

a  million,  attended  by  a  thousand  priests,  of  whom 
over  three  hundred  are  likewise  natives. 

Mgr.  Ridel,  the  French  Bishop  of  Corea,  and  Abbe" 

Blanc,  have  left  Newchang,  China,  intending  to  pene- 
trate Corea  disguised  as  mendicants. 

His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Paris, 

and  Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  Arclibiehop  of  Bordeaux, 
are,  it  is  said,  to  be  named  Senators  by  the  National 
Assembly. 

We  offer  to  all  our  readers  a  Christmas  greet- 
ing, with  the  sincere  wish  that  they  may  share  largely 
in  the  blessings  of  this  holy  season,  and  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin  may  obtain  for  each  some  special 
favor. 

Cardinal  Manning  in  a  sermon  delivered  at  the 

Church  of  Peter  and  Paul,  Westminster,  said,  that  dur- 
ing the  past  year  there  were  only  two  churches  in  his 
diocese,  one  of  them  being  the  French  church,  in 
which  he  had  not  had  the  happiness  of  preaching  to 
his  flock.  In  some  of  them  he  had  preached  more 
than  once. 

The  procession  of  St.  Martin  took  place  in 

Tours,  on  Sunday,  the  21st  of  November,  with  great 
pomp,  attended  by  a  large  number  of  the  faithful. 
His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Bordeaux 
presided  over  the  ceremonies,  assisted  by  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Tours,  and  the  Bishops  of  Angouleme,  Mans, 
Verdun,  Barilite,  and  the  Abbots  of  Solesine  and  Li- 
guge. 

The  Sisters  desire  us  to  state  that  on  account  of 

having  so  many  tickets  unsold,  the  raffle  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  Protectory  will  be  postponed  till  May  1st. 
We  shall  continue  to  supply  tickets  to  those  who  wish 
them.  We  thank  our  readers  in  the  name  of  the  or- 
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phans  for  the  very  generous  way  in  which  they  have 
subscribed  to  this  worthy  charity. 

Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  McQuaid,  of  Rochester,  was  ed- 
ucated in  the  public  schools.  He  says:  "I  was 
brought  up  very  religiously,  and  remember  being  on 
my  knees  ten  minutes  each  day  while  the  New  Testa- 
ment was  read  to  us.  I  do  not  want  the  Bible  ex- 
cluded from  schools  not  frequented  by  Catholics — be 
cause  I  think  the  teaching  of  any  religion  is  better 
than  none  at  all." 

Very  Rev.  Pere  Colin,  first  Superior  General  and 

founder  of  the  priests  of  the  Society  of  Mary,  or  the 
Marist  Fathers,  died  recently  in  France.  He  was  born 
in  1790,  and  he  lived  through  eighty  five  years  of  hard 
work.  He  was  a  man  of  great  learning,  a  large  heart 
and  untiring  zeal,  and  he  leaves  a  large  community  of 
religious  to  mourn  his  loss;  but  his  long  life,  so 
fruitful  in  good  works,  has  been  so  unobtrusive  that 
he  was  but  very  little  known.  R.  I.  P. 

The  death  is  announced  at  the  Castle  of  Rhein- 

prafenstein  of  Prince  Frederick  Charles  de  Soluis- 
Braunfils.  half  brother,  on  the  mother's  side,  to  the 
King  of  Hanover.  About  two  months  ago  he  was 
received  into  the  bosom  of  the  Catholic  Church.  The 
deceased  was  the  son  of  a  Mecklenburg  Grand  Duch- 
ess, whose  first  husband  was  Prince  Louis  of  Prussia, 
the  second,  the  Prince  de  Solms,  and  her  third,  the 
late  King  of  Hanover,  father  of  King  George.  He 
was  also  grand-uncle  of  Donna  Maria,  wife  of  Don  Al- 
phonso,  the  brother  of  Don  Carlos. — R.  I.  P. 

A  strange  case  of  sudden  death  occurred  last 

Saturday  night,  in  the  9th  Ward,  New  York.  Shortly 
after  10  o'clock,  a  tired  and  apparently  starving  man 
opened  the  door  of  Britton's  saloon,  No  426  Green- 
wich avenue,  and  humbly  asked  for  food.  Among 
the  persons  in  the  saloon  at  Ihe  time  was  Wm.  Mc- 
Cutcheon,  aged  about  5t  years,  who  responded  to  the 
beggar's  appeal  bytakinsr  from  the  counter  a  piece 
of  bread.  As  the  beegar  reached  for  the  bread,  Mc- 
Cutcheon  suddenly  changed  his  mind,  exclaiming,  as 
he  withdrew  the  food,  "Damn  an  Irishman."  Point- 
ing at  the  same  time  to  two  young  men  sitting  at  a 
table  in  another  part  of  the  saloon,  he  continued: — 
"There  are  two  of  your  Irish  friends;  go  to  them." 
As  he  uttered  these  words,  McCutcheon  put  the  bread 
into  his  own  mouth,  and  the  beggar  turned  away. 
A  moment  afterward  the  attention  of  those  in  the 
place  was  attracted  by  a  peculiar  noise  being  made 
by  McCutcheon,  and  rushing  towards  him  they  found 
him  choking.  In  a  few  seconds  he  was  dead.  The 
bread,  which  he  had  denied  the  mendicant,  choked 
him  to  death. 

Alluding  to  the  frands  perpetrated  by  the  po- 
litical parsons  who  were  placed  as  agents  among  the 
several  Indian  tribes,  the  Omaha  Herald  (non-Catho- 
lic) says  with  great  truth:  "The  trouble  now  is  that 
these  red  men  are  opposed  to  the  religious  frauds  and 
hypocrites  who  are  set  to  teach  Christianity  with 
their  lips  and  practice  all  sorts  of  deviltry  with  their 
nimble  fingers,  and  unitedly  demand  that  they  shall 
have  only  Catholic  Missionaries  among  them,  men 
whose  lives  are  religiously  consistent,  like  that  of  the 


great  De  Smet.  It  must  be  humiliating  to  the  secta 
to  see  the  spontaneous  requests  of  the  Indians  for 
only  Catholic  Missionaries;  but  we  are  not  surprised 
at  this.  The  Protestants  have  only  themselves  to 
blame  for  this.  The  bad  conduct  of  their  Missionaries 
among  the  Indians,  their  dissolute  and  dishonest  prac- 
tices and  bad  habits,  betraying  a  want  of  sincerity, 
and  displaying  bad  examples,  have  at  last  produced 
the  natural  consequences.  When  the  Government, 
for  political  purposes,  supplanted  many  missions  of 
the  'mother  Church,'  which  had  been  established  and 
built  up  by  many  years  of  toil  and  sacrifice,  it  com- 
mitted a  great  wrong,  and  caused  infinite  damage  to 
the  cause  of  civilizing  progress  among  the  savage 
tribes.  The  Indians  ought  to  be  permitted  to  choose 
their  own  religious  missionaries,  and  we  trust  they 
may  be  allowed  to  do  so  in  the  future." 

The  National  Quarterly  Review  says:  "Had  the 

Catholic  Church  done  nothing  more  than  preserve  for 
us,  by  watchful  solicitude  and  unwearied  toil,  the 
priceless  intellectual  treasures  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
she  would  have  been  entitled  to  our  everlasting  grati- 
tude. But  her  hierarchy  did  not  merely  preserve 
these  treasures — they  taught  the  modern  world  how  to 
use  them.  We  can  never  Jorget  that  at  least  nine  out 
of  every  ten  of  all  the  great  colleges  and  universities 
in  Christendom  were  founded  by  monks,  priests,  Bish- 
ops, and  Archbishops.  This  is  true  of  the  most  famous 
institutions  in  Protestant  as  well  as  Catholic  coun- 
tries ;  and  equally  undeniable  is  the  fact  that  the  great- 
est discoveries  in  science  and  arts,  with  the  exception 
of  those  made  by  Newton,  have  been.made  by  Catholics 
or  those  educated  by  them.  Our  readers  know  that 
Copernicus,  the  author  of  our  present  system  of  astron- 
omy, lived  and  died  a  poor  parish  priest  in  an  obscur- 
village.  Galileo  was  educated  by  monks,  and  however 
much  dissatisfied  he  was  at  one  time  with  the  Pope,  he 
died  a  Catholic.  The  great  Kepler,  although  a  Protest- 
ant, always  aknowledged  he  had  received  the  most  valu- 
able part  of  his  education  from  the  monks  and  priests. 
It  is  easy  to  add  to  those  illustrations  many  names 
tqually  renowned  in  other  departments  of  science,  as 
well  as  literature  and  the  arts,  including  those  of 
statesmen,  orators,  historians,  poets  and  philosophers." 

The  new  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral  on  Fifth  Avenue 

is  now  rapidly  approaching  completion.  All  the  walls 
are  finished,  with  the  exception  of  a  very  small  portion 
on  the  Fifth  Avenue  side.  The  roof  has  been  elated,  and 
the  cresting  is  nearly  finished.  In  the  interior,  the  groin- 
ing work  of  the  aisles  had  been  completed,  with  the 
aisles  in  the  rear  of  the  sanctuary.  Withiu  a  few  weeks 
the  scaffolding  will  be  erected  for  the  groining  of  the 
nave.  All  that  is  now  needed  to  allow  the  use  ot  the  Ca- 
thedral for  service  is  the  plastering  and  flooring.  It  is 
expected  that  all  the  scaffolding  will  be  removed  in 
about  one  year  from  this  time  and  the  Cathedral  dedi- 
cated in  about  two  years.  All  the  windows  in  the 
Cathedral  are  to  be  of  stained  glass.  Each  one  will  be 
the  gift  of  some  congregation  or  individual.  The  win- 
dows are  being  made  in  Nantes,  France,  and  some  of 
them  are  already  completed.  The  great  transept  win- 
dows on  Fiftieth  and  Fifty-first  Streets  represent  St. 
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Patrick  and  the  Immaculate  Conception.  The  win- 
dows ars  28  feet  in  width  by  58  feet  in  height,  and  are 
divided  by  clustered  mullions  into  six  bays,  the  arches 
being  tilled  with  traceries  of  rich  design.  The  St. 
Patrick  window  will  be  in  the  south  transept  on  Fifti- 
eth Street.  This  window  has  already  arrivi-d  in  this 
city,  and  is  a  fine  piece  of  workmanship.  The  Saint, 
dressed  in  his  archiepiscopal  robes,  and  wearing  his 
mitre,  forms  the  central  figure  of  the  picture.  He  is 
represented  as  expounding  the  mystery  of  the  Blessed 
Trinity  to  the  Irish  king.  His  right  hand  is  raised  in 
illustration;  in  his  left  hand  is  a  bunch  of  the  three- 
leaved  shamrock  by  which  the  mystery  of  Trinity 
in  unity  was  explained  to  the  minds  of  the  people. 
His  crosier  I'-ans  in  the  hollow  of  his  left  arm.  The 
face  is  full  of  zeal  and  expression.  To  the  Saint's  right 
is  a  group  consisting  of  the  king  and  queen,  repre- 
sented as  standing  and  listening  with  eager  attention- 
Stooping  low  by  the  side  of  her  mother  is  the  princess 
with  her  face  turned  towards  the  saint.  Kneeling  by 
the  side  of  the  king  is  a  shepherd  with  his  dog.  On 
the  other  side,  to  the  Saint's  left,  is  an  animated  group 
of  Irish  youth,  listening  with  wondering  faces  to  the 
explanation  of  the  mystery,  while  the  middle  figure, 
that  of  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life,  seems  to  confirm  to 
his  companions  the  words  of  the  Saint.  In  the  back- 
ground is  a  boy  reverently  kissing  the  hem  of  the 
Saint's  robe,  while  further  in  the  background,  near 
their  altar  and  round-tower,  stands  a  group  of 
white -robed  Druids  ai.d  harpers,  gazing  at  the  Saint  in 
scorn.  An  Irish  landscape  fills  in  the  colossal  picture. 
This  window  was  presented  by  the  congregation 
of  the  present  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral.  The  north 
transept  window  of  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
which  is  still  to  arrive,  was  presented  to  the  Cath- 
edral by  the  Diocese  of  Albany.  Three  smaller  win- 
dows have  also  arrived.  They  are  to  be  placed  in  the 
upper  tier  of  the  Cathedral.  The  high  altar, a  descrip- 
tion of  which  has  already  appeared  in  the  Tribune,  is 
now  completed  in  Rome.  It  is  the  gift  of  Cardinal 
McCloskey,  and  cost  $40.000.  The  reredos  is  being 
finished  in  St.  Brieuc,  in  Normandy.  It  is  the  gift  of 
the  clergy  of  the  Archdiocese  of  New  York,  and  will 
cost  $10,000.  The  two  side  altars  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  St.  Joseph  are  now  completed  and  awaiting  trans- 
portation, in  the  same  place,  as  are  also  the  throne  and 
the  sanctuary  lamp.— N.  Y.  Tribune. 


Our  Blessed  Mother  Favors  her  Children  at 
the  Hour  of  Death. 

To  THE  REV.  EDITOR  OF  THE  AVE  MARIA:  Our 
Blessed  Mother  has  again,  and  that  in  my  presence, 
shown  her  love  for  those  who  do  something  in  her 
honor.  SISTEH  MART  OF  THE  SERAPHIM  had  had  the 
charge  of  preparing  the  Water  of  Lourdes  in  small 
vials  for  more  than  a  year  when  the  germs  of  consump- 
tion manifested  themselves,  and,  becoming  weaker, 
she  had  to  give  up  the  loved  occupation  so  faithfully 
fulfilled.  Some  weeks  ago  she  lost  completely  the 
sense  of  hearing,  which  was  to  her  a  most  trjing 
affliction.  Her  confessor  could  not  converse  with  her, 


and  was  obliged  to  write  what  consolation  he  wished 
to  give.    When,  on  the  llth  inst.,  he  called  to  rv 
her,  she  asked  him  to  give  her  some  of  the  water 
Lourdes  in  a  glass.    He  did  so;   and,  suddenly,  as  he 

was  speaking  to  Sister  H ,  the  invalid  exclaimed, 

with  a  mdiunt  countenance:  "  Why,  Father,  I  hear 
you!  I  can  hear  what  you  say!"  1  was  astounded, 
and  could  scarcely  believe  what  I  heard;  I  spoke  to 
her,  and  she  answered  correctly  to  all  my  questions. 
She  continued  to  have  this  consolation  for  twenty- 
four  honrs,  when  she  died  the  most  edifying  death  I 
ever  witnessed,  on  Sunday,  the  12th,  at  ten  minutes 
after  2  p.  m.,  fortified  by  all  the  rites  of  Holy  Church. 
— May  she  rest  in  peace! 

Yours  in  Christo, 

NOTRE  DAME,  IND.,  Dec.  13, 1875. 


Gloria  in  Excelsis. 


Peal  forth.  0  chiming  bells! 

The  glad  sweet  anthem  ring, 
And  to  the  weary  hearts  of  earth 

Your  joyous  tidings  bring. 
Peal!  in  the  red  clear  dawn  of  day 
The  wind's  fleet  wings  will  waft  away 
To  the  far  hills  the  glorious  lay. 

Sweep  throuffh  the  pillared  aisles, 

Majestic  organ  strains! 
Swell  'neath  the  fretted  roof 

As  once  on  Bethlehem's  plains, 
Beneath  the  calm  blue  star  lit  sky, 
Swelled  the  Angelic  melody. 

Throb  with  wild  joy,  O  human  heart! 

Thy  slavery  is  o'er; 
The  King  has  come  whom  boundless  love 

Thy  lost  rights  will  restore. 
No  proud  and  haughty  earthly  one, 
But  the  great  Father's  Only  Son. 

Peal  forth  thy  welcome,  bells! 
A  jjlad  sweet  anthem  ring! 
Kneel  at  the  altar,  faithful  ones, 

Adore  your  God  and  King. 
DECEMBER  25,  1853. 


B. 


New  Publications. 

MANUAL,  OF  THE  SISTERS  OF  CHARITY.    Baltimore: 

John  Murphy  &  Co. 

This  is  a  new  edition  of  an  old  and  standard  Catho- 
lic prayer-book.  It  was  first  compiled  for  the  Sisters 
of  Charity,  but  is  now  adapted  to  general  use.  For 
a  holiday  gift,  it  will  be  very  appropriate.  It  is  pub- 
lished with  the  approbation  of  the  Archbishop  of  Balti- 
more. 
CATHOLIC  BOOK  NEWS.  Benziger  Brothers,  New  York. 

We  are  triad  to  receive  this  useful  publication, 
which  irives  information  of  new  publications  at  home 
and  abroad. 
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^s The  Catholic  Record  for  December,  just  received, 

6uL..ntains;  I,  Private  Judgment;  II,  Christmas.  Ill, 
Lost  Prima  Donna.  IV,  How  They  Live.  V,  A  Spi- 
rit's Message.  VI,  The  Divine  Commission  of  the 
Church  to  Tench:  what  is  comprehended  by  it.  VII, 
At  her  Knee.  VIIF.  A  City  Weed.  IX,  A  Soldier's  De- 
votion—An Incident  in  Napoleon's  Retreat  from  Mos- 
cow. X  Editorial  Notes.  XI,  New  Publications. 

Received,  from  the  Author,  A  SKETCH  OF  THE 

LIVES  OF  THE  DOMINICAN  MARTYRS  IN  JAPAN;  inclu- 
ding those  beatified  by  Pius  IX.  By  Fr.  Bertrand  A. 
Wilberforce,  O.  P.  London:  John  Philp,  Publisher. 
A  notice  of  this  admirable  little  book  will  appear  in  a 
future  number. 

Obituary. 

We  commend  to  the  prayers  of  our  readers  the 

repose  of  the  soul  of  MR.  PATRICK  BRENNAN  who  died 
at  Warehouse  Point,  Conn.,  on  the  8th  of  December. 

On  Friday,  Nov.  36th,  Rev.  Mr.  Gosselin  died  at 

his  residence,  Grand  Digue,  near  Shediac.  Father 
Gosselin  was  over  seventy  years  of  age,  and  was  a 
priest  for  over  forty  years,  during  the  greater  part  of 
which  he  had  to  endure  the  labors,  privations  and 
hardships  which  all  the  old  priests  of  this  Province 
have  had  to  endure  in  the  discharge  of  their  duties  to 
their  flocks  scattered  over  immense  districts.  For 
some  time  past  Rev.  Mr.  Gosselin's  health  was  so  bad 
that  he  was  unable  to  take  charge  of  a  parish  and 
he  lived  in  retirement  at  Grand  Digue  preparing  for 
the  passage  to  another  world. — St.  John  Freeman. 

Requiescant  in  Paw. 

Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

FROM  THE  STH  TO  THE  HTH  OF  DECEMBER 
Number  of  letters  received,  110;  members  enrolled, 
124.  Prayers  have  been  asked  for  the  following  inten- 
tions: Recovery  or  preservation  of  health  for  78 
persons  and  3  families,— Con v_ersion  for  34  persons 
and  10  families,— Perseverance  and  assistance  in  spir- 
itual danger  for  10  persons,— Particular  favors  for  37 
individuals,  12  families,  4  Communities,  5  congrega- 
tions, 2  parish-schools,  and  1  Sunday-school.  Prayers 
are  also  requested  for  the  recovery  of  health  for  a 
Superioress,— The  safe  arrival  of  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin, 
Superior  Gen'l  of  the  Congregation  of  the  Holy  Cross, 
travelling  at  sea,— For  a  Religious,  suffering  morally 
and  physically,— For  an  unruly  pupil,— For  resources 
to  pay  debts  for  several  persons,— For  several  well- 
disposed  Protestant  families  and  persons,  some  of 
them  intending  to  become  Catholics,  and  the  removal 
of  obstacles  to  their  conversion, — A  change  of  busi- 
ness for  a  gentleman  hitherto  prevented  from  hearing 
Mass  on  Sundays,  and  resources  for  him  to  pay  debts, 
— For  some  orphan  children, — Some  pending  lawsuits 
of  friends,  and  resources  for  them, — The  success  of 
the  Jubilee,  and  the  hindrance  of  a  scandal  in  a  cer- 
tain city. 

FAVORS  OBTAINED. 

We  publish  the  following  extracts  from  letters  re- 


ceived: "I  wrote  you  sometime  ago  about  a  lawsuit 
involving  some  money,  and  I  have  gained  it.  I  send 
my  heartfelt  thanks  to  Our  dear  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  also  to  you  for  your  trouble."  The  following 
edifying  letter  was  sent  by  a  recent  convert:  "Please 
have  Masses  said  for  my  intention — first,  in  thanks- 
giving to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  for  having  given 
us  His  Blessed  Mother  Mary  at  the  Cross  to  be  our 
Mother,  and  for  the  love  and  devotion  He  has  given 
me  for  the  Blessed  Virgin.  2nd,*a  Mass  of  thanks- 
giving to  the  Immaculate  Virgin  for  graces,  mercies 
and  blessings  which  this  dear,  loving  Mother  has  ob- 
tained for  one  so  little  deserving  of  it  as  I.  .  .  A.  S.  M." 
....  "The  water  of  Lourdes  you  sent  me  last  spring 
cured  my  mother  of  a  severe  attack  of  diarrhoea.  It 
seemed  as  though  she  could  not  live,  but  the  water 
cured  her  immediately."  ....  "I  return  thanks  for 
prayers  offered  for  Mr.  S.,  last  spring;  he  is  entirely 
cured."  ....  " Last  winter  I  suffered  very  much  from 
my  heart.  I  am  confident  that  nothing  but  the 
water  of  Lourdes  saved  me."  ....  "The  blessed  water 
you  sent  to  the  girl  who  was  nearly  blind  in  one  of 
her  eyes  cured  her  entirely.  She  is  now  teaching 
school.  Another  girl  subject  to  lits  has  not  been 
troubled  by  them  since  the  first  application  of  the 

water." 

OBITUARY. 

SISTER  MART  OF  THE  SERAPHIM,  of  the  Sisters  of 
the  Holy  Cross,  who  died  at  Notre  Dame,  Ind.,  on  the 
12th  of  December,  in  the  twenty-third  year  of  her  age, 
after  a  lingering  illness,  having  been  several  times 
strengthened  by  the  Holy  Sacraments.  MRS.  MART 
J.  CAVANAGH,  of  Montgomery,  Ind.,  who  died  on  the 
23rd  of  November,  1874.  MR.  PETER  A.  KELLT,  of 
Baltimore,  Md.,  who  was  found  dead  in  his  bed  on  the 
27th  of  November,  1875.  He  was  a  good,  practical 
Catholic.  MR.  TIMOTHY  SHANLT,  of  New  York,  who 
departed  this  life  on  the  4th  of  December,  1875,  after 
a  very  short  illness.  COL.  J.  R.  DELVECCHIO,  who  died 
lately  at  Louisville,  Ky. 

May  the}'  rest  in  peace. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C.,  Director. 


NOTE.— The  letter  of "  A  Believer,"  Santa  Clara,  Cal., 
has  been  received,  and  request  complied  with. 

A.  GRANGER,  C.  S.  C. 


WE  have  a  few  Volumes  of  the  AVE  MARIA  on 
hand,  which  we  will  sell  for  the  following  prices: 
Vol.1,  in  green  cloth,  $250;  Vols.  Ill  and  IV, 
green  cloth,  $3.50,  and  a  few  of  the  other  Vols. 
(excepting  the  5ili  and  7th).  handsomely  hound  in 
half-morocco,  marbled  edges,  $5.00.  Vol.  I,  half- 
morocco,  marbled  edges,  $3.25.  Sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price. 

These  volumes  contain  a  large  amount  of  enter- 
taining and  useful  reading  on  various  subjects — 
such  as  explanations  of  the  principal  Festivals  of 
our  Divine  Lord,  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the  Saints, 
articles  from  the  pen  of  Most  Rev.  Archbishop 
Spading,  Dr.  O.  A.  Brownson,  the  lamented 
"  Clonfert,"  "  Mariaphilos,"  and  others,  written 
expressly  for  the  AYE  MARIA;  also  Legends  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  choice  poetry,  serial  stories, 
etc.,  etc. 


Ave  Maria. 


A  Song  of  Love  to  Mary. 

BY  PBTEK  M'CORRT. 

I  would  sing  a  song  of  love 

To  Mary,  Virgin  Mother, 
And  with  kisses  pure  and  sweet 

Her  sacred  Heart  I'd  cover. 
From  the  soul's  inmost  recesses 

I'd  breathe  this  song  of  love 
To  Mary,  Virgin  Mother, 

Ever  fair  and  spotless  dove. 

I  would  weave  the  fairest  chaplet 

Ever  human  hand  entwined, 
Of  sweetest  golden  lilies 

And  violets  combined, 
Of  roses  and  carnations 

And  Passion-flower  concealed, 
That  when  the  first  should  wither 

The  last  might  be  revealed. 

On  Mary,  gifts  of  perfume, 

And  of  incense  I'd  bestow, 
And  every  other  sweet 

Gathered  here  on  earth  below. 
But,  the  Odor  of  the  Cross 

From  the  Passion-flower  springs 
And  with  every  wreath  to  Mary 

This  odor  pleasure  brings. 

It  is  sweeter  than  the  cedar 

Whose  perfume  never  dies, 
But  floats  on  through  the  ages 

Ever  upward  to  the  skies, 
Till  like  a  sea  it  gathers 

Round  the  feet  of  heaven's  Queen 
To  mirror-  all  her  beauties 

In  its  angel-lustred  sheen. 

Thus  would  I  have  the  fountain 

Of  the  incense  of  my  love, 
Like  the  Odor  of  the  Cross 

And  the  cedar's  perfume  prove, 
Ever  constant,  floating  upward, 

'Till  it  meets  with  Mary's  breath, 
And  there  dUtill'd  float  back  again 

Like  dew  on  hungry  earth. 

I  would  sing  a  song  of  love 

To  Bethlehem's  beauteous  Maid, 
With  the  music  that  the  shepherds 

And  ling'ring  angels  played 
Around  the  star-lit  Manger, 

On  the  morning  of  that  day 
When  heavenly  anthems  floated 

O'er  the  spot  where  Jesus  lay. 

The  sweetest  sounds  of  harps 
Of  hymns  and  psalms  of  praise, 

I'd  gather  in  one  harmony, 
A  dulcet-theme  of  lays. 


To  make  rny  song;  of  love  enriched, 

For  Mary  thus  I'd  sinir, 
Nor  to  the  Virgin  Mother's  heart, 

A  note  of  discord  bring. 

Ah!  that  would  be  a  song  of  love, 

For  Mary's  sons  indeed, 
A  song  to  reach  a  mother's  heart, 

Nor  cause  it  e'er  to  bleed 
With  pain  and  anguish,  as  she  gazed 

Upon  us  here  below, 
Where  those  who  love  that  Mother 

Should  in  every  virtue  grow. 

Then  weave  we  chaplets  rich  and  fair 

Of  chaliced  flowers  gay, 
And  perfumed  o'er  with  virtues 

Make  bright  each  tender  spray. 
Let  sighs  of  love  our  music  be, 

Such  songs,  a  worthy  dower 
To  Mary,  Virgin  Mother, 

Mystic  Rose  in  heaven's  bower. 


The  Christmas  Angel. 


(Concluded.) 

Little  Charlie  was  very  ill,  though  he  did  not 
know  it.  His  head  felt  so  fiery  and  so  light,  and 
his  little  limbs  were  so  heavy,  he  could  not  stir. 
Then  his  senses  began  to  wander.  The  darkness 
frightened  him,  and  he  thought  he  really  saw  his 
angel  standing  by  him. 

"Oh,  take  me  to  God,"  was  his  moaning,  pitiful 
cry.  "  I  am  so  cold  and  hungry." 

He  went  on  talking,  as  though  the  angel  were 
speaking  to  him.  Then  he  thought  the  angel 
knelt  by  his  side,  and  placed  his  cool  hand 
kindly  on  his  head.  There  came  a  low  sound  of 
sweet  music  in  his  ear,  and  clearly  through  it  he 
seemed  to  hear  the  angel's  voice,  which  said: 

"  My  dear  Charlie,  I  am  going  to  take  you  to 
our  good  God  in  heaven,  and  you  will  be  an 
angel  there." 

"I  am  so  glad,"  said  Charlie;  "my  head  is  so 
bad,  I  want  it.  to  rest  in  heaven.  Will  old  Nanny 
come  too  ?  Will  she  beat  me  there  ? " 

"There  is  no  beating  in  heaven,  my  dear  little 
boy.  You  will  fiud  it  all  happiness  and  joy." 

"Shall  you  be  there,  dear  angel?" 

"Yes,  my  child.  I  will  take  you,  and  show  you 
to  our  Lord,  and  to  our  Blessed  Lady,  and  all  the 
saints." 

"  Will  they  love  me  ?    No  ones  loves  me  here." 

"  Yes,  they  will  love  you  very  much." 

The  music  grew  louder  and  sweeter,  and  a  great 
light  shone  in  the  porch. 

"Charlie,"  whispered  the  angel,  "speak  after 
me."  And  the  angel  said,  "  Our  Father,"  and 
Charlie  repeated  it  after  him. 

"Tell  me  what  it  ineaus;  oh,  do  tell  me!     Have 
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'"'  got  a  father  iu  heaven  ?    Shall  I  see  my  mother 

."  here?" 

..f!  "Yes;  your  mother  is  waiting  for  you." 

Then  the  angel  bent  down  his  head  and  leaned 
over  Charlie,  and  a  sweet  perfume  floated  over 
him.  The  music  grew  louder,  and  the  light 
clearer. 

"  Will  you  go  with  me,  Charlie  ?"  said  the  angel. 

"Yes,"  he  whispered. 

The  eyelids  quivered,  the  little  frame  shook,  and 
then  all  was  quite  still.  Charlie  was  dead;  his 
soul  had  gone  to  heaven. 

Suddenly  the  house  door  opened,  and  a  tall, 
powdered  footman  came  out. 

"Hallo!"  he  cried;  "what  is  here?  Get  up, 
little  boy!"  and  he  touched  the  lifeless  body  with 
his  foot.  It  did  not  stir;  then  the  man  was  fright- 
ened, and  stooped  down. 

"Why,  he's  dead!  Starved  to  death,  I  declare!" 

He  rang  the  bell,  for  he  had  closed  the  door. 
More  servants  came,  and  they  sent  for  a  police- 
man. The  dead  child  w»s  carried  to  the  work- 
house, and  there  left.  Tiiey  washed  him,  and 
put  on  him  a  little  white  shroud;  they  brushed 
out  the  fair  curls,  and  folded  the  thin  hands  on 
the  little  breast. 

"I  wonder,"  said  the  nurse,  "what  he  could 
have  been  smiling  about  when  he  died." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  another  standing  near. 

"People  do  say  children  often  see  angels  when 
they  die." 

Three  days  afterwards  they  carried  little  Charlie 
to  the  cemetery,  and  there  buried  him.  He  was 
left  in  his  snow-covered  grave;  the  leafless  trees 
waved  over  him,  the  silent  stars  shone  down  upon 
him;  the  birds  sang  cheerily  in  the  cold,  clear 
frost;  but  the  little  boy  was  unconscious  of  all; 
he  had  joined  the  band  of  angels  iu  heaven. 

There  was  a  paragraph  next  morning  in  the 
newspaper,  telling  how  a  fair  haired  boy  had 
been  found  dead.  Papas  and  mammas,  over  their 
comfortable  breakfast-table,  sighed,  and  said  it 
was  a  pity  such  things  should  be.  Bright-eyed 
children  paused  for  a  moment  and  looked  sad. 
And  then  he  was  forgotten.  None  knew  of  the 
aching  head  and  weary  limbs,  nor  guessedhow 
hard  blows  and  harder  words  had  driven  the 
helpless  child  from  the  wretched  place  called  his 
home. 

The  night  Charlie  died,  old  Nanny  had  gone 
out  to  look  for  him;  but  lie  was  many  miles 
away.  After  a  long  search  she  returned,  and  the 
next  day  she  heard  how  he  had  died.  His  pale 
face  haunted  her;  his  meek  replies,  his  earnest 
"Don't  beat  me,  Nanny,"  were  ever -in  her  ears. 
She  never  forgot  the  sorrow  of  his  eyes,  and  his 
pitiful  little  voice;  and  the  result  was  that,  after 


a  long  life  of  dark  sin,  she  returned  to  the  faith 
she  had  so  long  forsaken.  The  prayers  of  the 
angel-child  were  answered,  and  old  JS'anny  en- 
deavored to  repair  the  scandal  she  had  ca 

Dear  reader,  my   story  is  ended  now.    Leg^H 
teacli  you  one  thing — tliat  is,  to   be  kind   t^^H 
poor.     You  have  a  happy  home,  kind  part-ills. 
plenty  to  eat  and  drink.    Think  someiin 
litlle  starving  ones  who  have  none  of  UK-SB  Ihi 
Proud  words,  too,  are  as  hurtful  to  the  poor  a 
cold  and  hunger.    Do  not,  when  you  pass  alon 
the  streets,  look  haughty  and  proud,  and   thin 
how  better  your  clothes  are  than  that  poor  boj 
and  girl's,  and  do  not  draw  away  your  dress; 
though  their  touch  soiled  it.    Be  gentle  and  kjl 
Remember  that  a  kind  word  and  a  bright 
will  be  valued  as  much  as  all  your  presents. 

So  Jesus,  who  loves  the  poor,  will  bless  yoQ 


The  Babe  in  the  Manger. 

The  song  of  the  angels  has  hardly  died 
the  clear  winter  air,  and  the  shepherds  say  o, 
another:  ''Let  us  go  over  to  Bethlehem  an' 
this  wonderful  thing  which  the  angel  of  the 
has  told  us  about,  and  which  has  made  all  th 
of  heaven  sing  for  joy."     Can  you  not  see 
good  men,  these   simple-hearted   shepherds, 
do  not  stop  tor  anything,  but  go  straighi 
Bethlehem  to  adore  the  little  Babe,  the  new-t||H 
Messias?     They  wear  their  wolfskins  over  t 
shoulders;  the  skins  of  the  tierce  wolves  that 
to  kill  their  tender  lambs;  and  each  shepher 
a  loijg  staff  iu  his  hands  with  a  crook  at  the  t 
his  shepherd's  crook. 

\\hen  they  come  to  the  stable  what  do  they 
At   first   they   cau   hardly   see   anything,  for   the 
bright  and  most  beautiful  light  that  shines  in  the 
stable.     "  It  is  notthe  light  oi  the  sun,"  tin 
shepherds  say  one  to  another;   "fur  it  is  only  a 
little  after  miduight.     It  is   notthe  ligh; 
moon,  which  is  always  so  pale!" 

"Ah,  nuw  we  see!"  say  the  good  shepherds. 
all  comes  from  the  little  Babe  that  lies  in  the 
manger!"  And  they  see,  these  good  shepherds, 
that  all  the  angel  told  them  is  true.  What  can  iliey 
do,  these  poor  men  who  have  tended  sheep  all  their 
lives?  for  they  know  they  are  in  the  presence  ol  the 
King  of  heaven,  the  Creator  of  the  world  'i  What 
cau  they  do  but  kneel  down  close  by  the  rough 
mangei,  kiss  the  poor  straw  on  \\hic-h  He  lies,  aud 
adore  Him,  who,  they  know,  is  the  Emmanuel,  or 
"  God  with  us." 

How  kindly  the  eyes  of  the  wonderful  Babe 
turn  on  the  poor  shepherds!  How  gently  the 
litlle  hand  is  raised  over  their  bowed  heads  to 
bless  them ! 

How  can  the  shepherds  ever  leave  Ihis  Divine 
Infant?  And,  as  ihey  say  this  to  themselves,  they 
look  at  Mary,  His  Virgin  Mother,  they  look  at  St. 
Joseph  His  foslerlaiher,  and  almost  envy  them; 
for  they  will  be  alwajs  with  the  Holy  Child. 

The  shepherds  forget  how  poor  and  cold  the 
stable  is  for  a  king — above  all,  for  the  King  of 
heaven.  They  can  think  of  nothing  but  the  Divine 
Babe.  When  they  have  come  back  to  their  siieip 
on  the  frosty  hillsides,  thty  say  to  each  other: 
"  We  have  se'en  the  Mes-sias  of  our  nation,  the  Kt- 
deemer  of  Israel ;  and  lo !  the  shining  Cue  is  poor 
and  humble  like  ourselves!" 
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